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THE    CZAirS    PEOPLE. 


BY  JULIAN   RALPH. 


IN  a  sentence,  Russia  is  a  huge  farm, 
comprising"  a  seventh  of  the  land  sur- 
face of  the  globe,  and  a  twenty-sixtli  of 
its  total  area.  It  has  half  a  dozen  men 
to  manage  it — according  to  the  policy  of 
one  of  the  six — and  the  people  are  divided 
into  ten  millions  of  men  and  women  of 
the  more  or  less  comfortable,  more  or  less 
educated  class,  and  one  hundred  and  nine- 
teen millions  of  citizens  the  mass  of  wliom 
form  the  dullest,  rudest,  least  ambitious 
peasantry  in  Europe.  If  one  travels  over 
Russia  to  spy  out  the  land,  he  may  go  for 
days  across  it  from  west  to  east  without 
breaking  the  continuous  view  of  a  Hat 
disk,  whose  only  variety  lies  b(>tween  its 
farmed  flatness  and  its  waste  flatness,  its 
squat,  shrinking,  unkem])t  villagers  and 
its  sandy  districts  wooded  with  thin  birch 
or  evergreens. 

Everywhere  it  is   new,   rude,  and    un- 
tidy. 
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Or  he  may  start  from  the  almost  limit- 
less forest  that  belts  the  north  of  Russia 
and  Siberia  and  travel  for  a  greater  num- 
b(M"  of  days  over  a  ])recisely  similar  iiat 
and  tiresome  reach  of  farm  land,  evei'y- 
where  slovenly  and  unkeni})!,  and  vai-ied 
again  l)y  s))arse  woods  and  villages  of 
brown  tliatched  huts,  each  village  crowd- 
ing around  a  huge  white  (iirtn^k  chui'ch 
with  Oriental  towers  and  ])oints  of  gold. 
i\Iud  roads  that  are  mere  rongh  trails, 
low-bi'owed,  shaggy-haired, dirty  men  and 
wonuMi,  of  the  intelligent  status  of  liulian 
squaws,  are  the  only  other  objects  he  will 
see. 

To  obtain  a  view  of  what  any  Euro- 
pean would  honor  with  the  name  ol 
scenery  he  must  go  to  the  further  boun- 
daries of  the  European  half  of  the  empire 
— to  the  lovely  wooded  and  rocky  islets 
and  emerald  lakes  of  Finland  in  the  west, 
to  the  not  very  scenically  grand  Urals  in 
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the    east,   to    the   eliai'ininu'    liills   by    the 
Black  Sea  in  what  Russia  calls  its  Riviera, 
or,  further  soutli,  to   the   truly  splendid, 
the  mngiii(iceut  scenery  of  the  Caucasus. 
But   the   men   of   Russia    wlio   see  the 
bulk  of  their  country  see  only  the  steppes, 
marshy  or  sandy  in  the  north,  and  black 
and  rich  in  the  south,  but  everywhere  a 
checker-b(  ard  of  farms  and  waste  places, 
everywhere    flat    as  a    table,  and  every- 
where untidy,  or,  where  tlie  [)eople  con- 
gregate together,  squalid.     There  are  not- 
able exceptions  to  this  very  general  rule. 
and  they  are  the  cities.      Wai-saw  is  not 
Russian  at  all,  but  Polish,  which  is  to  say, 
eloquent  of  the  best   genius   of   Euro})e. 
St.  Petersburg  is  arlilicial,  ])lanned  to  l)e 
an  imitation   Euroi)ean  town,  and  main- 
tained   as    such    by   the    government    in 
spite  of  its  still  great  un])opuhirily  with 
the  mass  of  the  p(M)ple,  even   of  the   most 
enlightened  among  them.    ^Moscow  is  dis- 
appointing  as  a  P^uropean   city,  and  yet. 
outside  the  Kremlin,  is  nothing  else :  and 
Odessa  is  a   very  lively  moch^rn  commer- 
cial and  cosmopolitan    capital.      Ilelsing- 
fors,  the  Finnish  capital,  is  rather  small 
to  })uL  in  the  list,  but  it  is  one  of  the  tinrst 
small    cities   in    Europe — and    is   not   Rus- 
sian.     ]\lost  of  tlu^  other  cities,  small  anil 
large,   except  Xijni-Xovgorod.  whieh    has 
been   (hMiationalized    and    rtMuh^'ed  exces- 
sivel\'   commonplact^  by  the   goviM'nnuMit 
in  order  to  render  it    the  artilicial   slotting 
foi'  an  exotic  exposition,  are  nu)re  or  h^ss 
primitive,  shabby,  dirty,   native^  -Asiatic. 
It  is  of  int(n'(^st   for  the  reader  to  know 
how  the  sight-seer  in  Russia  is  ^velcomed. 
and  In  what  degree  of  comfort  he  travels 
there.     Ithappeninl  that  when  1  was  ready 
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to  stai't  for  St.  Peter.sburg  from  London 
no  one  who  could  have  smoothed  the 
way  for  me  was  in  England.  Even  the 
Russian  minister  was  absent,  and  when  I 
presented  to  his  secretary  my  letters  of 
introduction  he  i-ead  them  mechanically 
and  handed  them  back,  and  said,  "  If  your 
minister  in  St.  Petersburg  wishes  to  make 
himself  responsible  for  you,  he  will  do  so. 
This  embassy  knows  nothing  about  you. 
Yes,  I  see  your  letters  from  your  Secret ai-y 
of  State  and  other  prominent  Americans, 
but  I  know  nothing'  about  you." 

Finally,  when  I  reached  St.  Peters- 
br.rg,  ]\Ir.  Breckinridge,  our  ministtM'. 
was  on  his  holidays  in  Finland,  so  that 
never  did  tourist  enter  a  fc^reign  country 
with  few(U'  advantages  than  I.  so  far  as 
the  Russians  were  concerned.  The  tales 
of  the  difficulties  encountered  by  the  vis- 
itor to  Russia,  of  the  close  surveillance  of 
his  movements  by  the  police,  and  of  the 
facility  with  which  a  ti-aveller  may  sub- 
ject himself  to  suspicion  and  be  ex]ielled, 
or  have  his  passport  toiai  up  and  him- 
self disa})i)ear  (in  Siberia  i  as  completely 
as  if  the  earth  had  swallowed  him — such 
tales  now  form  a  considerable  literature 
by  themselves:  and  if  a  tourist  is  render- 
ed uneasy  by  them  before  he  gets  to  Rus- 
sia. I  can  assure  him  that  lie  will  gather 
enough  more  of  such  stories  after  crossing 
tlu^  fi'ontier  to  spoil  his  visit  and  his  i-est 
at  night  if  lu^  ho  nervous,  timid,  or  extra- 
imaginative.  I  will  not  say  that  the  ob- 
struction, surveillance,  sus]iicion.  and  ex- 
traordinary autocratic  pi-actices  that  we 
havt^  all  read  and  heard  about-  are  not 
there  to  meet  you  on  the  frontier,  sliad- 
owing  you  afterwards,  investigating  your 
baggagt^  while  you  sleep,  and  opening  all 
hnters  to  and  h'o\u  you  the  rest  of  the 
time,  but  1  am  compelled  to  admit  that  I 
was  unaware  of  the  least  part  of  all  this 
durini:'  mv  travels. 
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I  was  never  less  troubled  by  foreign 
customs  laws  and  regulations  in  any 
journey  I  have  ever  made. 

Every  man  in  Russia,  and  every  wo- 
man, if  she  wishes  to  travel  from  her  town 
to  the  next,  must  have  a  passport.  Ev- 
erybody must  have  one  in  order  to  pass 
the  frontier  in  either  direction.  A  pass- 
port is  as  necessary  to  a  Russian  who  de- 
sires to  return  to  his  native  land  as  it  is 
to  an  American  who  wishes  to  visit  that 
country.  Certain  classes  of  officials  have 
special  passports  that  relieve  them  from 
the  necessity  of  explaining  where  they  are 
going  when  they  make  a  journe}^  in  their 
own  country,  but  these  must  be  carried 
by  them,  I  fancy  that  even  tlie  mem- 
bers of  the  Czar's  cabinet  have  to  carr}" 
passports  when  tliey  go 
about  Russia.  Tlie  es- 
pionage is  very  strict 
in  Poland,  always  very 
uniform  and  thorough 
in  Russia  proper,  and 
has  been  very  mild  and 
somewhat  lax  in  Fin- 
land, whose  people  gave 
themselves  to  the  Rus- 
sian Empire,  and  were 
treated  with  marvellous 
consideration  until  a 
few  years  ago,  when  the 
Russianizing  process  be- 
gan, and  the  conscrip- 
tion law  was  extended 
to  that  splendid  Euro- 
pean, un -Russian  prov- 
ince. When  there  is 
any  new  military  im- 
provement or  move- 
ment afoot,  as  is  now 
apparently  the  case  in 
trans-Caspia,  tlie  sur- 
veillance of  travellers 
becomes  very  sti-ict. 
When  there  is  trouble 
with  an  unruly  })oi)ula- 
tion,  as  was  the  casc^  in 
a  part  of  Georgia  over 
the  Caucasus  when  1 
was  there,  foreigners 
are  warned  away. 

I  may  be  mistaken, 
but  it  seemed  to  me  that 
a  man  might  travel  in 
Russia  without  a  ])ass- 
port  if  he  avoided  hotels 
and  dwellings,  or  if  he 
escaped  the  notice  of  tlu^ 


police,  or  their  agents,  the  door-porters, 
when  entering  a  friendly  residence.  It 
is  also  possible  to  leave  Russia  without  a 
passpoi't  if  one  risks  the  frontier  dangers 
of  sea,  forest,  wilderness,  and  desolate  ex- 
panses—  and  of  detection.  But  taking 
Russia  by  and  large,  in  ordinary,  peaceful 
times,  the  purpose  of  its  strong  govern- 
ment, one  of  whose  chief  items  of  expense 
must  be  for  police  service,  is  to  make  it 
impossible  to  depart,  enter,  or  travel  there 
without  a  passport. 

I  entered  b\'  steamer  from  Stockholm, 
stopping  at  several  Finland  ports.  I  left 
the  ship  at  each  place  and  roamed  about, 
but  as  I  did  not  register  oi-  put  up  at  any 
hotel,  I  was  not  asked  for  my  passport. 
As  I  was  booked  through   to   St.  Peters- 
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burg-,  no  customs  otlicer  called  for  it  on 
the  ship  '.\t  any  other  place.  On  the 
ship  were  ihree  women  who  were  do  int- 
one of  those  irreii'ular,  unnecessary,  risky 
thino-s  that  members  of  their  lovely  sex 
are  more  ^-ivon  to  doing  than  meu.  They 
liad  slip])ed  out  of  Finland  without  per- 
mission, and  w{M'e  comini;-  hack  into  Rus- 
sia without  luivinii-  had  their  passports 
vised  wh(u-e  they  had  travelled.  Two.  a 
married  French  wonuin  and  her  Eno'lish 
companion,  had  been  holidayini;'  in  Fin- 
land, and  had  run  ov(4*  to  Stockholm  to 
see  the  World's  Fair.  The  otlier,  a  Polish 
Jewess,  had  slipped  out  and  i^one  to  Paiis. 
There  must  have  been  o-rave  dereliction 
to  nudce  this  possible.  All  thre(^  liad 
taken  tickets  back  to  a  Finland  ])ort.aiul 
then  bought  new  tickets  from  that  ])ort  to 
St.  Petersi)urg  in  ordei*  to  ch^ceive  tlu^  Ivus- 
sian  police,  and  to  enabh^  tht^  ship-(>aptain. 
whose  services  th(\v  easily  enlisted,  to  tell 
a  white  lie,  and  say  they  came  only  fr(^m 
the  Russian  port  wluM-e  they  bought  their 
last  tickets.  Nevertheless,  they  were 
dreadfully  alarm(Hl  at  what  might  hap- 
pen at  St.  Petei-sburg;  and  I.  with  a  head 
full  of  s(Misati()nal  slorii^s  of  Ruv^iau 
strictness  and  severity  and  of  Ru>-:an 
prejudice^  against  journalists,  was  inter- 
estcnl  in  my  own  fat(^ — in  a  journalistic 
way — /.  c,  like  one  who  stands  a]K\rt  an^i 
watches  what  ha])|>ens  to  himself. 


Nothing  happened.  If  my  trunk  and 
big  portmanteau  had  been  filled  with 
dynamite  bombs,  the  Russians  would  not 
have  discovered  it.  for  they  did  not  take 
the  trouble  to  examine  my  luggage. 

As  soon  as  our  shi])  was  tied  to  the 
wharf  a  very  danditied  officer  of  middle 
age.  accompanied  by  a  clerk,  hurried  into 
the  (lining-saloon  and  sat  down  at  a  table, 
upon  which  a  waiter  had  laitl  an  ink-pot 
and  a  pen.  "Get  the  peojile  in  line." 
said  the  othcer.  His  manner  was  that  o( 
a  man  who  is  already  late  for  a  dinner 
party  and  is  being  still  longer  delayed. 
He  seized  the  tirst  passport  and  stabbed 
the  ink-])ot  with  his  ])en.  The  bottle  gave 
out  a  hollow  dry  sound  of  emptiness,  and 
from  that  instant  the  laws,  the  watchftil- 
m^ss.  and  the  majesty  of  Russia  took  a. 
back  seat,  behind  and  subordinate  to  the 
])etty  annoyance  the  ink-bottle  caused. 
The  otlicer  stabbed  the  bottle  hard,  tried 
to  write,  stabbed  the  bottle  harder,  made 
an  incoherent  illegible  flourish  of  l)roken 
lines  on  the  first  passport,  fumed,  stabbed 
the  bottle  still  harder,  seized  the  n(^\t 
passport,  and  began  to  danni  everything 
around  him.  The  line  (iled  befcu'e  him 
eagerly,  seeing  how  engrossed  he  was 
with  his  misfortune.  New  passports 
were  jU'essed  upon  him.  He  ground  his 
pen  arivand  and  around  in  the  nearly 
di'v   bottle,  and    o-i-oaned.  and   cursed  the 
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ship.  He  did  not 
examine  a  passport 
except  to  find  the 
place  for  his  sig- 
nature, whereup- 
on each  time  he 
clutched  the  bottle 
in  one  liand,  and 
with  the  pen  in  liis 
other  hand  tried  to 
dig'  out  its  bottom. 
At  last  he  damned 
his  clerk,  who  then  , 
for  the  first  time 
took  notice  of  the  ^.-n*-,:_ , 
trouble,  and  went 
off  to  get  the  cap- 
tain's ink.  It  was 
like  a  bit  of  a  play 
to  see  the  Polish 
Jewess  wrig-g-le 
ahead  of  her  place 
to  get  her  passport 

signed  before  the  fresh  ink  came  and 
while  the  officer  was  in  the  heat  of  his 
fracas  with  the  bottle.  The  husband  of 
the    French    woman     with    the    English 
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faced,  grinding  the  pen  in  the  bottle  as  a 
chemise  uses  a  pestle  in  a  mortar. 

I  waited  till  the  last— till  he  got  fresh 
ink  and  plenty,  and  calmed  liimself  and 


companion  had  come  aboard,  and  it  was  squared  off  at  the  table  with  a  sigh  of  re- 
he  who  presented  the  passports  of  the 
law^-breaking  women.  He  was  a  person 
of  consequence  in  diplomatic  circles,  and 
tried  to  impress  the  officer  with  the  air  of 
a  man  of  affairs  engaging  in  a  tedious 
formality.  "  Kindly  sign  this — ladies  in 
my  charge — a  cab  waits,''  said  he,  in 
French. 

"I  am  permitted  to  have  only  half  a 
drop    of  ink,"  said  the   officer,  now  red- 
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lief.      If  the   runaways   from   Russia  had 
come  up  then,  he  would  have  questioned 
them — perhaps  convicted  them  with   the 
things  from  Stockholm  and  Paris  in  their 
boxes.      But  it  was  my  turn,  and  my  own 
passp(n't  so  sur})rised  him    by  its  novelty 
that  he  stiulied   its  big  eagle  and  its  en- 
graved flourishes,  and  then  looked  at  me 
and  said,  "  Amei'icansky,"  and  bowed  as 
if  I  had  gained  some  admirable  quality 
by  merely  coming  a  great 
distance,  as    tea    and    os- 
,.,  ti'ich    feathers   did    before 

Itf'^i  the;  days  of  steam. 

]\[y  IMurray's  Guide  had 
told  me  that  I  must  get  a 
new  passport — with  new 
in  italics  —  and  yet  my 
old  one,  all  fi'cscoed  with 
Turkish  hi(M"Oglyphics 

made  in  Edhem  Pasha's 
train,  had  served  \evy 
well.  My  Murray  next 
said  that  the  customs  ex- 
aminations were  very 
strict,  and  that  the  tourist 
would  find  it  wisest  and 
quickest  to  exercise  a 
great  deal  of  patience. 
So  I  held  my  breath  for 
this  grand  test  of  quality 
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tlijit  is  uilci'ly  ]:ickiii<;-  in  my  innke-ni).  Kvery  lime  il  came  hack  to  me  it  had  a 
I  saw  tlie  l)()xes  and  ))aos  of  otliers  heiii^-  new  vise  on  it  — i)rinted  lines  made  with 
emptied  on  the  deck,  and  consultations  of  a  ruhher  stamp  and  with  other  lines  writ- 
all  the  inspectors  <;oino-  on  over  hits  of  a  ten  in,  and  the  police  signature  added.  In 
lew   vards  of  lace  and  Over  little  knick-  several  ])laces  police  stam})s  like  postage- 


knacks  from  foreign  shoi)s.  Presently  a 
man  came  to  nu^ 

''EnglishkyT'  he  asked. 

"  Dar,  dar,''  said  I.  meaning  "yes." 
made  soft  and  gracious  hy  duplication, 


stam])S  were  alKxed  to  these  declarations 
of  api)roval.  AVhenever  a  higli- priced 
stani])  was  ])ut  on  it  was  stolen  at  the  next 
city,  evidently  because  it  could  be  used 
again  as  well  as  not.      The  highest-priced 
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Take  your  things  away,"  he  signalled  stain])  thus  taken  was  for  SO  copecks,  or 
in  ])antomime.  '•  Don't  ojxmi  them,  (let  40  cents.  I  was  allowed  to  come  away 
a  porter.     Here, ])orter,  take  these  things. "     with   two  or  three   stamps  for  10  and  20 

I  slipped  a  rouble  (half  a.  dollar)  in  his     copecks, 
liaiid,  and    i-olled    away  in  a  droscbka   to 

the   Hotel  de  France,  wluu-e.    as  soon    as  And    now  as    to   Russia   and  the   Eus- 

I  had  said  I  was  satisfied  with  the    only     sians.       As    long   as    1    tried   to  compare 

Russia  with  the  conn- 
tries  of  the  "West,  and 
to  consider  it  from 
a  European  sland- 
})oint.  I  fcnmd  myself 
more  than  disa])])oint- 
ed.  almost  hostile  to 
it.  The  sight  of  the 
desperately  poor  mill- 
ions—  unconsidered, 
non  -  considering,  at 
rest  in  their  oattlelike 
condition  :  tiie  com- 
])rehension  of  the  vast 
ness  of  the  gulf  be- 
tween the  millions 
upon  millions  of  them 
and  their  few.  so- 
called,  betters  :  the 
j /..-,-  '  •         shabbiness  and  want 

of   pride    of    the    sol- 
diers, and    the    dirti- 
ness and  filthy  quar- 
tei's   of  the    sailors — 
these   were  not   com]-)arable  with   Ameri- 
can   or  European    institutions.  exce]U    at 
such     a     disadvantage    to    Russia    as    to 
ai'ouse    indiii"nation    at    the    tliouu-ht    that 
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1-oom  there  was.  th(^  ])ort(M-  -the  fuiunion- 
ary  who  appears  to  run  every  hotel  in 
Russia— remarked.  '"  Passport,  please,  for 
the  nolice.*" 


So  that   absolutcdv  the   onlv  ti'ouble   I     such    ccmditions    wei-e    the    natural    out- 


found  in  entering  Russia  was  in  my   own 
groundless   anticipation:   and  afterwards. 


come     of     the     system     of     government. 
How    could    Euro]iean     comparisons    be 


as  I  roamed  from  tlu^  Neva  to  the  I^lack  made  in  a  country  where  the  ])o<'ms  of 
Sea.  and  into  Asia,  and  back  again  to  the  Heinrich  Heine  are  not  admitted,  and 
])()n,and  thi'ough  l^oland.  1  did  not  even  the  ]iossession  of  a  modtM-n  genthMuan's 
have  the  annoyanct^  of  borrow  ing  trouble. 
At    ev(M'v  hol(d    in  Europe;iM     Russia   the 


])orter  wanted  my  passport 
iinmediately.       In    J\us-ia   ])r(^'-r    ii    wa^ 
kept  from  nie  a  liay  or  two.  ami  tuic.    \'nv 


library   is  an    act    of   tr(\ison   ])unishable 

with    exile   to  Siberia.'      With    what  feel- 

wanttnl  il     inii-s    must    one    who    u-0(^s    to    Russia    to 


c<nn]>are  it  with  France,  for  instance,  ar- 
rive at  the  kriowknlge  that  in  the  main 
six  days.  In  GtM>i'gia.  in  Asia.  A  va-  not  the  mental  cultivaticui  })(\ssessed  by  the 
ke})t  an  hour.  In  the  journey  acros^  ilie  upper  class  is  a  mere  surl'ace  ])olish.  that 
Caucasus  ^[ountains  it   was  not  asked  t'oi'.     a   civil    eno-jneer   knows  nothing   but   his 
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science,    tliat     every 
specialist  has  had  his 

learning"  confined  to  his  speciality?  Or 
learn  that  when  a  servant-girl  goes  away 
on  a  visit,  and  fails  to  announce  her  safe 
arrival  at  her  destination,  the  police,  on 
being-  applied  to  for  news  of  her,  present 
a  report  of  every  step  she  has  taken  since 
leaving"  her  enii)loyer,  every  person  she 
has  spoken  to,  every  shop  she  has  called 
at,  one  might  almost  say  every  breath  she 
has  drawn. 

These  are  a  few  of  the  thousand  thing-s 
that  a  tourist  sees  or  feels  oi*  learns  in 
Russia  to  make  him  judge  it  severely,  if 
he  considers  it  as  Euroi)ean.  The  mis- 
take of  so  considering  it  is  encouraged  by 
as  many  other  tilings  that  are  coj)ied 
from  those  of  Europe.  St.  Petersburg, 
Moscow,  Odessa,  Sebastopol,  are  all  built 
like  European  cities,  with  European-look- 
ing houses,  facing'  European  streets,  witli 
horse-cars  and  cabs  and  shops  as  full  of 
Berlin-made  trash  and  Viennese  rubbish 
as  are  the  sho])s  of  all  Euro))ean  capitals, 
from  Christiania  to  Constantinople.  One' 
cannot  see  in  a  day  that,  however  they 
look,  these  cities  are  all  under  mai'tial 
law.  No  one  can  know  at  a  glance  that 
the  porters  at  the  doors  and  gates  of  tlu^ 
dwellings  and  hotels  form  })art  of  the 
police  system.  It  is  not,  a])])arent  to  the 
new-comer  that  every  Russian  h(^  sec^s  is 
numbered,  and  carries  his  i)assp()rt  in  his 
pocket,  and  is  as  dependent  on  it  for  liis 
safety  as  if  it  were  a  log*  to  which  he  was 
clinging  in  mid -ocean.  No,  the  cities 
and  their  scenes  and  inhabitants  anil   the 
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numners  thereof  all  seem  European.  One 
cannot  look  into  the  houses  of  the  rich 
and  ])Owerful  and  know  that  only  the 
public  rooms  are  ordered  tidily,  and  that 
tlie  private  ])arts  of  the  houses  are  neg- 
lected, not  even  the  beds  being  made  np, 
very  often,  until  it  is  time  to  get,  into  them 
aa'ain.  Nor  can  a  strang'er  see  into  the 
head  of  the  Russian  who  casually  men- 
tions ]\I()liere  or  Thomas  Jefl'erson  and 
perceive  that  he  merely  r<^))eats  these 
names,  l)ut  has  not.  read  ^ioliere's  })lays 
or  studied  the  declaration  of  oui'  inde- 
pendence. 

Ihit  let  the  visitor  to  Russia  ])ursue  his 
c()mi)arisons  until,  as  nearly  every  one 
fails,  he  concludes  that  he  must  be  doing- 
Russia  an  injustice  -  until  he  conies  to  re- 
flect that  the  basis  and  root  of  its  civiliza- 
tion are  Asiatic,  and  not  European.  Then 
the  task  of  studying  the  huge,  growing, 
])rog-ressive  empire  becomes  easy  and 
more  ])leasant  at  once.  T^et  him  once 
say  "Russia  is  Asiatic. '"  and  with  the 
change  of  his  view-poiiil  he  sees  evcu'v- 
thing  ditfercMitly.  Then  lu*  stops  crit  icis- 
ing.  and  b(\uins  admiring.  lie  i;  not  in 
the  last  and  most  primitive  corner  of 
Europe.  Ib^  is  in  the  iirst  and  most  ad- 
vancing country  of  Asia. 

Tf  any  IJussian  ohjt'cts  to  that  view- 
point, he  will  not  tind  fault  or  contradict 
if  it  is  said  that  at  least  Russia  is  a  land 
that,  lies  Ix^tween  Europe  and  Asia. 
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1  (;()iisider(Hl  it  Asiniio  when  its  rcsfMii-  Asia,  veil  can  see  that  there  are  two  sides 

blaiicos  to  what  I  Ijatl  seen  in  otlier  eoun-  to  this  (question,  however  much  I  may  sor- 

ti-ies  of  tlio  East  forced  home  the  con. par-  row  over  the  liarder  side.     The  side  we  do 

ison.      And  from  that  moment  1  was  able  not  all   lliink  of  is  that   in  this  solitary 

to  judg-e  it  calmly.      In  Asia  the  systems  system  among-  those  that  are  Asiatic  or  of 

of  g:ovei'nment  are  less  military,  l)nt  Rus-  Asiatic  stock  there    is  very  little  capital 

sia  is  forced  into  militarism  by  lier  con-  punishment;   that  treasonous  olfences  are 

tact  with  EurojH^      The  lack  of  machine-  punished    mercifully   from    the    Russian 

like  disci[)line   in  lln^  Russian  soldiery  is  ))()int  of  view;  tliat,  taking-  tlie  wliole  not 

truly  x\siatic,  and  so  are   th(^  stag-iuition.  very  gi'eat  annual  exodus  of  i)risoners  to 

l)atience,    sullVring.    and    squalor    of    the  Siberia,    tlie    majority    liave    no    right   to 

])eo))le.      In  Russia  they  are  di'unken,  in-  ;irouse     the     indig-nation    and    sympatliy 

stead  of  being-  g-a.nd)lers  and  oi)ium-smoic-  that  we  expend  upon  the  few  intidlectual 

ers  as  in  China.      The  absence  of  a   mid-  ])risoners  whose  lot   seems  to  us  so  ]niin- 

dle  chi.ss  and  the  g-ulf  that  takes  its  place  ful;   that  these  very  sufferers  are  of  Rus- 

are  Asiatic  conditions.     In  Russia  no  man  sian  blood  and  training-,  and.  being-  intel- 

except  a  member  of  the  cabinet  or  a  dip-  ligent.  are  certain  to  have  perfectly  un- 

lomat  dares  to  discuss  politics.      In  otlier  derstood  and  accepted  the  chances  when 

Asiatic  countries   the   people  are  not  for-  o])posing-  the  laws  of  their  country:   and 

bidden  t,o  discuss  them,  because  they  have  iinally.  that  in  Russia  and  out  of  it  there 

never  shown    ajiy    inclination    to  do   so.  is  ])lenty  of  foreign,  free,  and  un])uvchased 

No   moi'(^  do  the    119,000,000  muzhiks   of  testimony  to  show  that  the  condition  of 

Russia.      Their  intellectual  activity  never  the  pi'isoners  and  the  exiles  is  not  nearly 

goes  beyond  the  affairs  of  village,  family,  so  bad  as  those  Avho  play  upon  the  excep- 

farm,  or  employment.     Their  most  active  tional  sensitiveness  of  American  republi- 

interest  is  in   religion,  but  they  make  of  cans  have  caused  us  to  imagine, 
that  such  a  mere  tissue  of  forms  and  me-  I  remember  that  the  first  tinie  I  s})oke 

chanical  '>r  automatic  practices  that  it  is  of   Siberia,  when   in  Russia,  was  to  my 

carried  on  without  any  more  mental  ef-  waiter  in.  a  St.  Petersburg  hotel.      •*  Em 

fort  than  the  activity  of  a.  victim  of  St.  afraid  I  should  go  to  Siberia  if  I  gave  you 

Vitus's  dance.      The  leaven  of  })rogress  is  my  opinion,""  said  I. 

not  in  the  mttzhik  any  more  than  it  is  in  "That  would  not  be  so  bad.*"  said  he. 
the  coolie.  If  R.ussia"s  system  of  govern-  "  ^lost  people  are  better  off*  than  ever, 
ment  is  to  bo  threatened  or  altered,  it  when  they  are  sent  to  Siberia."" 
must  be  by  the  ten  million  who  i-eflect  The  next  time  the  subject  was  broached 
the  European  ideals  in  their  dress  and  was  in  conversation  with  a  Russian  pro- 
manners,  and  who  present  fertile  ground  fessional  man  in  Moscow,  "Exile  to  Si- 
for  the  propagation  of  European  reforms  beria  is  very  hard  on  men  of  education 
— the  seeds  of  which,  in  the  forms  of  fi'ce  and  gentlemen  without  means,  but  to  tlie 
speech  and  free  ])ress  and  free  literature,  majority  it  means  an  improved  condi- 
are  denied  to  them.  Russia's  danger  is  tion,"'  said  he. 
fi'om  the  to|):   the  bottom  is  sodden                      The   third    mention   of  the  matter  was 

When  we  com(^    to   consider  the   ti-eat-  to  a  German  traveller.       "It  struck  me,"" 

ment  of  criminals  in  Russia,  and  the  laws  said    h(\   "  tiiat    the    colonists   in    Siberia 

which  determine  what  is  criminal.  1  mak-e  thought   themselves   woi-se   oif  than  any 

bold  to  say  that  they  have  incurred   sen-  one  else.      They  com])lained  of  the  ci-imi- 

sational   exposure    and   attack,  and    have  nals  who  had  served  their  time^  in  ])rison 

aroused   Westei-n    indignation    largely  by  and   had   to    remain   in    Siberia,  and  who 

exaggeration.   ;ind    IxM-ause    of   that     very  took  work   aiul  money  that  the  colonists 

wholesome  Western    egotism    which   con-  thought     ought    to    be    exclusively    their 

dennis  everything  not  fasliioned  in  its  own  own."" 

moulds.      In  Iku*  tr(\»tment  of   criminals.  k"inally.  I  hav(\iust  read  the  o])iuion  of 

more    than    in    anytliing   els(\  Ivussia    di  Lieutemint  -  Coloiud    Waters,  the    Ih'itish 

lutes  Asiatic  praetiei^  with  European  sr";f-  military  attache  who  was  the  last  man  of 

restraint.      In  this  she  treats  her  own  Asi  uoltMo  make  the  lri]i  across  Siberia,  and 

atic  traditions   with  a  violence  as  marked  is   of  a  nationality  tlie  most  I'emote  from 

as    the    consideration    she   shows    foi-    the  any  tendency  to  gloss  over  Russian  faults. 

lives  and  feelings  of  those  who  defy  her  "1  can  chuiy  with  absolute  authority.""  he 

laws.      Tarn  iu)t  Asiatic  or  a  ciiampion  of  says,  "•the  oft-repealed  stories  of  Siberian 
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horrors  and  Russian  crueltj\     During-  my 
journey  in    midwinter,   when,   according- 
to  tlie  statements  of  some,  the  traveller 
might    expect    to    come    across    chained 
gangs   of  prisoners  on  their  way  to   the 
mines,  man 3^  dying*  unheeded  on  the  I'oad- 
side,  I  saw  nothing  of  the  kind.      Thei-e 
was  no  question   of  preparation   for  my 
approacli.      I  canght  up  luindi-eds  of  con- 
victs  on    the   road,    and   conversed   with 
them    in    tlieir    own    language.      In    the 
depth   of   a  Russian   winter,  with  90°  of 
frost,  I  found  these  exiles  travelling  in 
comfort,  smoking  and  singing.     In  evei-y 
case     they     were     well 
clothed     and     well     fed, 
and,  so  far  from   dying 
on    the    road -side,   any 
prisoner  falling  lame  oi" 
becoming  ill  was  placed 
in  a  carriage  and  driven 
to   the  nearest   hosj)ital. 
As  a  matter  of  fact,  in  a 
nuajority  of  cases  the  Si- 
berian exile  is  far  bett(M' 
off   than    if   he    were    at 
home.       Tak(^    the    chil- 
dren, for    instance,   wlio 
accom])any  their  ))arents 
into    exile  :     instead     of 
having     to     subsist      on 
black     bread,     as      tlit\v 
would    in    the    ordinary 
way,     they      are     given 
white    l)read    and    milk 
until  they  are  five  years 
of  age,  and  are   clothed 
and  fed  well.    Onlv  mur- 


derers and  dangerous  crim- 
inals are  chained,  and  their 
fetters  are  carefully  padded 
so  as  not  to  injure  the  legs. 
I  have  not  only  not  seen 
any  case  of  ill  treatment, 
but,  what  is  more.  I  have 
not  even  heard  of  one. 
Even  the  l^oles  who  were 
exiled  for  insurrection  are 
now  in  many  cases  free  to 
return  to  Russia,  and  .sev- 
eral are  employed  as  gov- 
'  '^'^  ernment  officials.  Political 
prisoners,  unless  they  have 
committed  some  serious 
— ^=*-  non-political  crime,  are  not 

imprisoned,  their  heads  are 
not   shaved,  and    they  are 
not  fettered.    Criminals,  on 
the  other  hand,  are  kept  in 
])rison  for  only  a  short   time  if  on  good 
behavior.     They  are  then  released,  having 
{)lenty  of  time  to  work  on  tlieir  own  ac- 
count and  to  make  money.      I  can  only 
add  that  I  know — that  I  am  perfectly  sat- 
islied — that  the  ti-eatnient  of  all  classes  of 
})i'isoners   is   remarkably   kind,  and    that 
the   sensational   stories  current   in   some 
quarters  are  absolutely  untrue." 

"Remarkably  kind" — I  know  nothing 
pei'sonally  of  the  merits  of  the  question, 
whether  or  no  the  horrors  of  Siberia  com- 
monly })ainted  in  such  high  colors  really 
exist,  but  that    word  "*  kind  "  suggests  to 
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me  that  if  I  were  asked  to  dwell  on  the 
most  remarkable  trait  of  the  Russian,  it 
would  be  upon  his  kindliness  that  I  would 
rest  longest.  It  is  the  best  and  greatest 
gift  of  muzhik  and  lord  alike.  And  it  is 
distinctly  un-Asiatic,  in  spite  of  Russia's 
many  resemblances  to  Asia.  Every  wliere 
that  you  glance  it  is  upon  smiling,  kindly, 
friendly  faces.  Every  accident,  misfortune, 
or  embarrassment  you  see  or  meet  with 
strikes  the  note  of  sympathy,  which  is  most 
easily  sounded  in  all  Ru.ssian  breasts.  If 
you  ask  peasant,  priest,  or  noble  to  direct 
you  on  your  way,  he  will  often  go  part  of 
the  way  with  you.  If  you  cannot  speak 
the  language,  and  yet  try  to  make  your- 
self understood,  there  is  never  any  ridicule 
or  half-concealed  anuisement — only  a  de- 
monstrative effort  to  understand  and  as- 
sist. Tlie  native  African  is  happier,  be- 
cause the  Slav  blood  in  the  Russian  makes 
him  hang  forever  between  elation  and 
desporulency,  but  the  Afi'ican  is  nowhere 
so  syuipathetic,  so  friendly,  or  so  kind- 
hearted.  His  critics  call  the  Russian  a 
great  prevaricator,  and  declare  him  singu- 
larly lacking  in  a  knowledge  of  the  dif- 
ference between  lueum  and  fenm,  but  at 
least  he  is  kindlv — alwavs,  everv where. 


chronicnlly.  And  when  we  consider  the 
rigid  veracity  of  the  Finns,  and  see  it  ac- 
companied with  cold  selfishness,  easily 
ai'oused  anger  and  })ursuit  of  revenge,  or 
when  we  contem])late  the  exti*aordinary 
honesty  of  those  who  live  next  beyond  the 
Finns,  and  have  their  own  hard  faults, we 
turn  to  the  kindliness  of  the  Russian,  and 
say  to  ourselves  that  it  is  at  least  a  com- 
pensating virtue. 

The  Russians  are  a  restless  peo})le,  and 
if  the  railway  statistics  do  not  show  that 
they  travel  as  much  as  we,  it  is  partly  be- 
cause so  many  move  about  on  foot,  ])artly 
because  so  few,  compai'atively,  have  the 
means  to  make  long  journeys  l)y  rail,  and 
partly  because  of  the  limitations  imposed 
on  ti-avel  l)y  the  j)assport  system.  The 
railway  fares  are  the  lowest  in  Europe. 
Since  they  were  made  so  the  chief  cities 
of  the  country  have  grown  remarkably — 
St.  Petersburg  most  of  all.  The  trains 
run  very  slowly,  express  trains  are  few, 
and,  so  far  as  I  saw,  are  confined  to  the 
raili'oad  loetween  St.  Petersburg  and  Mos- 
cow. On  all  the  other  roads  the  trains 
stop  for  tedious  lengths  of  time  at  all  sta- 
tions. Here  criticism  of  the  roads  ends, 
and   this  is  a  criticism   not  expressed  in 
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Russia, wliere  the  rate  of  railway  speeil  is 
satisfactor  to  the  people.  The  road-beds, 
the  inaintenance  of  way,  tlie  stations, 
coaches,  and  eiioines,  are  equal  to  the  best 
on  the  Continent,  and  wlioever  takes  a 
Fi-etich  sleeper  into  Russia  finds,  when 
lie  <4'(^.ts  there,  that  the  first-class  Russian 
sleepers  are  better.  Tiie  first  raihvay  in 
Russia  was  built  by  an  American,  and  the 
influence  of  American  railway  methods  is 
still  apparent  on  all  the  roads.  The  ])as- 
senger-cai's  are  modified  to  meet  the  exi- 
gencies of  caste,  but  the  better-class  freio-lit 
trartic  is  carried  on  with  very  large  box 
cars,  as  with  us.  instead  of  on  liat  cars 
roofed  with  tarpauling,  as  in  Enoland  and 
France.  Wood-burning-  locomotives,  like 
those  we  used  to  liave,  are  still  to  be  seen, 
but  on  tlie  main  lines  they  are  stoking 
with  coal  or  with  na])htha  refuse.  The 
first-class  trains  are  corridored,  and  cari-y 
primitive  dining-cai's  as  well  as  excellent 
compartment  sleepers,  like  those  used  in 
America. 

The  stations  are  uncc^mmonly  large, 
well  built,  and  handsome,  with  orderly 
and  often  'Deautiful  grounds.  Labor  is  so 
cheap  and  i)hMitifiil  that  tlie  whole  route 
is  often  pei'manently  maniuHl.  aiul  instead 
of  a  mere  "  gi-ass  lin(\""  or  tidied  edge  be- 
side the  road-bed.  such  as  a  few  of  our 
great  railways  maintain,  I  iiave  seiMi  the 
soil  between  the  ends  of  the  ties  and  the 


grass  line  scraped 
smooth,  then  pat- 
terned with  a 
rake,  and  in  one 
case  sprinkled  for 
miles.  At  all  the 
busy  stations  there 
are  i-estaurants, 
wliich  ai'e  a  great 
ileal  l)elter  than 
any  Ave  ever  knew 
before  the  days  of 
dining-cars,  tlie 
rule  being  to  set 
a  lai'ge  and  hand- 
some room  with 
small  tables  and  a 
bar.  and  to  serve  a 
warm  meal  either 
a  h(  carte  or  fa- 
•  hie  il'hdfe.  In  this 
land  of  good  fare 
I  have  had  near- 
ly as  satisfactory 
meals  in  some  of 
these  stations  as 
in  the  best  hotels.  The  trains  are  started 
with  two  warning-bells  })receding  the 
starting-bell — a  practice  we  have  no  time 
for.  but  which  is  admirable  where  the 
sto])pages  are  so  long.  The  use  that  is 
made  of  spare  rails  is  most  extraordi- 
nary. All  the  telegra}>h  poles  are  sliort 
sticks  riveted  t(^  upright  rails:  the  cross- 
road gates  are  made  of  rails;  so  are  the 
frames  of  the  cement  platforms  of  the 
stations:  so  are  the  station-garden  rail- 
ings, which  are  made  by  crossing  the  rails 
in  a  great  variety  of  })retty  ])atterns. 

The  views  from  the  car  windows  have 
been  often  said  to  remind  ns  Americans 
of  home,  but  they  only  suggest  a  certain 
]iart  of  our  country — South  Dakota  more 
than  any  other — and  only  this  because  of 
the  great  areas  of  land  under  wheat,  the 
nature  of  tlie  trees,  the  appearance  of  low- 
grade  lignite  coal  in  the  earth,  the  use  of 
wood  for  all  structures,  and  in  a  general 
way  by  the  character  of  the  surface  of  the 
eai'th.  The  tremendous  and  showy-white 
churches  whicli  tower  devouringly  above 
the  villages,  the  vilhtges  themselves. which 
are  often  mei-e  collei'tions  of  huts  and 
cabins,  and  finally,  the  windmills  set  in 
rows  or  framing  hollow  squares — these  are 
common  Russian  objects  that  are  not  at 
all  American-like. 

In  the  Russian  cities  one  lives  fairly 
well,  from  a  European  stand-point.      The 


TJIE    C'ZAR'S    PEOPLE. 


15 


hotels  are  not  good,  and  wliere  all  classes 
are  untidy,  and  discipline  is  either  lacking- 
or  spasmodic,  it  is  not  possible  that  they 
should  be.  The  only  i-eally  excellent 
hotel  that  I  found  in  uiy  journeys  was  the 
Hotel  Orient,  in  Tiflis,  Georgia.  It  was 
managed  by  a  Swiss  and  his  wife,  and 
they  had  learned  to  aA'oid  Russians  and 
Armenians  in  ))icking'  their  servants,  all 
of  whom  were  Georgians.  St.  Petersbui-g- 
lias  none  but  second-class  hotels.  Moscow 
has  one  g'reat  modern   hotel    buildina-  of 


a  sti'onghold  c^f  good  fare.  In  the  cities 
the  best  inventions  of  the  cooks  of  Europe 
are  as  familiar  as  pure  Russian  cooking, 
the  chief  elements  of  which  I  found  very 
})alatable.  Stchi,  the  reg'ular  soup  of  the 
people,  is  not  liMlf  bad:  and  borsch,  which 
is  stclii  colored  Avith  beets,  enhanced  by 
other  vegetables,  thickened  with  sour 
cream,  and  eaten  with  a  side  dish  of 
roasted  buckwheat,  is  a  dish  that  would 
win  its  way  ai'ound  the  world.  The  best 
bread  I  have  found  anywhere,  better  even 
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showy  design,  but  while  stopping  there 
four  days  on  my  lirst  visit  I  saw  four 
women  servants  drunk,  the  hall  porters 
were  often  smoking  or  aslee[)  on  duty, 
and  the  halls  and  stairs  wtM-c  very  dirty. 
An  excellent  thing  about  all  the  hotels 
in  Russia  is  that  the  stM'vants  ntHnled  for 
each  floor  are  kept  on  that  llooi-.  where 
there  is  also  a  rudinuMitary  kitchen.  T(\i. 
coffee,  cooked  eggs,  bread  and  bntt(M".  hot 
water,  and  such  simple  things  ai'e  to  be 
had  quickly,  and  so  is  the  attendance  of 
the  hall  porter,  boy.  and  maiil.     Russia  is 


than  the  Hungarian,  is  the  Russian  white 
l)r(\id.  The  bread  oi'  the  ])eoi)le  is  black 
rye  l)read.  like  pumpernickel,  but  sweeter, 
damper,  aiul  loostu'.  It  is  saitl  to  keep 
the  teeth  of  the  ])easants  white  and  their 
bodies  strong.  Tiie  tea  of  Russia,  to  one 
who  has  lived  in  England,  whei-e  they 
di'iuk  a  sort  of  tanners'  dye  and  call  it 
tea.  is  delicious.  It  is  always  served  in 
thin  glasses,  with  sugar  and  a  slice  of 
lemon.  The  wines  are  extravagantly  bad, 
(wcepting  certain  brands  from  theCi'imea 
and  from  Bessarabia,  which  are  nearly  as 
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good  as  the  Califoniiaii — tlie  best  low- 
priced  table  wines  in  tlie  world.  The 
sei'vaiits  are  lazy,  loquacious,  and  famil- 
iar. You  always  find  this  sug-g-estion  of 
democracy  where  there  is  autocracy,  or 
tyranny,  or  slavery,  oi*  where  society  is 
divided  into  only  two  classes,  as  in  Russia. 
Tlie  heaviest  swell  on  the  steamshij)  o-o- 
ing'  to  Russia,  an  otlicer  of  the  Empress's 
Guard,  ke))t  stitlly  aloof  from  the  cabin 
passengers,  but  was  freely  approached 
and  engag'ed  in  conversation  by  the  Finn 
and  Russian  peasants  of  the  steerage. 
The  fashionable  men  on  their  way  to 
Yalta  on  the  l^lack  Sea  for  the  grape-cure 
and  the  whirl  of  social  dissipation  went 
among-  the  bundled-up  dirty  peasants  on 
the  forward  deck,  and  passed  their  cig-a- 
rettes  to  tlunn  to  liglit  their  own  with,  and 
chatted  freely  with  them.  Everywhere 
in  Russia  I  noticed  this.  The  ])osition  of 
the  man  in  uniform  is  as  secure  as  that  of 
the  wretch  in  long  boots  and  a  sheep- 
skin coat,  therefore  they  are  at  ease  with 
one  another.  It  is  so  in  China,  where 
the  mobs  tiatten  their  noses  against  the 
mandarin's  windows  to  see  what  he  is  do- 
ing- in  his  house.  It  is  st)  in  Turkey. 
where  the  Araba-ji,  or  cabman,  turns  liis 


back  to  his  horses  and  chats  with  his 
fare,  the  pasha.  Exactly  so  does  the 
isvostchik.  or  cabman,  of  Russia.  Of 
course  this  used  to  be  so  in  the  English 
feudal  hall,  where  the  lord  and  his  re- 
tainers all  ate  together,  and  rejoiced  over 
his  successes  and  mourned  his  bereave- 
ments together.  But  to-day  it  has  be- 
conu'  an  Asiatic  condition. 

In  an  article  about  the  people  of  Rus- 
sia aiul  the  degree  of  their  civilization 
there  should  Ix^  a  note  upon  the  appear- 
ance they  ])resent.  Since  tliey  include 
no  middle  class,  there  are  btit  two  sets  to 
describe,  and  these  may  be  fairly  dealt 
with  as  tlie  uniformed  class  and  the  mu- 
zhiks. ^Vhen  a  visitor  observes,  before 
anything  else,  the  multiplicity  of  uni- 
forms in  the  streets,  far  exceeding  in 
number  even  those  to  be  met  with  in 
Germany  or  France,  and  then  learns  that 
the  cities  are  under  military  rule,  he 
jumj)s  to  the  conclusion  that  it  is  an 
abundance  of  soldiery  which  litters  every 
view  with  dull  blue  or  gray  cloth  touch- 
ed with  buttons  of  silver  or  gold.  It  was 
a  long  time  before  I  learned  that  these 
military  -  looking  garments  were  by  no 
means  all  on  the  ])ei'sons  of  soldiers,  and 
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to-day  I  cannot  always  be  certain  wlietli- 
er  a  man  in  uniform  is  a  warrior  or  a 
professor  of  rhetoric  in  a  boys'  academy. 
It  was  in  the  Caucasus  tliat  I  travelled 
along-  with  a  man  in  uniform  who  said  he 
was  an  engineer,  and  offered  to  prepare 
for  me  an  account  of  the  resources  of 
that  mountain  district.  Supposing-  that 
he  was  a  leader  in  the  highest  brancli  of 
the  army,  I  rejoiced  at  my  good  fortune; 
but  presently  another  Russian  said  :  ''  You 
must  not  trust  too  much  to  what  he  says. 
He  is  simply  the 
employe  of  some 
company  owning- 
land  here  and 
wishing"  to  attract 
capital  with  wl lie h 
to  develop  it." 

''  Isn't  he  an 
oflicer  of  the  en- 
gineer corps?"  I 
asked. 

"  He  is  simply 
a  civil  engineer," 
said  my  acquaint- 
ance; and  so  I 
came  by  degrees 
to  learn  that  all 
students,  all  gov- 
ernment emplo- 
yes, railway  men, 
and  all  profes- 
sionals, like  doc- 
tors, lawyers,  ar- 
chitects, and 
teachers,  as  well 
as  all  officials, 
civil  or  military, 
are  obliged  to 
wear  uniforms. 
Therefore  tlie  sol- 
diei'S  I  saw  romping 
vants,  wheeling  baby 
and  smoking  on  the  corners,  and  going 
about  by  the  thousand  with  overcoats 
caught  by  one  button  at  the  neck  and 
worn  with  the  sleeves  loose,  may  not 
have  been  soldiers  after  all.  As  for  the 
nobles,  barring  the  quantity  the  men 
drank  and  the  publicity  with  which  the 
elderly  women  smoked  cigarettes,  they 
were  as  like  the  aristocrats  of  Euro})e  in 
taste  and  richness  of  dress  and  a})pai'ent 
cultivation  as  one  silk  hat  is  like  anotluM'. 
The  muzhiks  have  been  described  lo  tire- 
someness perhaps.  I  w^as  so  fortunate  as 
to  see  them  in  both  their  summer  and 
winter  costumes — that  is,  before  and  af- 
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with     maid  -  ser- 
carriages,  loafing 


ter  tliey  donned  theii*  warm  sheei)skin 
coats  and  wrapped  their  legs  in  cloth. 
At  both  times  they  were  dull  -  looking, 
dirty  folk,  with  very  long  hair  and  beards, 
with  wives  ci'uelly  aged  before  their  time, 
and  bent  and  wrinkled  tei-ribly.  I  thought 
them  a  very  fine  race  physically,  the  men 
being  stout  and  strong  and  often  Yery 
large,  wdiile  the  young  women  were  as 
promising,  from  the  important  point  of 
view  of  motherhood,  as  any  peasant  wo- 
men I  ever  saw.  The  utter  hopelessness 
of  the  condition 
of  the  great  black 
mass  of  peasants 
which  underlies 
the  light  em broid- 
ery  of  the  uni- 
formed class  in 
Russia  makes  it 
the  drunkenest 
peasantiy  in  Eu- 
rope. The  fact 
that  Russia  is 
mainly  a  huge 
farm  l)rings  to 
that  mass  a  winter 
of  idleness.  The 
shortness  of  the 
daylight  over  the 
great  northern 
half  of  the  empire 
in  winter  tends 
greatly  to  increase 
the  drinking  hab- 
its of  the  muzhik. 
Corn  ])randy,  or 
whiskey,  as  we 
would  say,  is  the 
sta{)le  intoxicant. 
It  is  a  colorless 
liquid, as  ti'ansj)ar- 
ent  as  gin,  but  with  tlie  almost  s)>arkling 
clearness  of  distilled  wat(M- — lire  would 
be  a  better  word  for  this  spai'kle,  because 
vodka  is  a  lifjuid  whicli  slai'ts  a  train 
of  fire  at  the  palate  and  blazes  its  way 
thi'ough  one's  body  to  one's  boots.  Sod- 
den drunkenness  is  what  I  saw  most  of. 
The  ])eculiar,  hilai'ious,  noisy,  exuberant 
intoxication  of  the  whiskey  drunkard 
which  I  had  ex})ected  to  see  continually 
fell  under  my  ()])servation  only  two  or 
three  times  in  all  my  joui-neyings. 

Anu)ng  the  many  important  activities 
of  M.  Witte,  the  Finance  ^Minister,  none  is 
more  extraordinary  than  his  etfort  to  make 
the  vodka  trade  a  government  monopoly. 
The  scheme  is  attractively  subtitled  one 
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to  coiintenict  tlie  ovil  eHVcts  of  the  oi'i- 
giiiiil  di'Min  -  shops.  It  aims  to  ])rovide  a 
purer  grade  of  whiskey  to  the  masses,  and 
to  break  the  ])()\ver  of  the  dram-shops, 
wliicli  ha\'e  been  so  managed  in  the  past 
as  to  make  them  ])a\vn-sliops  as  well  as 
public-houses — even  to  tlie  degree  that  it 
was  possible  for  a  muzhik  to  lose  tliere- 
not  only  his  su{)erlluities  and  his  tools, 
but  even  his  i-iglit  to  a  share  of  village 
land — even  his  ])i'o(it  on  his  own  labor. 
It  was  111  1805  that  M.  Witte  began  the 
building  of  the  govei'inneut  moiiojioly 
scheme  by  inlrodnciiig  it  in  the  ])r()v- 
inces  of  Samara.  Ufa.  Pei-m.  and  Oren- 
burg. Eighteen  months  later,  in  July. 
189(j,  it,  was  extended  to  Bessarabia.  Vol- 
hynia,  Ekaterinoslav,  Kiev.  Podolia.  Pol- 
tava, the  Taurida.  theJ^lack  Sea. and  Khei'- 
son  j)rovinces. 

In  these  })laces  th(^  excise  on  vodka  is 
al)olished,  and  the  govtM-nnient  has  estab- 
lished central  li([Uoi- depots  in  each  })rov- 
ince,  from  which  supplies  are  distributed 
in  si^ahnl  l)()ttles  and  vessels  to  I'etail  shops 
set  up  l)y  the  government  in  tiu^  town> 
and  counti-y  districts.  The  little  loc.il 
distilleries,  once  so  numerous  and  pros- 
perous, are  clos(^d.  and  the  tlrink  is  sup- 
})lied  to  tho  state  (by  distilleries  o]ierated 
under  government  contri>l)  in  quantities 


and  at  ])rices  lixed  by  the  governuu'nt. 
It  is  the  law  of  South  Carolina  carried 
out  consistently  from  the  root — the  pur- 
chase of  the  gi'ain  and  its  distillation — 
instead  of  being  begun  in  the  middle,  as 
by  Governor  Tillman.  For  the  ])ublic 
convenience,  let  us  say  (of  course,  not  to 
inci'ease  the  sale  of  the  liquor),  licenses 
are  issued  to  tavern  and  restaurant  keepers 
and  grocers  to  sell  the  government  liquor, 
the  licensees  being  selected  for  trust woi-- 
thiness  and  good  repute,  and  they  hav- 
ing to  sign  an  agreement  that  their  li- 
censes ai'e  I'cvokable  at  the  government's 
])leasure.  In  connection  with  the  scheme. 
t(Mnperance  connnitteesare  formed  in  each 
])rovince  under  the  leadershi})  of  the  Gov- 
ernor, and  in  the  ])i'incij)al  towns  niuler 
the  Marshal  of  Nobility,  to  ])revent  drunk- 
enness and  establish  attractive  tea-shopKs.to 
wean  the  ])eople  from  their  taste  for  liquor 
— tt^a.  by-the-way.  being  the  comnuxlity 
which  it  is  said  the  govei'unu'nt  means 
ii(>xt  to  monopolize. 

Wiiu^s.  beer,  and  all  other  intoxicating 
beverages,  as  well  as  the  govei-nment's 
vodka,  may  be  sold  by  licenses  undci-  the 
same  terms  as  the  licenses  for  vodka-sell- 
ing are  given  out. 

The  government's  otlicial  announce- 
ments, after  two  years  of  ex])erimenting 
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with  the  new  law,  ai-e  to  tlie  effect  that  it 
is  working-  very  satisfactorily.  M.  Witte 
made  a  tour  of  ten  provinces  in  eastern 
and  southern  Russia  where  it  is  in  opera- 
tion, and  was  confirmed  in  liis  plan  to  ex- 
Lend  the  sclieme  all   over  Russia.      It   is 


mer  i)rice  of  the  liquor  by  charo-ing-  for 
the  use  of  glasses,  corkscrews,  and  what- 
ever the  poor  {)easants  need  in  connec- 
tion with  this  liquor,  and  by  exacting 
high  i)rices  for  the  relishes  sold  at  the 
bars.      These  evils,  being  understood,  are 


declared  that   the  better  qualities  of  the     to  be  dealt  witli  by  law 
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liquor  and  the  decrease  of  drunkenness 
have  produced  a  reform  whose  good  is 
already  apparent.  The  unofficial  news- 
papers of  the  empire  do  not  altogether 
share  this  admiring  and  ho})eful  view  of 
the  new  system.  They  declare  that  the 
government  got  a  profit  of  fifty  ])er  cent, 
on  the  capital  invested  in  the  new  enter- 
ju'ise,  and  argue  that  this  came  of  increased 
sales  of  the  liquor,  in  addition  to  increased 
excise  rates,  so  that  it  is  clear  that  there 
is  the  opposite  of  a  reform  in  the  drink- 
ing habits  of  the  people.  Where  tiie  new 
system  has  been  longest  in  operation  it  is 
asserted  that  the  temper- 
ance committees  have 
failed  to  api)roi)i'iate  suf- 
ficient money  to  make 
the  tea-shoi)s  attractive, 
and  they  are  a  failure. 
A  serious  loss  to  the  un- 
fortunate small  farmer 
has  come  from  the  clos- 
ing of  the  local  distiller- 
ies— abandoned  because 
of  the  advantages  se- 
cured by  the  large  ones 
under  government  con- 
trol. The  little  distiller- 
ies afforded  convenient 
markets  for  the  sale  of 
farm  products,  and  pro- 
duced a  waste  that  was 
utilized  to  feed  cattle  and 
enrich  the  land.  A  con- 
siderable decline  in  cat- 
tle-breeding has  followed 
tlie  new  system,  and 
very  small  agricultural 
communities  have  suf- 
fered other  losses  which 
to  them  are  very  severe. 
The  nuizhik  is  still 
being  bled  by  the  liquor- 
sellers.  Even  the  gov- 
ernment admits  that  un- 
der the  new  system  the 
licensees, though  obliged 
to  sell  vodka  cheaper 
than  under  the  old  plan, 
still  manage  to  get  more 
from  him  than  the   for- 


The  muzhik,  who  possesses  self  or  ])o])u- 
lar  government  in  its  purest  and  simplest 
form  in  the  management  of  his  village — 
which  is  all  the  world  to  him — has  ahvays 
shown  remarkable  skill  and  moderation 
in  the  use  of  this  right.  He  has  seen  iiis 
own  and  his  village  rights  shorn  and  in- 
vaded fi'om  time  to  time  in  ways  and  to 
an  extent  which  must  have  seemed  mon- 
strous; but  then,  as  always,  he  has  ])r()ved 
himself  the  patient,  amiable,  simple,  and 
docile  creature  that  he  is.  He  believed, 
for  instance,  from  the  beginnings  of  his 
nationality  that,  though  he  was  a  chattel 
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of  the  nobles,  yet  the  land  was  liis  iri'ev 
oeably.  But  wlieii  serfdom  was  al)ol- 
islied  tlie  land  was  ])artitioiied,  and  the 
villagers  o-ot  only  a  portion,  wliich  is  now 
seen  to  be  genei-ally  less  than  is  actnally 
necessary  for  the  suppoi't  of  the  inhab- 
itants, wliose  numbers  have  g-reatly  in- 
creased. New  abuses  have  crept  in.  ow- 
ing-to  the  muzhik's  sim{)li('ity.  his  laclv  of 
ambition,  and  tlie  vices  of  drink,  o-aming-. 
hiziness,  and  aboriginal  disregard  for  tlie 
morrow,  so  that  the  nihilist  writers  de- 
clare his  present  state  as  a  freeman  a 
worse  and  more  hopeless  one  than  his 
fornuM'  serfdom.  And  the  calmest  men 
— even  in  otlicial  life — admit  that  the 
condition  of  ag'riculture  is  des])('ratcly 
bad.  With  a  characteristic  rebound  into 
despondency  that  is  a  Slav  ti-ait.  the  jour- 
nals whi(di  have  recovered  from  tlirir  ju- 
bilation over  the  ])ro])osed  reform  of  ilic 
drinking  habits  of  the  peo])le  now  oe- 
clare  that  there  is  no  ho])e  for  i-eform 
by  the  government,  and  that  the  muzhik 
can  only  be  turned  from  drunkenness  by 
multiplyijig     the     ]irimary    scliools     and 


spreading  education  among  the 
masses. 

Of  course  this  is  true,  and  it 
is  the  hostility  t)f  the  goverii- 
nuuit  to  the  spread  of  enlight- 
enment by  schooling,  by  travel, 
and  by  the  introduction  and 
multii)lication  of  serious  litei-a- 
ture,  that  renders  iin])ossible  a 
valuation  of  Russia's  futui-e 
based  u])on  European  compari- 
sons. For  myself.  I  cannot  fore- 
see the  consequence  of  a  long 
continuation  of  })resent  Russian 
nu^hods  in  Europe,  because  I 
cannot  begin  by  conceiving- 
their  durability:  and  yet  tlie 
Russians  tell  me  that  these 
must  be  maintained,  that  the 
self-interest  of  those  who  gov- 
ern Russia  demands  the  main- 
tenance of  pi'esent  conditions, 
that  with  enlightenment  must 
come  rebellion,  tiniest,  reforms 
in  the  direction  of  a  constitu- 
tional government  —  and  ^vith 
this  latter  alone  must  come  the 
breaking-  up  of  this  huge  feudal 
landlord's  estate. 

His  government  of  his  vil- 
lages suggests  the  capacity  the 
Russian  jieasant  possesses,  sadly 
rude  and  undeveloped  as  it  is. 
His  "artels"  ]>rove  that  this  capacity  is 
strong  eiH^ugh  for  him  to  govern  him- 
self, Avliich  ^ve  are  taught  is  a  mightier 
thing  than  the  taking  of  a  city.  They 
show  that  he  can  make  himself  indus- 
trious, honest,  thi'ifty,  foresighted.  re- 
s])onsible  (nearly  everything,  in  fact,  that 
lu^  is  not — until  such  combination  gives 
him  the  chance  to  redeem  himself).  The 
artelshik  is  a  muzhik  revolutionized — a 
beast  of  burden  in  man's  guise  transfoi  in- 
ed  into  a  fullTledued  man,  or  woman,  for 
the  women  make  good  artelshiks  also. 
They  are  lU^veloped  out  of  the  familiarity 
Aviih  and  training  in  co-operative  man- 
agement which  tlu^  ])easants  get  in  the 
littlt^  communes  or  village  governments. 
To  a  certain  «^xient  the  artels  follow  the 
same  line.  They  are  an  institution  pe- 
culiar to  Russia,  and  of  gi-eat  interest  to 
all  mankind.  In  a  F<u'eigu  Otlice  report 
of  (ireat  Britain  they  hav(^  recently  been 
most  carefully  studied  and  explained — a 
task  which  the  ]\iissians  have  never  un- 
dtM'taken  for  tluMuselves.  It  seems  that 
an  ai'tel  is  simply  a  C(^m])any  or  associa- 
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tion  of  peasants  for  the  prosecution 
of  a  certain  kind  of  labor  or  trade  in 
a  certain  place,  or  for  the  perform- 
ance of  a  single  task.  The  custom  of 
forming-  these  companies  has  obtained 
there  since  the  fourteenth  century, 
though  it  grew  out  of  a  habit  of  cer- 
tain Cossacks  formed  four  centuries 
earlier.  These  Cossacks  were  fighters 
and  brigands,  who  continued  their 
Avarlike  organizations  in  peaceful  times 
for  the  division  of  their  labor  and  of 
the  spoils  of  hunting  and  fishing,  and 
for  the  sale  of  their  war  booty  and 
plunder.  They  carried  their  trade  up 
tlie  Dnieper,  and  so  taught  the  boat- 
men of  that  river  the  advantage  of 
forming  the  artels,  whicli  they  still 
maintain.  The  system  is  to-day  ap- 
plied to  the  work  of  hunting,  fishing, 
farming,  mining,  banking,  custom- 
house, post-office,  and  railway  work, 
and  there  are  artels  of  laborers,  me- 
chanics, porters,  factory  -  hands  of 
many  sorts,  pilots,  bargemen,  steve- 
dores, lierders  of  every  sort  of  cattle, 
musicians,  beggars,  and  even  horse- 
thieves.  It  is  impossible  to  say  how 
many  artelshiks,  or  even  artels,  there 
are,  because  no  statistics  upon  the 
subject  have  jet  been  published.  It 
is  certain,  however,  that  in  the  higher 
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fields  of  labor  the  institution  is  vig- 
orously extending,  though  in  the  sim- 
pler I'elations  of  unskilled  labor  the 
])ractice  of  hiring  individual  muscle 
in  the  ordinary  way  is  elbowing  out 
the  simpler  artels  of  laboi'ei'S. 

Until  recently  the  government  has 
practically  ch)sed  its  eyes  to  the  exist- 
ence of  the  artels  (except  as  it  has 
employed  them  in  certain  works),  re- 
garding them  with  disfavor  as  being- 
socialistic  institutions,  and  yet  re- 
fraining from  o})p()sing  tliem  because 
they  con  line  their  enei'gy  to  the  in- 
dustrial })ur})()ses  for  which  they  are 
formed,  and  because  they  undeniably 
tend  to  the  improvement  of  tiie  mu- 
zhik, his  woi'k,  and  his  value  to  the 
state.  The  Zemstvos.  or  provincial 
assemblage,  has  exei-cised  whatever 
little  governmental  infiuence  over 
them  has  been  necessary,  and  there 
have  not  been  until  lately  any  laws 
concerning  or  affecting  tliem.  Even 
now  these  new  statutes  merely  record 
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the  cases  of  sucli  elders  or  head  nieu 
as  are  obliged  to  negotiate  for  the 
woi'k  of  tiie  nienibers.  Such  a  man 
niay  not  l)e  able  to  do  his  share  of  the 
labor,  and  may  be  entitled  to  more 
than  an  e(iiial  sliai-e  of  the  i)roHts.  All 
the  members  are  responsil>le  for  the 
work  and  conduct  of  each  member. 
In  clioosing-  their  fellow-members  the 
artelshiks  give  the  preference  to  rela- 
tivi^s  or  members  of  their  own  village 
or  district  connnunilies.  though  in 
some  artels,  like  those  of  the  lislier- 
men,  the  mere  ])ossession  of  tlie  neces- 
sary tools  is  sutlicient.  Age.  character, 
and  personal  titness  for  the  work  to 
l)e  engaged  in  are.  however,  the  usual 
(|ualitit*al  ions,  and  women  are  only 
admitted  to  tiie  agricultural  artels,  or 
those  wliich  are  wholly  composed  of 
women,  like  tlie  ones  that  cultivate 
tobacco  in  one  of  the  })rovinces.  and 
the  great  gi'ain-handling  artel  which 
loads  the  ships  at  Archangel.  An  en- 
trance fee  has  to  be  i)aid  by  each  newly 
made  member.  This  varies  from  12 
cents  in  the  simple  agricultural  artels 
to  ><r)0(»  ill  the  exchange  ariels — the 
chief  ones  of  Russia.  There  are  thirty 
of  these  exchange  artels  in  St.  I^eiers- 
burg  alone,  some  dating  from  171-1. 
They  liave  three  thousand  members. 
Their  business  is  of  two  kinds:  load- 
A  PROSPEROUS  PEAs.wNT.  'u\\x  aud   uuloadlug  merchandise  from 

ships,  railway  cars,  or  wagons,  and 
the  work  oi  clerks  and  messengers 
and  extend  to  miiu)r  artels  the  rules  gov-  in  the  banks,  business  houses,  and  rail- 
erning  the  more  itni)ortant  ones,  the  "  ex-  way  stations.  They  are  preferred  as  bank 
change  artels."  Nothing  more  has  been  nu'ssengers  and  cari'iers  of  money,  and 
necessary.  The  institution  is  so  very  ai-e  obliged  to  dei)ovit  nu)ney  for  securi- 
old,  lime  lias  so  ])erfected  the  simple  ty  for  their  luuiesty.  If  they  steal  or 
regulations  and  customs  governing  these  los(^  money,  and  the  anumnl  of  .security 
bands  of  workmen,  and  the  peasants  are  they  have  given  is  not  sutlicient.  the  artel 
themselves  so  familiar  with  the  system,  to  which  they  belong  is  held  responsible 
and  so  well  suittnl  l)y  character  ami  tern-  for  the  loss.  It  is  the  same  if  an  artel- 
])era!nent  to  submit  themselves  to  it.  that  shik  ilamages  or  loses  any  article  intrust- 
no   interference   by    legislation    has   been      ed  to  him. 

,)g, >(!(.(]  Each  arteishik  is  a]>])ointed  by  the  elder 

When  we  come  to  describe  tiiese  baiuls  of  his  guild,  with  wiiom  alone  negotiation 
and  their  methodsaiul  opei-ations  we  shall  for  his  service  must  be  carried  on;  but 
seethatonceag.iin.asin  the  caseof  the  self-  wlien  tlicre  is  nc^t  work  tuiough  for  all  the 
government  of  the  villages,  this  absohue  artelshiks  in  any  guild,  a  member  will 
monarchy  offers  the  strongest  contrast  to  get  work  for  himself  as  an  independent 
its  own  main  system  of  goverumeiit  by  individual.  It  of  ccuo'se  also  ha])})ens  that 
tolerating  the  purest  form  oi  socialistic  there  is  sometimes  nu^re  woi-k  than  an 
co-operation  anu^ng  its  ])eo])le.  artel  can  ]ierform.      Then  it  goc^s  into  the 

In  an  artel  each  memluM'  has  an  equal  o]ien  market  and  hires  labor,  often  paying 
share  iii  the  duties  and  work,  and  receives  mor(^  for  it  than  its  own  members  are  re- 
an   equal    share   of  the    prolils.  exce])!    in     ceiving.      But   it   is  a   fact   that   the  artels 
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are  charged  with  too  often  sweating- 
their  employes.  The  carelessness  and 
dishonesty  on  the  part  of  the  hired 
laborer  which  naturally  follow  such 
a  course  are  so  serious  that  the  rail- 
ways owned  by  the  government  are 
gradually  replacing  artel  labor  witli 
labor  got  in  the  usual  way. 

I  have  not  gone  into  the  details  of 
the  management  of  the  great  and  old 
artels,  but  they  are  as  complete  as 
centuries  of  experience  would  natu- 
rally render  them.  The  system  deals 
justly  with  the  artelshiks  and  the  pub- 
lic; it  provides  that  no  artel  can  break 
up  while  it  has  a  contract  in  hand, 
that  no  member  can  sell  his  place, 
that  any  one  may  resign  and  be  im- 
mediately paid  his  share  of  the  com- 
mon capital,  that  a  member  may  be 
expelled,  that  if  he  dies  his  fellows 
shall  arrange  and  pay  for  his  funeral 
and  deduct  the  cost  from  his  share, 
turning  the  rest  over  to  his  heirs— and 
so  on  and  so  forth,  throughout  a  com- 
prehensive scheme,  which  includes 
fines,  a  division  of  the  funds  into  re- 
serve capital,  security  capital,  and 
working  capital,  and  which  arranges 
for  the  care  of  the  sick,  the  aged,  and 
the  widowed. 

Whoever  has  even  a  superficial 
knowledge  of  the  condition  of  the 
muzhik  knows  that  in  the  readjust- 
ment of  his  relations  to  the  state 
under  Alexander  II.  the  amount  of 
land  allotted  to  the  peasant  was  not  pro- 
portioned to  the  larger  population  that 
has  now  come  to  the  country.  The  I'est- 
less,  migratory  character  of  the  peasant 
is  therefore  increased  by  necessity,  and 
in  a  general  way  it  has  come  about 
that  only  the  adults,  who  are  neces- 
sary to  work  their  land,  and  wlio  can 
live  on  its  proceeds,  permanently  re- 
main in  the  villages.  The  others  go  oH' 
to  the  great  cities  to  be  nui'ses,  cab-driv- 
ers, artelshiks,  and  individual  laborers,  or 
else  move  in  considerable  bodies  over  the 
face  of  the  country,  seeking  work  upon 
the  large  farm-estates,  or  in  those  agri- 
cultural districts  which  are  not  well  sup- 
plied with  their  own  labor.  Thus,  espe- 
cially in  the  harvest  season,  the  peasant 
finds  chances  to  bring  liome  a  little  mon- 
ey to  meet  the  exactions  of  the  tax-col- 
lector, the  needs  of  the  family,  and  the 
payments  needed  to  keep  up  easy  rela- 
tions with   the  village    mercliant,  whose 
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bill  for  vodka  is  often  the  heaviest  tax 
the  improvident  muzhik  has  to  })Hy  for 
his  variety  of  existence.  The  scattering 
of  the  farm-laborers  in  search  of  work  is 
the  chief  and  most  cui'ious  movement  of 
these  people.  They  migrate  in  vast  num- 
l)ers,  aiul  not  always  with  either  })lan  or 
reason,  travelling  hundreds  of  miles  from 
tlieir  homes  to  seek  a  doubtful  chance, 
wluMi  an  assui'ance  of  work  may  be  had 
at  a  tenth  of  the  distance  in  another 
direction.  The  migration  occurs  in  early 
spring,  and  the  i-etuni  joui-neys  are  made 
in  late  autumn.  Since  the  fai'es  on  the 
railways  have  been  made  the  cheapest  in 
Europe,  and  especially  since  a  foui'th- 
class  fare  has  been  established,  almost 
especially  for  these  roving  lahoi*ers,  the 
railway  statistics  show  in  actual  figures 
a  large  fraction  of  the  mass  that  moves  to 
and  fro  to  gain  from  the  land  of  others 
that  which  they  have  not  land  enough 
of  their  own  to  sret. 
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And  here  comes  the  artel  auaiii  to  ])lay 
iLs  i)ai't,  thouo-li  of  late  aii'i-icultiiral  arlels. 
exce})t  for  the  mere  liarvestiiij^'  of  heavy 
crops,  are  i-apidly  vanislmio'  h(>l'()re  the 
methods  thai  ohtniii  in  oIIhm-  countries. 
l^iit  th(^  farm  artels  do  yet  exist  in  ^-i-eat 
iuiml)ers,  and  the  harvest  artels  are  like- 
ly to  increase  as  new  ground  is  broken. 
Reing-  accustotned  to  the  selection  of  a 
starosta,  or  (^UUm-,  in  each  villag-e,  and  to 
the  ))artial  sharino:  of  responsibility  and 
the  yielding-  of  full  obedience  at  home, 
tlie  wanderers  form  their  artels  simi)ly 
and  easily  on  tlu^  villag"e  model,  and  work 
under  its  rules  without  friction.  R  is 
towards  tiie  end  of  winter  that  those 
peasants  who  can  be  spared  from  one  or 
more  villages  meet  and  elect  their  eld- 
er, who  goes  to  the  locality  where  work 
lias  been  had  before,  or  where  it  is  rumor- 
ed to  be  obtainable,  and  makes  a  contract 
to  deliver  the  labor  of  the  artel.  The 
entrance  fees  of  the  artelshiks  sufRce  to 
buy  the  few  and  simple  tools  they  need. 
The  ])ay  for  the  work  is  usually  in  farm 
products,  which  are  sold  by  the  elder  at 
the  market  rate.  The  artelshik  used  to 
return  to  his  villaf^e  in  October,  to  s])end 
the  winter  in  idleness  or  worse,  and  this 
is  the  rule  today,  except  as  a  new  sort 
of  artels,  formed  for  what  are  called 
cottage   industries,  are  breaking  into   the 


hideous  nightmare  of  the  winter's  sleep 
of  the  muzhik.  The  industries  in  ques- 
tion ai'e  the  manufacture  of  simple  in- 
struments, toys,  and  ornaments  of  wood, 
which  were  at  lirst  very  rude  and  poor 
because  of  the  lack  of  proper  tools,  but 
these  are  being-  provided  by  the  invest- 
ment of  private,  and  even  in  some  cases  of 
g-overnment  capital,  and  the  })i'oducts  are 
improving-  so  rapidly  that  there  is  reason 
to  aug-ur  well  for  this  new  effort  towards 
the  redemption  of  the  peasantry. 

Wherever  the  artels  exist  and  are  pros- 
])erous  they  im})rove  the  members  by  giv- 
ing them  the  advantage  of  travel,  or  by 
allowing  them  to  remain  at  home  occupied, 
and  with  the  ability  to  get  the  minor  com- 
forts of  life,  by  inciting  them  to  industry, 
by  stirring-  within  them  pride  in  good 
work,  by  adding  responsibility  in  them- 
selves and  their  companions,  by  softening 
their  lot,  and  in  a  dozen  lesser  ways  shak- 
ing them  out  of  the  stagnation  of  mere 
animal  existence.  Artels  formed  among 
factory  hands  have  even  been  known  to 
lead  to  the  purchase  of  a  factory  by  tlie 
hands,  to  the  ])artial  payment  for  a  school- 
house  in  anotlier  instance,  and  to  such  im- 
])rovement  in  the  character  of  the  woi'k 
done  in  othei*  cases  that  higher  wages  and 
advancing  ]iros]>erity  have  come  to  both 
wiu'kmen  and  em})loyer. 
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ISS  MARIA  WEIAVOOD'S  house 
was  on  Locust  Street  —  the  sti-eet 
that  climhs  tlie  liill,  nncl  melts  into  a 
country  road,  and  then  joins  the  turn- 
pike over  which  the  stage  used  to  come 
every  day  from  Mercer.  It  was  such  a 
house  as  one  sees  so  often  in  Pennsylva- 
nia and  Maryland  —  stone  and  hrick — 
mostly  stone,  so  tliat  tlie  bricks  seemed 
to  be  built  in  in  patches,  to  lielp  out.  It 
stood  back  from  the  street,  beliind  a  low 
brick  Avail  that  was  crumblino-  bere  and 
there  where  the  plaster  had  fallen  out  : 
but  the  vines  heaped  on  the  co])in.a-  and 
trailing'  down  almost  to  the  ilao'-stones  of 
the  foot-path  outside  hid  the  marks  of 
years  and  weather,  so  it  never  seemed 
worth  while  to  repair  it.  In  the  sprin"' 
these  flag'-stones  were  white  with  falling' 
blossoms  of  the  plum-trees  just  inside, 
and  petals  from  th(^  Pinifi  japo)}ica  di'ift- 


ed  over  and  lay  among-  them  like  little 
crimson  shells;  later  in  the  season  Per- 
sian lilacs  waved  their  delicate  ]nir])le 
])lumes  ovei'  the  hc^ad  of  the  ])asser-l)y, 
who  could  see,  for  the  wall  was  low.  a 
j)leasant  old  g-arden  at  (^ne  side  of  tlie 
house.  To  be  siu-e.  it  held  nothing-  more 
choice  than  old-fashioned  ])ei'ennia]s,  that 
showed  their  friendly  facets  year  after 
year  —  ])eonies,  and  yellow  iris,  and  the 
])owdery  ])ink  of  queen-of-the-meadow — 
and  between  them  what,  annuals  mig-ht 
sow  themselves,  with  here  and  thei'c  a 
low  bush  of  old-man.  or  musk,  or  clove- 
])ink.  The  hous(^  its(df  was  low  and  ram- 
bling-, and  nuudi  big-g-er  than  j\Iiss  AVel- 
wood  n(M^(l(Hl~her  family  being-  hei'self 
and  a  cousin.  Pose  Knight.  A  nei)h(Mv. 
Charles  Welwood.  lived  with  Ium*  until 
he  was  twenty-foui*.  and,  for  that  mat- 
ter, considering*  the  number  of  his  visits, 
continued  to  live  with  her,  now  that  he 
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was  thirt3\  But  the  nominal  houseliold 
was  herself  and  Rose;  a  "good  girl,"  Old 
Chester  called  Rose,  sensible,  and  mod- 
est, as  a  girl  should  be,  and  not  too  pret- 
ty, for  that  inclines  to  vanity.  As  for 
Miss  Welwood,  she  had  certainly  been 
pretty  when  she  was  young;  and  now 
that  she  was  over  fifty  she  was  like  some 
little  ruddy  winter  apple;  there  was  the 
touch  of  frost  on  her  brown  hair,  but 
her  cheek  had  a  fresh  color,  and  her  eyes 
were  bright  and  smiling;  she  was  little, 
and  had  a  pretty  figure,  wliicli  she  held 
very  erect.  "  Because,"  she  used  to  ex- 
plain, "  when  I  went  to  Miss  Brace's  acad- 
emy, my  dear,  I  was  obliged  to  carry  at- 
lases on  my  head  to  make  me  stand 
straight."  Miss  Maria  would  have  liked 
to  put  atlases  on  Rose's  head;  but,  alas! 
Rose  did  not  agree  with  her;  and  there 
it  ended,  for  Miss  Maria  was  one  of  those 
people  who  always  want  other  people  to 
do  what  they  want  to  do.  This  charac- 
teristic does  not  belong  to  the  reformer, 
but  it  is  agreeable  to  live  with.  ''^  Dear 
Maria  Welwood,"  Old  Chester  called  her 
— except  Mrs.  Barkley,  who  called  her, 
generally,  "a  perfect  fool."  Now  Mrs. 
Barkley  loved  Miss  Welwood,  that  was 
why  she  called  her  a  fool ;  and,  besides, 
she  limited  this  opinion  to  Miss  Maria's 
way  of  allowing  herself  to  be  imposed 
upon. 

When  you  come  to  think  of  it,  there  is 
nothing  which  makes  us  so  angry  at  the 
people  we  love  as  their  way  of  letting 
themselves  be  imposed  upon. 

Cliarles  Welwood  and  his  little  income 
of  about  $300  a  year  had  come  to  Miss 
Maria  as  the  legacy  of  a  dying  brother, 
and  for  twenty-three  j^ears  she  had  de- 
voted herself  and  her  pocket-book  to  him. 
When  Charles  was  nearly  sixteen,  Rose, 
the  orphan  daughter  of  a  far-away  cous- 
in, was  also  left,  as  it  were,  on  her  door- 
step— probably  on  the  principle  of  to  him 
that  hath  shall  be  given.  "And  if  you 
don't  call  that  an  imposition  I"  Mrs.  Bark- 
ley said.  "  She's  got  those  two  children 
on  her  hands,  and  it  will  interfere  with 
her  chances  of  marrying— you  see  if  it 
doesn't!" 

Perhaps  it  did ;  certainly  Miss  Maria 
had  not  married.  There  had  been  a 
time,  when  she  was  about  twentj^-eight, 
and  Mr.  Ezra  Barkley,  Mrs.  Bark  ley  \s 
brother-in-law,  came  to  live  in  Old  Ches- 
ter, that  she  m^y  have  had  hopes;  but 
nothing  came  of  them.      Miss  Maria  be- 
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gan  by  admiring  Mr.  Ezra  because  of  his 
learning;  and  then  his  kindness  to  ev- 
erything and  everybody  went  to  her  own 
kind  heart;  but,  to  tell  the  truth,  ex- 
cept for  that  kindness,  which  made  him 
excessively  polite  to  her  as  well  as  to 
everybody  else,  Mr.  Ezra  did  not  notice 
Miss  Maria  very  much.  She  used  to 
look  at  the  back  of  his  head  in  church, 
and  listen,  awe -struck,  to  his  conversa- 
tion when  she  came  to  tea  with  Mrs. 
Barkley,  and  she  was  apt  to  take  her  af- 
ternoon walk  —  Charles  clinging  to  hei* 
hand— down  the  street  by  which  Mr.  Ezra 
returned  from  his  office.  But  though  Mr. 
Barkley  offered  her  a  hymn-book  once  or 
twice,  and  bowed  with  great  friendliness 
whenever  they  met,  and  saw  her  home, 
with  a  lantern,  and  slow,  ponderous  po- 
liteness, when  she  spent  the  evening 
with  his  sister-in-law,  she  could  not  feel 
that  there  was  anything  significant  in 
liis  attentions,  because  he  offered  these 
same  civilities  to  every  lady  in  Old  Ches- 
ter with  the  same  gentility  of  manner 
and  real  kindness  of  motive.  So  j\Iiss 
Maria  hid  her  little  fluttering  tenderness 
in  her  own  heart,  where  it  lay,  like  a  fi}- 
in  amber,  while  the  placid  years  came 
and  went.  But  the  memory  of  the  bur- 
ied hope  was  like  some  faint  soft  fra- 
grance in  her  life.      She  never  forgot  it. 

xVs  for  her  two  young  people, when  they 
arrived  at  those  years  of  indiscretion  of 
which  matrimony  is  often  the  outward 
and  visible  sign,  propinquity  suggested 
that  they  might  marry;  but  for  once  it 
would  appear  youth  was  prudent.  Nei- 
ther displayed  any  tender  sym])toms. 

Charles  was  absorbed  in  making  water- 
color  sketches,  in  the  hope  tliat  he  might 
one  day  be  an  artist,  and  had  no  time,  he 
had  been  heard  to  say,  contemptuously, 
for  sentimentality.  As  for  Rose,  she  had 
never  "taken  to  Charles,''  Miss  Maria  used 
to  admit,  sadly :  besides,  all  such  possibil- 
ities ended  when  Charles,  at  twenty- four, 
still  dependent  on  his  aunt,  save  for  his 
!^300,  married,  suddenly,  a  nice,  inelH- 
cient,  sickly  girl,  without  a  cent,  who 
promptly  ])resented  him  with  twins. 

"And  who's  going  to  support  'em?"  de- 
manded Mrs.  Barkley.  "Ideclare— f?r/j?s.'" 

"  But  you  can't  blame  dear  Charles  for 
that,"  Miss  Maria  protested. 

"Not  blame  Charles?  Well.  I'd  like  to 
know — "  Mrs.  Barkley  began;  but  ended 
by  telling  Miss  Maria  again  that  she  was 
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a  perfect  fool  about  that  boy.  "  Yoir ve 
always  spoiled  him,  and  you  always  will  I" 
Miss  Wei  wood  had  spoiled  Chai'les,  ac- 
cording to  Old  Chester  i-ules;  and  yet,  he 
really  was  the  one  child  to  Avhoni  the 
"spare  the  rod"  precept  did  not  apply — 
he  was  naturally  good.  Unnaturally 
g'ood  might  he  a  better  term.  If  he  had 
died  young  (as  ]\Iiss  Maria  always  feared 
he  would)  lie  might  have  had  a  memoir 
written  about  him,  which  would  have  been 
put  in  all  the  Sunday-school  libraries; 
for  in  those  days  the  anamiic  child  was  a 
great  part  of  spiritual  literature.  He  had 
a  sort  of  angelic  beauty  when  he  was  five 
or  six,  with  his  pink  cheeks,  his  large  blue 
eyes,  and  liis  yellow  hair  that  every  after- 
noon was  curled  up  into  a  long,  sleek  roll, 
and  tied  with  a  blue  ribbon  ;  he  looked 
''good,"  and  he  was  fond  of  hymns,  and 
used  to  say  things  about  Heaven  that 
brought  tears  to  your  eyes.  Dr.  Laven- 
dar  once  compared  him  to  little  Sanmel, 
and  said  he  was  a  "  godly  child."  After- 
wards, Dr.  Lavendar  may  have  apologized 
to  Samuel — though  Charles  never  was  a 
naughty  boy.  He  never  robbed  birds' 
nests,  or  SGfioked  behind  the  barn,  or  play- 
ed marbles  on  Sunday.  Perhaps  that  was 
wh}-  Di'.  Lavendar  was  apologetic.  But 
be  that  as  it  may.  he  kept  on  being  good 
in  spite  of  prophecies  that  a  child  who 
had  never  been  tied  to  a  bedpost,  or  sent 
suppei'less  to  bed,  must  turn  out  badly. 
He  was  a  ''good  young  man,''  too;  and 
by-and-by  he  was  a  good  husband,  and  a 
better — or  at  least  a  more  extensive — 
father  every  year  :  for  when  he  was 
thii'ty.  he  and  his  poor  foolish  wife  had 
themselves  and  live  children  to  look  after. 
The  way  in  which  Charles  looked  after 
them  was  to  bring  them,  whenever  things 
Avere  going  badly  with  him,  to  Old  Ches- 
ter to  visit  Miss  Maria.  But  never  mind 
that:  he  cei'tainly  did  do  everything  a 
nioi'tal  husband  could  foi-  his  sickly  Edith, 
and  he  loved  each  of  the  five  babies  dear- 
ly, and  was  ready  and  willing  to  love  live 
more,  if  the  Lord  sent  them  to  him^fc>r 
Charh^s  was  a.  religi(^us  man.  and  believed 
that  the  Lord  was  responsible  for  bring- 
ing into  the  world  all  these  delicate  lif.le 
children,  whose  father  could  not  supjiort 
them.  He  had  also  a  sincere  atVection  for 
his  aunt,  and  meant  it  in  all  simplicity 
when  he  told  her  that  it  was  very  sweet 
to  liim  to  take  favors  from  her  hands. 

"  AVhy  don't  you  tell  him,""  demanded 
Mrs.  Barkley.  when    Miss  Maria    repeated 


this  to  her — ''  why  don't  you  tell  Cliarles 
Wei  wood  that  it  would  be  very,  sweet  to 
you  to  take  favors  from  his  IjandsT" 

The  color  came  into  Miss  Welwood's 
face,  but  she  only  said,  mildly.  "You 
never  did  appreciate  Charles." 

"Oh,  I  appreciate  him."  Mrs.  Barkley 
said,  grimly.  Mrs.  Barkley  sat  st-i-aight  up 
in  her  chair  darning  stockings:  she  was 
a  little  woman,  with  a  thin,  melancholy 
face,  and  a  very  high  crown  to  her  head. 
Her  hair,  which  was  still  brown,  was  part- 
ed in  the  middle,  or  a  little  to  one  side  of 
the  middle,  and  brought  down  over  her 
cheeks  in  loops  and  then  twisted  up  be- 
hind her  eai's.  She  had  very  btishy  eye- 
brows, which  twitched  when  she  talked,  in 
a  way  that,  being  coupled  with  a  deep  and 
masculine  voice,  inspired  her  listener  with 
a  sort  of  alarmed  respect.  "  Now.  Maria." 
she  went  on.  "  this  is  the  sixth  time  he  has 
come  to  stay  with  you  since  he  was  mar- 
ried ;  and  those  children — " 

"Bless  their  little  hearts."  said  Miss 
Maria,  "they  are  such  pretty  children!"' 

"They're  well  enough.  I  only  hope 
you  won't  spoil  them  as  you  did  their 
father." 

"  Well,  he  is  very  unseltlsh.  Matty, 
anyhow."  3Iiss  Mai'ia  defended  him.  "  and 
amiable:  never  a  word  of  complaint! 
There  are  not  many  men  who  would  not 
rebel  at  liaving  a  sick  wife  on  their 
hands." 

"  Maybe  their  aunts  might  rebel."  Mrs. 
Barkley  said. 

"1  think  it  was  noble  in  Charles  to 
marry  Edith  to  take  care  of  her,"  cried 
^liss  Wei  wood. 

"Then  why  doesn't  he  take  care  of 
her?  And  ]ook  at  all  those  children;  he 
is  perfectly  delighted  with  this  last  one!" 

"Well.  I  should  hope  so!"  said  Miss 
]\L\ria.with  spirit.  "]\L'^.tty,  how  can  you 
pretend  to  be  so  heartless  ?  Would  you 
have  a  parent  inditVerent  to  his  off- 
spring:" 

"InditYerent?"  cried  Mrs.  Barkley. with 
a  snort.  "What  do  you  call  bringing 
five  children  into  the  world,  just  to  starve 
'em:  I  call  it  something  worse  than  in- 
dill'orence." 

]Miss  Welwood  held  up  her  hands,  lior- 
ritied. 

"  ^ly  dear  Matty.  I  can't  think  that  is 
quite  delicate." 

"If  they  were  kittens,  he  cotild  drown 
'em.  As  it  is.  he  just  gives  them  to 
vou." 
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"  My  dear  Matty !"  said  poor  Miss  Wel- 
wood  again.  She  said  to  herself  that  some 
time  she  woukl  certainly  lose  her  temper 
with  Matilda  Barkley. 

"  There's  no  use  getting  into  a  passion, 
Maria.  I'm  only  speaking  the  truth. 
You  know  I  am  always  perfectly  open 
with  you.  You  seem  to  like  being  im- 
posed upon;  I  suppose  that's  why  you  are 
supporting  Charles's  family — though  my 
opinion  is  that  a  man  hasn't  any  business 
to  have  a  family  if  he  can't  support  it. 
He  is  worse  than  an  infidel — " 

"  Matty—" 

"That's  the  Bible.  I  suppose  I  may 
quote  the  Scriptures?" 

Miss  Welwood  sighed.  Mrs.  Barkley 
pushed  her  spectacles  up  on  the  bridge 
of  her  nose,  and  said,  "  How's  Rose?" 

"Why,"  said  Miss  Maria,  "she's  very 
well,  the  dear  child  I" 

After  that  there  was  peace,  for  Mrs. 
Barkley  liked  Rose  as  much  as  she  dis- 
liked Charles,  and  she  listened  w^ith  a 
grim  chuckle  when  Miss  Maria  told  her 
that  Rose  had  done  this  or  that — put  up 
ten  quarts  of  strawberries,  or  made  over 
her  best  dress  so  that  it  would  do  for  an- 
other season.  "She  won't  let  me  buy 
her  a  new  one,"  said  Miss  Maria — "such 
an  obstinate  child  I" 

"  Pity  Charles  hasn't  a  little  of  her  ob- 
stinacy," Mrs.  Barkley  couldn't  help  say- 
ing. Which  was  a  mistake,  for  it  made 
Miss  Welwood  go  home,  and  Mrs.  Bark- 
ley had  to  sit  all'by  herself  until  tea-time, 
fuming  at  the  way  Maria  Welwood  "  was 
imposed  upon.'' 

ir. 

Mr.  Ezra  Barkley  was  a  fat,  placid  man, 
rather  bald,  with  that  look  of  aged  youth 
which  is  so  confusing.  He  might  have 
been  fifty  or  thirty  with  equal  probabili- 
ty; in  point  of  fact,  he  was  nearly  fifty. 
He  was  a  good  deal  of  a  dandy;  and 
though  not  exactly  worldly,  was  supposed 
to  have  rationalistic  tendencies — believ- 
ing, it  was  said,  that  the  world  had  been 
created  in  six  periods  of  time  instead  of 
six  days.  Thus  the  awful  interest  of  the 
freethinker  was  attached  to  him,  and  it 
was  known  that  Mrs.  Barkley  made  his 
conversion  a  subject  for  special  prayer. 

Perhaps  Miss  Welwood  prayed  for  him 
too:  but  she  never  said  so. 

Mr.  Barkley's  deplorable  rationalism 
was  the  outcome, his  sister-in-law  thought, 
of  his  learning,  and  she  was  apt  to  re- 
mind him,  in  a  sad  bass,  that  the  wisdom 


of  men  was  foolishness  with  their  Crea- 
tor. His  wisdom,  it  must  be  admitted, 
was  almost  entirely  confined  to  statistics; 
but  that  did  not  shake  Old  Chester's  be- 
lief that  he  was  a  learned  man.  He 
had  a  slov,"  amiability  which  impatient 
persons  called  stupidity;  and  his  kind- 
ness to  animals  was  proverbial.  But  the 
best  thing  about  Mr.  Ezra  Barkley  Avas 
that  he  knew  how  to  listen.  Indeed,  he 
had  a  genius  for  listening.  Now  there 
are  few  things  that  are  more  endearing 
than  the  grace  of  listening  with  attention. 
The  man  who  permits  us  to  dogmatize  or 
rhapsodize,  with  a  nod  or  murmur  at  the 
right  place,  has  in  him  the  material  for 
friendship;  indeed,  my  own  belief  is  that 
matrimony  itself  would  be  deprived  of 
half  its  dangers  if  one  party  to  it  would 
cultivate  the  art  of  listening. 

As  for  Ezra  Barkley,  he  listened  to 
his  sister-in-law  and  never  interrupted; 
when  he  did  speak,  it  Avas  generally  to 
give  some  small,  quite  irrelevant  piece 
of  information  of  a  statistical  nature; 
but  he  expressed  no  opinions  of  his  own. 
This  had  led  Mrs.  Barkley,  in  the  course 
of  years,  to  the  conclusion  that  he  had  no 
opinions.      But  that  was  her  mistake. 

"  What  do  you  suppose,"  Mrs.  Barkley 
demanded  the  evening  of  the  day  that  she 
had  been  so  candid  with  Miss  Maria — 
"  what  do  you  suppose,  Ezra?  That  boy 
Charles  has  put  every  cent  of  his  money 
into  some  patent  oil-can  !  I  only  hope  he 
won't  induce  Maria  to  put  hers  into  it. 
I  know  she's  giving  him  money  to  live  on 
now — he  hasn't  anything  to  do.  How 
different  he  is  from  Rose  I  She  is  so  sen- 
sible and  industrious.'' 

Mr.  Ezra  Barkley  crossed  his  legs,  as 
one  who  would  assent,  comfortably. 

"Well,  Maria  said  that  Charles  said  it 
troubled  him  dreadfully  to  be  dependent 
on  her  even  for  a  little  while;  and  then, 
if  you  please,  she  said  that  nobody  was 
'  more  sensitive  in  such  things  than 
Charles  was."  I  told  her  I  was  glad  to 
hear  it-:- very  glad  indeed  to  hear  it!'' 
said  ]Mrs.  Barkley.  in  a  dreadful  bass. 

Ezra  ro.se  and  went  over  to  a  large 
wicker  cage  which  held  some  of  his  pets; 
he  opened  the  door  and  took  out  two  little 
green  paroquets,  and,  balancing  one  on 
e[ich  forefinger,  he  came  back  to  his  arm- 
chair. He  expressed  no  opinion  concern- 
ing Charles's  dependence  upon  his  aunt. 
He  seemed  absorbed  in  scratching  the 
head  of  one  of  the  little  parrots,  which 
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uttered  small,  sLrill  cries  of  aj)proval; 
but  he  was  listening. 

"And  then  what  do  you  suppose  she 
said?  Slie  said  that  it  was  very  diilicult 
for  the  artistic  tenijjeranient  to  consider 
earning  money.  I  just  said,'  Maria  AVel- 
wood,  the  artistic  temperament  is  another 
name  for  dislionesty  I'  (You  know,  Ezra, 
I  make  a  point  of  being-  ])erfectly  oi)en 
with  Maria.)  'There  is  too  much  of  this 
"  genius  "' that  doesn't  pay  its  de])ts,  or 
lets  its  female  relations  support  it,'  I  said. 
And  just  thinlc  of  all  those  children, 
E/ral" 

Ezra  shook  his  head  in  melancholy  as- 
sent. ''Are  you  aware,"  he  said,  "that 
the  word  lullaby  —  your  reference  to 
Charles's  family  suggests  the  fact  —  the 
word  lullahy  is  thought  to  be  derived 
from  the  mime  of  Adam's  Orst  wife— Lili 
Abi?  She  was  said  to  be  queen  of  the 
succuba*— devils  who  had  taken  the  female 
form," 

"I  told  her,"  ]Mrs,  Barkley  continued, 
as  though  Mr.  Ezra  had  not  spoken,  '"I 
just  wished  Charles  had  half  the  sjjirit 
Rose  has!'' 

Ezra  w  .tched  the  paroquets  climbing 
up  his  leg,  heels  over  head,  so  to  s})eak. 
for  the  little  creatures,  gras})ing  at  his 
trousers  with  beak  and  claw,  lifted  them- 
selves up  and  up  until  they  gained  his 
welcoming  hand  and  were  fed  with  sn\all 
crumbs  of  sugar. 

"  Rose  is  a  superior  girl,  Ezra,''  ]\[rs. 
Barkley  announced,  in  the  tone  of  one 
who  dares  a  contradiction.  Mr.  Barkley 
scratched  one  of  the  little  green  heads  too 
hard,  and  the  bird  bit  at  him  angrily. 
"But  she  is  an  expense  to  ]\raria,"  Mrs. 
Barkley  went  on.  ""and  I  wish  —  I  wish 
she  had  a  home  of  hei'  own.  Ezra." 

"She  convei'ses  somewhat  ra})idly," 
It   times  I   find    it 

one  would 


Oh 


we 


observed    'Mv.  Ezra 
difBcult  to-^"' 

'"  To  follow  her? 
get  used  to  that." 

"  — to  apprehend  her.  Nevertheless, 
she  is  a  very  |)leasing  young  lady."  AVith 
this  ]\lr,  Ezra  Barkley  put  the  parrots 
back  in  their  cage.  Now  ]\Ir.  Barkley 
could  i)ut  two  and  two  together  as  well 
as  anybody  else:  l\ose  iras  a  .'^upo-ior 
girl:  he  was  an  unmarried  man.  lie 
had  listened  to  ^Irs.  Barkley  too  many 
years  to  doubt  either  of  these  proposi- 
tions— or  the  obvious  deduction  ;  but  he 
still  continued  to  listen,  and  stroke  his 
parrots"  heads,  and  look  blind. 


On  this  particular  evening,  however, 
he  was  really  interested  in  what  his  sister- 
in-law  said  of  Miss  "Welwood  and  Charles. 
The  fact  was  Ezra  Barkley  knew  that  Miss 
Maria  believed  in  that  oil-can  to  sttch  an 
extent  that  she  wanted  to  put  every  bit 
of  her  mone}"  into  her  nephew's  hands, 
that  he  might  invest  it  for  her  and  they 
might  both  grow  rich  together.  She  had 
met  him  only  the  day  before,  and  had 
told  him  of  Charles's  project.  She  was 
to  contribute  the  money  to  start  the  en- 
terprise, she  said,  and  Charles  was  to  con- 
tribute time,  and  they  were  to  divide  the 
profits.  That  she  was  getting  the  best  of 
the  bargain  she  never  doubted. 

"  Charles  says  he  is  going  to  divide  all 
the  profit  with  me,"  she  said:  "but  of 
course  I  sha'n't  allow  that :  At  least  I'll 
leave  it  all  back  again  to  those  precious 
children." 

"  But  su])pose  he  does  not  acquire  this, 
as  you  might  say.  fortune?"  Mr.  Barkley 
inquired.  "  If  you  will  permit  me  to  say 
so.  Miss  Maria.  I  cannot  but  feel — ah  — 
anxious." 

But  Miss  AVel wood's  confidence  could 
not  be  shaken.  ""  If  there  was  any  doubt 
about  it.  my  darling  boy  wouldn't  want 
me  to  invest  my  money  in  it.  you  know." 

]\Ir.  Ezra  said  nothing,  and  Miss  Maria 
felt  she  had  silenced  him  by  her  logic, 
but  she  hoped  she  had  not  hurt  his  feel- 
ings. He  certainly  did  not  look  wound- 
ed: he  bowed  politely,  and  a.sked  her  if 
she  had  any  idea  how  many  eggs  there 
were  in  a  shad  roe.  She  said,  with  imme- 
diate interest,  she  supposed  quite  a  num- 
l)er  —  over  two  hundred,  perhaps;  and 
when  ]\Ir.  Barkley  gave  what  he  called 
the  "  ap])i'oximate  ntnnber."she  threw  up 
her  hands  in  tiie  greatest  astonishment, 
and  said:  "'Dear  me  I  Yoti  don't  say 
sol  You  have  so  much  information.  ]\Ir. 
Ezra." 

Later  in  the  evening  Miss  Maria  re- 
peated what  she  had  learned  concerning 
shad  roe  to  Rose,  and  added  that  it  was 
very  improving  to  talk  with  Mr.  Barkley. 

■"  I'm  sure  it  must  be.''  Rose  said. grave- 
ly. ""  but  it's  very  seriotis  to  think  of  cat- 
ting so  many  little  fish  at  a  time." 

^liss  Welwood  looked  at  her  young 
cousin  sidewise;  it  seemed  to  her  Rose 
was  making  fun  of  Mr.  Barkley, 

""  Well,  there  is  nobody  so  kind  as  Mr. 
Ezi-a.  anyhow."  she  said,  Avitli  spii'it; 
""and  I  only  wish  I  knew  half  as  much 
as  he    doesl"     And   then   ^liss  Maria  be- 
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gan  to  talk  about  the  oil-can  and  her  fu- 
ture wealth — ("for  I  won't  have  Ezra 
laug'hed  at,"  she  said  to  herself). 

As  for  the  oil-can,  Miss  Wei  wood  had 
made  up  her  mind  to  put  almost  half  of 
her  little  capital  into  Charles's  hands. 
Tlie  fact  was,  her  nephew's  enthusiasm 
about  the  oil-can  w^as  as  sincerely  hope- 
ful as  though  he  had  been  the  inventor, 
instead  of  merely  tlie  promoter. 

"  Why,"  he  said,  his  big'  visionary  blue 
eyes  shining  with  excitement,  "there  is 
absolutely  no  doubt.  It  can't  fail.  It 
simply  cairt.  Why,  just  see:  the  coun- 
try population  of  the  United  States  is, 
well,  say  so  much:  now  supposing  there 
are  nine  souls  to  a  family — well,  say  ten 
— it's  easier  to  divide  by  ten,  and  it's  bet- 
ter to  be  on  the  safe  side;  though,  of 
course,  there  are  a  great  many  families 
where  there  are  onh"  five — or  even  two, 
like  you  and  Rose.  But  it's  more  con- 
servative to  say  ten  souls  to  a  family: 
you  see  at  once  how  many  families  tliere 
are?" 

"And  every  family  must  have  an  oil- 
can?" cried  Miss  Maria. 

"Ah!  but  wait,  "Charles  said.  "That's 
the  country  population.  Now  the  num- 
ber of  villages  in  the  United  States  where 
they  don't  have  gas —  You  see  what  I 
am  trying  to  get  at?" 

"Why,  of  course!"  his  aunt  said. 
"Why,  here  is  Old  Chester,  for  instance: 
I'm  sure  Matty  would  take  two.  We 
must  give  one  to  Dr.  Lavcndar.  Charles; 
he  mustn't  buy  it.'" 

Charles,  proceeding  witli  his  calcula- 
tion, did  not  stop  to  think  of  the  profit 
on  Mrs.  Barkley's  purchase.  "We  can 
I'eckon  certainly  on  such  and  such  a 
number  to  be  sold  in  small  villages,  to 
say  nothing  of  the  poor  people  in  cities." 

"Can't  w^e  have  some  cheaper  foi*  the 
poor?"  Miss  Maria  asked,  sympathetically. 

But  Charles  would  not  stop  to  answer 
questions.  "  You  see,"  he  said,  "  it's  per 
fectly  easy  to  figure  the  profits!" 

Edith  was  so  excited  that  she  began  to 
laugh  hysterically,  and  Miss  Maria  caught 
up  the  youngest  from  the  lloor,  and  cud- 
dled him,  and  kissed  him,  and  bade  him 
go  to  sleep: 

"  And  when  you  awake, 
You  shall  have  a  cake. 
And  a  coach  and  si.x  little  horses  !" 

sung  Miss  Maria,  ''  because  we  are  all 
going    to    be    rich,    you    precious    little 


Theodore!"  And  the  fifth,  being  so 
named  because  he  w^as,  Charles  said,  "a 
gift  from  God,"  cooed  and  gurgled,  and 
everybody  w^as  very  happy. 

Except  Rose.  Rose  had  shown  no  in- 
clination to  trust  the  oil-can;  not  because 
she  had  any  superior  wisdom,  but  just  be- 
cause Charles  advocated  it. 

"But  never  mind,  my  darling  child,'' 
Miss  Maria  said;*  "  when  my  profit  comes 
in — Charles  says  it  will  be  certainly  ten 
times  what  I  invest — I  will  give  half  of 
it  to  you !" 

"No,"  Rose  declared,  gayly,  "I'm  not 
going  to  have  any  oil-can  money.  I'm 
going  to  wait  until  Miss  Bailej^  gets  mar- 
ried, and  then  I'm  going  to  have  her 
school;  and  you  and  Charles  and  Edith 
can  live  in  a  palace,  and  not  burn  gas, 
so  you  can  have  an  oil -can  in  every 
room." 

"'Oh,  Rose  W'On't  believe  in  any  of 
my  projects,''  Charles  said,  much  wound- 
ed. "Rose  thinks,  Edith,  that  we  ought 
to  stay  in  the  tavern,  instead  of  visiting 
Aunt  Maria." 

"Oh,  now,  my  dear  Charles,"  protested 
poor  ]Miss  Welwood,  ])utting  the  gift  of 
God  down  on  the  floor — "  my  deai'  chil- 
dren, please — " 

"Well,  Charles,  I  must  say,"  Rose  re- 
torted, "I  don't  see  how  you  can  be  un- 
der such  obligations  to  Cousin  Maria." 

"  Oh.  my  dear  Rose,"  sighed  j\tiss  Wel- 
wood. "  please — '' 

Edith,  as  usual,  began  to  weep.  ' "  Charl  ie 
always  paints  a  picture  for  aunty  when 
we've  been  making  her  a  visit."  she  de- 
fended her  husband. 

"It  is  very  sweet  to  me  to  owe  every- 
thing to  aunty."  Charles  said,  stung  and 
helpless.  "  Where  one  loves,  one  can  ac- 
cept." 

"Well,  you  must  love  a  good  deal," 
Rose  flung  out. 

■'1  do,"  Charles  declared.  "And  just 
let  me  say.  Rose,  that  it  is  the  little 
nature  that  is  afraid  of  an  ol)ligation. 
Aunt  Maria  lias  made  me  what  I  am;  I 
admit  it — I  am  proud  to  admit  it.  And 
when  the  money  conies  in,  it  shall  all 
be  hers." 

"Oh,  but  Charlie,"  Edith  whiinpei-ed. 
"  sha'n't  we  have  a  little:'" 

At  which  there  were  tears  und  protests 
and  explanations,  and  Rose  went  whirl- 
ing out  of  the  room,  angry  and  ashamed, 
her  young  heart  bursting  with  the  sense 
of  her  own  dependence. 
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III. 

It  was  ill  February  that  tliese  dreams 
of  afUueiice  first  beg-aii  to  dazzle  ^Miss 
Maria's  eyes;  and  they  g-re\v  more  daz- 
zliiif"!'  as  tlie  spring-  went  on.  Charles  liad 
o-one  back  to  Mercer,  so  that  lie  mi,i>ht  be 
"on  the  spot,"  to  look  after  the  family 
interests,  and  Edith  had  been  sent  South 
to  esca])e  the  March  winds.  xVs  Charles 
had  ])ointed  out,  the  expense  of  her  jour- 
ney would  be  covered  ten  tinu^s  over 
when  the  first  dividend  came  in.  AVhen 
Miss  Maria  repeated  this  to  Rose,  the  o-irl 
di'0])])ed  down  ui)on  her  knees  beside  the 
little,  trim,  u})ri<>lit  lig-ure,  and  hug-ged 
her. 

''And  in  the  mean  time  you  ])ay  her 
ex])enses:'"  she  said. 

"That  has  nothing  to  do  with  it,"' said 
Miss  Maria,  affronted. 

"It  strikes  me  that  it  has  a  great  deal 
to  do  with  it."  Rose  retorted.  "Cousin 
Maria,  what  should  you  do  if — if  the  oil- 
can exploded  r' 

"Oh,  it  is  to  1)0  very  strong,"  Miss 
Welwood  explained. 

And  then  Rose  explained:  "1  meant  if 
it  failed,  uear:''' 

"Oh.  Charles  says  it  can't  fail!"  ^liss 
]\Iaria  declared,  cheerfully.  "Charles 
says  it's  absolutely  sure." 

"But  if — if  r  Rose  ])ei'sisted.  patting 
Miss  Maria's  hand,  and  ])ultiug  it  up 
against  her  clieek. 

"Nonsense!"  cried  the  other,  and  then 
bade  Rose  move  back  a  little  from  the 
lire.  "It's  bad  for  your  com})lexion  to 
scorch  your  cheeks,  my  dear.  AVlien  I 
was  younu',  we  were  never  allowed  to 
come  nearer  the  lire  than  the  outside 
edge  of  the  hearth -rug." 

"Is  that  the  reason  your  com])]cxi(m 
is  so  pretty?"  said  Rose. 

xVnd  ]Miss  Maria  said  "Nonsense!" 
again,  and  blusluHl.  and  said  that  once 
]\Ir.  Ezra  Ixirkiey  had  i)aid  her  a  C(>m{d!- 
ment  on  her  color.  "lli^  was  remark- 
ing* u])ou  the  number  of  ions  of  roses 
used  every  year,  and  he  said  >onunhing 
about  my  cheeks.  Of  course  lie  >aid  il 
in  a   very  polite  and  genteel  way." 

"Why.  Cousin  Maria!"  cried  Kose. 
"  \V(dl !      When  is  it  to  he:" 

"  Fie,  tie!"  protested  Aliss  Maria.  "  At 
jVIiss  HracHVS.  Rose,  we  werr  always  told 
that  jests  upon  tlu^  aU'ections  were  indel- 
icate. Not  that  you  meant  it  >o.  my  dar- 
ling, of  course." 

"The  question    is.  what  does   Mr.  Ezra 


mean?"    said    Rose.      "I    sliall    certainly 
ask  him  his  intentions." 

]Miss  Welwood  gasped  with  dismay. 
"Miss  Brace  used  to  say  that  any  allu- 
sion to  matters  of  the  heart  was  'exceed- 
ingly unladylike.'  "  she  declared:  but  she 
half  sighed.  "He's  always  very  kind. 
Rose,  but  he  lias  never  thought  of  such  a 
thing.  He  is  too  superior  for — for  such 
things.  I  think  learned  men  are  apt  to 
be."^ 

It  seemed  as  though  lier  fresh  face  fell 
into  lines  of  age.  and  Rose,  looking  at 
her,  felt  a  sudden  pang  of  ])ity.  "Let's 
talk  about  the  oil -can."  she  said:  and 
Miss  Welwood  was  ready  and  eager  for 
the  subject. 

Indeed,  as  the  spring  went.  Miss  Wel- 
wood talked  of  little  else.  Her  confi- 
dence grew  with  the  season:  in  May  she 
was  eager  to  give  Charles  still  another 
thousand  dollars  for  the  enterprise,  which 
"needed  })ushing,""  the  profits  being, 
Cliarles  said,  merely  a  matter  of  propor- 
tion. 

"The  more  you  push,  the  more  you'll 
get,""  he  said.      "  It"s  self-evident." 

"  Why.  of  course  .'"  said  his  aunt.  "  I 
think,  Charles.  I'll  put  in  two  thousand 
instead  of  one:  it  seems  foolish  to  simply 
cut  ott'  future  profits  because  of  a  little 
l^resent  inconvenience. " 

"That's  perfectly  true."  he  told  her, 
admiringly,  "but  there  are  very  few  wo- 
men who  would  have  the  business  keen- 
ness to  see  it.  Still,  dear,  you  must  be 
your  own  judge.  I  consider  you  quite 
as  good  a  judge  in  business  matters  as 
I  am.  and  I  wou'idn'l  urge  you  for  the 
world. " 

"Do  you  hear  that.  Rose.'"  cried  Miss 
^laria.  "  Ciiarles  says  he  considers  me 
as  goiul  a  judge  in  business  matters  as  he 
IS  (of  ccnirse  I'm  noli:  l)ut  wliat  do  you 
think  oi  that :" 

"I  think  that  Chailes  is  quite  right," 
Kose  said,  dryly. 

However,  the  two  thousand  dollars  was 
uiven.  and  still  another  two.  By  this 
lime  more  than  three-quarters  of  Miss 
Alaria's  eggs  were  in  or^e  basket — from 
wiiieh,  indeed,  no  chickens  had  yet  been 
iiatehed:  hence  the  "  ])resen.t  inconven- 
ience ■■  became  very  obvious,  not  only  to 
r^liss  Mari-a  and  Rose,  but  to  ^Mrs.  Bark- 
ley — and  cimsequently  to  Mr.  Erza,  who 
played  with  the  }iaroquets.  and  listened, 
aiui  at  last  gratified  ^Irs.  Barkley  by  nod- 
ding >iientlv  when   she  observed  that  if 
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Rose  were  married,  tilings  would  be  easier 
for  Maria. 

They  were  sitting-  in  the  grape-arbor, 
with  a  little  table  between  them ;  it  was 
just  after  dinner  on  Sunday,  and,  as  was 
Mrs.  Barkley's  habit  when  the  weather 
permitted,  the  coffee  had  been  brouglit 
out  to  til  is  shady  place,  and  now  it  was 
being  stirred  and  sipped,  and  the  sermon 
discussed.  A  little  later,  when  the  sun 
should  burn  through  tlie  leaves  and  look 
in  at  the  western  end  of  the  arbor,  Mrs. 
Barkley  would  grow  drowsy,  and  pick  up 
her  I'eligious  paper,  and  go  ofif  to  take  a 
nap;  but  just  now  she  was  alert.  She 
had  said  what  she  thought  of  Dr.  Laven- 
dar\s  sermon,  and  added  that  he  was  plain- 
ly failing;  then  remarked,  significantly, 
that  he  was,  however,  still  able  to  edify 
and  instruct  upon  matters  of  doctrine. 
Then  she  said  that  she  declared  it  was  too 
bad,  Maria  Welwood  hadn't  got  a  new 
bonnet  yet  I 

"I  don't  know  where  this  is  going 
to  end,"  said  Mrs.  Barkley.  "  Maria  is  re- 
ally pinched  for  mone}".  Rose  is  a  good, 
economical  girl,  but  she  does  eat,  and 
she  has  to  have  clothes."  Mrs.  Bark- 
ley's  eyebrows  twitched,  and  she  looked 
at  her  brother-in-law  with  anxiety. 

Ezra  took  off  his  glasses  and  examined 
them;  then  he  rubbed  the  bridge  of  his 
nose  thoughtfully.  "Were  j^ou  aware, 
Matilda,  that  glass  was  discovered  by  the 
accident  of — *' 

"No,  I  wasn't.  Now,  Ezra,  I'm  al- 
ways perfectly  open  w^ith  you,  so  I'm  go- 
ing to  give  you  some  advice.  I  never 
shrink  from  giving  advice.  Some  people 
do.  I  once  heard  Dr.  Lavendar  with  my 
own  ears  say  he  did  not  like  to  advise 
people.  He  said  he  always  'hoped  they 
would  do  the  other  thing' — which  was 
very  foolish  in  him,  for  why  shouldn't 
he  advise  the  other  thing,  to  begin  with? 
Well,  well,  he's  getting  old.  However,  I 
only  wanted  to  say  that  you  are  reall.y 
getting  on  in  years  yourself;  and — and 
Rose  Knight  is  certainly  a  superior  girl. 
A  very  superior  girl,  Ezra!" 

Ezra  breathed  on  his  glasses  and  pol- 
ished them  with  his  handkerchief,  and  then 
held  them  up  to  see  if  they  were  bright. 

"She's  twenty-five.  I  call  that  just 
the  right  age  for  a  man  of  fifty,  Ezra; 
and  she's  a  good,  capable  girl,  and  she 
has  about  as  much  religion  as  you  like. 
(Dear  me,  Ezra — you  know  my  prayer  for 
you  in  that  regard?)" 


Ezra  coughed. 

"I  mean,  she  isn't  like  Grace  Smith, 
running  to  church  all  the  time,  Avhen  she 
ought  to  be  at  home  looking  after  things." 

"You  may  be  interested  to  know,"  said 
Mr.  Ezra,  mildly,  "that  the  scientific  re- 
searches of  Bishop  Colenso  prove  that 
the  children  of  Israel  could  not  have — " 

"  Ezra!"  said  Mrs.  Barkley,  with  proper 
indignation,  "not  in  my  presence,  if  you 
please !  /  avoid  '  profane  and  vain  bab- 
blings, and  oppositions  of  science  falsely 
so  called  r  (You'll  find  that  somewhere 
in  1st  Timothy,  Ezra ;  I  advise  you  to  look 
it  up.)  But  to  go  back  to  Rose:  Maria 
has  brought  her  up  to  have  the  greatest 
respect  for  you ;  I've  heard  her  myself 
tell  Rose  that  your  conversation  was  most 
improving." 

Mr.  Ezra  was  plainly  gratified,  though 
he  pooh-poohed  the  compliment.  "I  fear 
that  I  can  scarcely  hope  that  my  conver- 
sation would  be  of  interest  to  so  bright  a 
young  lady  as  Miss  Rose." 

"Fiddlesticks!"  said  Mrs.  Barkley. 
"Of  course  it  is.  What  a^ou  said  at 
breakfast  to-day  about  chairs  being  used 
in  Egypt  3300  before  Christ  would  in- 
terest any  young  person  who  is  quick 
to  learn,  as  Rose  is.  No,  Ezra;  Rose  is 
all  I  could  expect  to  find  in  any  girl  out 
of  our  own  family.  And  if  she  were 
married.  Maria  could  live  with  her — at 
least  until  she  gets  back  that  oil-can  mon- 
ey that  that  Charles  has  stolen!  I  call  it 
stolen.  I  told  Rose  so  frankly.  I'm  per- 
fectly open  wit] I  Rose  about  Charles." 

Mr.  Ezra  recalled,  silently,  tlie  reply 
that  he  had  heard  Miss  Rose  make  to  this 
remark — "  As  for  getting  back  the  money 
for  the  oil-can,  I'm  afraid  she  can^tT 
And  then  Rose  had  flung  up  her  head, 
and  laughed,  and  showed  all  her  white 
teeth,  and  Mr.  Ezra  believed  that  there 
was  a  joke  somewhere.  But  just  now 
his  heart  was  heavy  at  the  thought  of 
Miss  Maria's  troubles. 

"Do  you  apprehend,"  he  said,  labo- 
riously, ''that  Miss  Welwood's  circum- 
stances are  really,  as  you  might  say,  strait- 
ened?" 

"I  know  they  are!"  his  sister-in-law 
said,  her  eyebrows  twitching.  "Ezra, 
she's  sent  away  Jane.  You  know  Jane's 
been  with  them  since — why,  it's  seventeen 
years  if  it's  a  day! — and  she's  had  to  send 
her  away,  and  she  and  Rose  (good,  capable 
girl !)  do  the  work.  And  Maria  looks  worn 
out,"  said   Mrs.   Barkley,  nearly   crying. 
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"and  it's  all  that  Charles!  Somebody 
oug'lit  to  do  sometliiiig-.  Of  course  \ve 
can't  give  Mai'ia  money;  she  wouldn't 
take  anybody  else's  money,  though  she 
thinks  it's  all  rig'ht  for  that  boy  Cliarles  to 
take  hers!  But  then  she  likes  to  be  im- 
posed upon.  Ob  dear!  Well,  she  is  a 
})erfect  fool,  I've  told  her  so.  Well, 
Ezra,  I'm  going  up  stairs  to  lie  down.  But 
just  remember,  Rose  is  a  superior  girl, 
it's  queer  no  man  has  had  sense  enough 
to  take  her.  But  men  haven't  any  sense !" 
ended  Mrs.  Barkley,  with  a  snort. 

As  for  Ezra,  he  went  and  got  his  cat, 
and  settled  baclv  in  his  chair,  rubbing 
pussy's  ears  with  an  absent  hand,  and  re- 
llecting.  It  was  Avarm  and  still  in  the 
arbor;  a  honeysuckle  swaying  in  some 
warm,  wandering  bi'eath  of  wind  thre^v 
a  lacing  shadow  over  the  pool  of  sunshine 
that,  at  the  western  end,  began  to  widen 
over  the  uneven  flags. 

"  AYell,"  said  Ezra  Barkley  to  hiinself, 
"it    is   certainly   very   distressing — very 
distressing;"  and  after  a  while  he  added 
that  it  certainly  Avould   be  very  pleasing 
to  have  an  agreeable  young  person  in  the 
house.      And  so  Miss  Maria  had  brought 
her  up  to  have   a  great  respect  for  him? 
Tlie  thought  increased  his  respect  for  Miss 
Maria.      It  occurred  to  him  that  if  Rose 
liked  "facts,"  he  could  certainly  interest 
her.      He  decided  to  make  researches  in 
the  line  of  ladies'  clothing:   he  would  tell 
her   when   gloves    were    introduced    into 
England;   he  would  divert  her   with    tlie 
height  of  the  head-dress  in  the  lificenlh 
century;   and  he  was  sure  she  would  be 
astonished  to  learn  that  boots  with  ])oint- 
ed  toes  had  been  thought,  in  the  ]\liddle 
Ages,  to  be  obnoxious  to  the  Deity,  call- 
ing down  His   wrath  in  the  form   of  the 
pestilence    of    the    black    death.      Yes.   it 
would  be  very  agreeable  to  have  a  bright 
young  creature  eager  to  listen  t(^  his  facts. 
Poor   I\[iss    Maria!    she    was   anxious,  no 
doubt,    and    was    Avorrying    over    money 
matters.        '"Ladies    ought    not    to    have 
such  anxieties,"  thought  ]\tr.  K/.i-a.    "  Poin- 
lady!      Well  — it   is    very    haul.      Young 
Charles's  conduct  is  certainly  roproliensi- 
ble.      But  something  must  be  dc^nt^  — sonir- 
tliing  must  l)e  done.'"      His  eyes  nai-row- 
ed  with  thought,  and   he   sighed  oucc  or 
twice.      He  scratched  the    cat    under  \\vv 
chin,  which  caused  her  to  shut   her  cvt^s 
and  wav(^  her  tail  and  \n\vi'  loudly.      Tiie 
pool  of  sunshine  widened  to  his  feet;    the 
arbor   Avas   hot   and   still,  and    the   heavy 


fragrance  of  the  tall  Avhite  lilies  crept 
like  some  tangible  sweetness  into  the 
shadows  under  the  grape  leaves.  Mr. 
Ezra  nodded  a  little,  his  hand  sunk  into 
the  soft  warm  fur.  and  he  and  the  kitten 
slept  soundlv. 

IV. 

The  summer  passed,  and  still  Miss 
Maria  did  not  get  a  new  bonnet.  In- 
deed, the  time  of  new  bonnets  seemed 
postponed  and  still  postponed.  How- 
ever, four  of  Charles's  children  came  to 
paA'  her  a  visit,  as.  in  the  business  anxiety 
of  the  last  month,  Charles  had  felt  un- 
equal to  the  care  of  them ;  and  Edith  Avas 
pre])aring  for  another  gift  from  God,  and 
so  really  could  not  ("and  should  not." 
Miss  Maria  said)  have  the  burden  of  her 
entire  household  on  her  shoulders.  It 
was  Avhile  they  were  with  her  that  the  oil- 
can exploded,  to  use  Rose's  metaphor. 

When  their  father's  letter  cam.e  bring- 
ing news  of  the  catastrophe,  there  came 
also  a  little  package  ("Charles  neA-er 
forgets  these  darling  children!"  said  Miss 
Maria)  —  a  doll  for  small  Edith,  a  book 
for  one  boy.  a  transparent  slate  for  the 
other,  a  rattle  for  Theodore.  The  distri- 
bution of  these  gifts  delayed  the  reading  of 
the  letter  Avith  its  big  engi-aA^ed  heading, 
"The  Universal  Oil-hurCo."  The  chil- 
dren had  been  painting:  it  was  a  rainy 
afternoon,  and  Miss  Maria  had  i-ummaged 
in  tlie  garret  among  the  possessions  of  her 
youth,  and  brought  down  her  old  paint- 
box, and  the  four  little  people  had  been 
very  lia])py  over  it.  Hear  me!  don't  we 
all  knoAV  those  old  })aint-boxes  of  our 
maiden  aunts — with  cakes  of  dried  and 
ihiked  water -colors,  rubbed  down,  some 
of  them,  sidewise.  or  with  holes  Avorn 
through  them  by  pointed  feminine  brush- 
es— and  the  saucers,  with  their  cracked 
films  of  crimson  lake  or  gamboge  still 
clinging  to  them  ! 

""I  used  to  paint  vrlien  I  was  a  young 
lady."  ]\Iiss  I\Iaria  said:  '"I  studied  the 
Benhollet  n.iethod  at  Miss  Brace's.  Dear 
me  !  I'm  afraid  I've  forgotten  a  great  many 
iliings  we  learned  at  Miss  Brace's.  We 
used  to  have  a  class  in  making  alum  bas- 
kets, and  we  ]-»ainted  on  velvet.  It  Avas 
certainly  very  elegant.  I  don't  believe 
there  are  such  schools  nowadays.  My 
]>aints  are  nearly  Avorn  out.  but  these  pre- 
cious children  Avon't  mind  that — Avill  you, 
my  darlings?" 

The  children  did  not  mind  in  the  least; 
so   they  were   all   put    down  around   the 
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table  in  the  clining'-room,  each  one  with 
an  old  magazhie  full  of  wood-cuts,  which 
gave  great  choice  as  to  the  subject  to  be 
colored.  Small  Edith,  however,  had  been 
so  enterprising  as  to  possess  herself  of  an 
old  album,  and  with  sacrilegious  hand 
daubed  at  faded  pliotographs  of  aunts  in 
enormous  hoop-skirts,  and  uncles  in  uni- 
form with  baggy  trousers.  This  had  just 
been  discovered  with  grief  by  Miss  Maria, 
when  Charles's  letter  and  the  package  of 
presents  arrived.  At  the  mention  of 
presents-  the  four  artists,  greatly  excited, 
slipped  from  their  chairs,  leaving  the 
wood-cuts  of  Little  Dorrit  half  finished, 
and  their  brushes  standing  in  dauby 
tumblers  of  colored  water.  Rose,  on  her 
knees  among  them,  looked  at  the  dolly's 
shoes  and  drew  on  the  transparent  slate, 
and  promised  to  read  the  book  aloud,  all 
the  while  raging  at  the  tender  father  who 
bought  presents  out  of  Miss  Maria's  money 
(and  yet  he  was  a  tender  father — nobody 
could  possibly  deny  that).  Miss  Maria 
smiling  at  the  children's  joy,  and  cuddling 
Theodore,  read  the  letter  with  a  startled 
look  that  changed  into  absolute  bewilder- 
ment: The  enterprise  had  failed;  Cliarles 
was  bankrupt;  the  money  was  lost — her 
money  (and  Charles's  time  as  well).  She 
read  with  Theodore  clinging  about  her 
neck,  and  she  had  to  stop  and  kiss  him, 
and  listen  to  his  rattle,  and  cuddle  him, 
yet  her  bewildered  eye  followed  Charles's 
bold  handwriting  with  dreadful  clear- 
ness. 

"Rose,"  she  said,  tremulously,  "I'm 
afraid  it's  bad  news,  my  dear." 

Of  course  then  it  had  to  be  read  aloud 
to  Rose.  This  was  a  terrible  task — Rose 
kneeling  on  the  hearth-rug,  playing  wnth 
Charles's  children,  and  saying  not  one 
word  ;  but  Miss  Maria  saw  the  girl's 
cheek  grow  rigid  over  her  set  teeth,  and 
little  Edith  shrunk  away  from  her,  fright- 
ened at  the  anger  in  her  eyes. 

"Of  course,  Rose,  my  darling,"  the 
old  cousin  said,  timidly,  "it  is  serious, 
but—" 

"  Yes,  it's  serious/"  Rose  said,  grimly. 
She  put  the  eldest  boy  down  from  her 
knee;  there  was  a  sort  of  repugnance  in 
the  very  way  she  touched  the  child  that 
made  her,  an  instant  afterwards,  catch 
him  in  her  arms  and  kiss  him,  ashamed 
of  herself.  The  children,  squabbling  joy- 
ously over  their  possessions,  felt  the  sud- 
den cloud,  and  looked  up,  wondering. 

"Of    course    it's    serious;    but    never 
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mind,  my  dear,"  Miss  Maria  said;  "we'll 
get  along."  Then,  her  hands  shaking, 
she  opened  the  letter  again  and  tried  to 
take  in  the  facts  :  an  infringement  ;  a 
miscalculation  as  to  the  amount  of  alloy 
in  the  metal,  necessitating  a  much  higher 
price  than  had  been  reckoned;  the  plant 
now  almost  worthless;  unfortunate  litiga- 
tion necessary.  Possibly,  only  possibly 
—  "but  we  must  leave  no  stone  unturn- 
ed," Charles  said,  courageously; — possi- 
bly a  little  more  money  might  set  the 
thing  on  its  feet.  ("But  I  haven't  B.ny 
more,"  said  Miss  Maria  to  herself.)  How^- 
ever,  that  it  was  the  Lord's  doing  Charles 
had  no  doubt.  "Dear  boy!  what  a  les- 
son he  is  to  me!"  said  Miss  Maria,  her 
eyes  full  of  tears.  "What  should  I  do  if 
he  were  rebellious,  or  did  not  put  his  trust 
in  his  Heavenly  Father?"  The  submission 
in  her  face  silenced  Rose's  bitter  tongue. 
The  girl  squeezed  her  hands  together,  and 
did  not  open  her  lips. 

"  He  bears  it  so  beautifully,"  said  Miss 
Maria,  wiping  her  eyes.  "  Did  you  notice, 
Rose,  on  the  third  page,  where  he  says — 
let  me  see,  here  it  is: — '  but  we  know  the 
Lord  will  provide'?  Dear,  precious  boj' ! 
What  an  example  he  is!" 

"  What  kind  of  an  example?''  Rose 
said,  curtly;  and  then  burst  out  crying, 
and  knelt  down  at  Miss  Maria's  side,  and 
put  her  arms  around  her  waist,  and  asked 
to  be  forgiven.  "  Yoare  an  example! 
I  wish  I  were  a  quarter  as  good." 

As  for  Miss  Maria,  she  was  afraid  slie 
had  been  harsh,  and  kissed  Rose's  brown 
head,  and  said:  "Come,  come  I  Never 
mind;   it  will  all  be  right!"' 

But  Rose  could  not  hold  her  tongue. 

"Charles  meant  well,  I  suppose.  Cousin 
Maria;  but  it  isn't  enough  in  this  world 
just  to  mean  well.  I  hate  him!  How 
could  he  let  you  sutl'erf' 

xVnd  then  Miss  Maria  had  to  scold  her 
again,  and  then  apologize  again,  and  then 
bid  her  cheer  up  and  look  after  those 
precious  children.  After  that  she  went 
up  stairs,  leaving  the  children  to  Rose  and 
their  toys,  and  sat  down  on  a  big  chintz- 
covered  chair  beside  her  bed.  She  want- 
ed to  be  alone  and  get  her  breath.  It 
wns  growing  dusk,  and  the  vines  grew 
so  close  about  the  windows,  drooping 
even  in  a  green  fringe  from  the  lintels, 
that  the  I'oom  was  dark — too  dark  to  read 
again  the  bleak  facts  of  Charles's  letter, 
or  the  words  of  sacred  comfort  that  she 
had    known    and    lived    on    these    many 
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years —  long  eiioug-h  before  Mr.  CMiarles 
Wei  wood  had  adopted  them  as  his  own. 

"  I  haven't  any  more  money  :  and  wliat 
are  we  S'<^)infj;'  to  do:'''  she  said  to  herself, 
in  despair.  And  llien  she  remembered 
what  hei'  nepliew  had  said.  "Yes.  He 
n-ill  provide  ;  these  darling-  children  are 
His,"  said  Miss  Maria,  and  got  uj)  in  the 
darkness,  and  knelt  down  beside  her  big 
four-i)()st(^r,  and  hid  her  face  on  the  soft 
lavender-scented  ])illow.  When  she  got 
up,  rather  sti Illy,  for  she  had  knelt  there 
a  long  time,  she  wiped  her  eyes,  and 
went  smiling  down  stairs  to  t'ne  children 
and  Rose. 

"My  dai'ling  Rose,"  she  said,  "  of  course 
ifs  unfortunate.  But  it  isn't  the  worst 
thing  in  the  world.  Suppose  some  of 
you  were  dangerously  sick  !  W^ould  I 
think  of  mere  money  then?  No,  indeed! 
We'll  get  along  nicely  ;  and — and  we 
mustn't  let  Charles  know  how  serious  it 
is;  he  would  feel  so  badly.  Besides,  it 
isn't  so  very  bad,  so  never  mind!  Now 
don't  let's  talk  about  it  any  moi-e.  These 
])recious  children  must  have  their  supper 
and  ])lay  with  these  nice  presents  their 
dear  fatner  has  sent  them,  and  have  a 
happy  time.  When  they've  gone  to  bed, 
we'll  talk  it  all  over.'' 

Y. 
At  first  ^Miss  Maria  shut  the  a])])alling 
fact  that  she  was  penniless  in  upon  her- 
self and  Ivose.  Charles  came  Hying  down 
to  Old  Chester  to  e\i)lain  and  to  protest  at 
fate.  He  made  no  excuses:  why  should 
he?  He  too  had  lost  everything  he  i)0s- 
sesscd,  although  a  new  baby  came  just 
at  that  moment  to  comfort  him  —a  new 
baby  that  was  to  be  called  .Maria.  He 
had  lost  all  he  had  in  the  world,  so  he 
certainly  was  not  to  be  blamed,  he  told 
his  l^'.dith:  besides,  as  she  would  remem- 
ber, he  had  distinctly  said  he  would  not 
urge  his  aunt  ^laria  to  invf^st.  "It  was 
her  own  judgment,  you  know.  Kdilh." 
said  Cliat'les:  "1  I'eally  can't  feel  myself 
I'esponsible.*" 

Charles  was  in  hopes  of  getting  a  place 
as  a  clerk  in  a  railroad  ollice.  ]>ut  be- 
fore going  to  work  he  came  (on  boi'rowed 
money)  to  condole  with  his  aunt  and  to 
advise.  He  felt  that  it  might  be  well,  he 
told  her.  for  her  to  mortgage  hvv  liouse 
and  invest  the  money,  living  on  the  in- 
terest, less  the  interest  on  the  mortgage. 

"  I'm  sure  I  could  get  ten  per  cent,  for 
you  on  some  perfectly  conservative  stock." 


"  But  mightn't  there  be  a  h'ttle  risk, 
dear  Charles  <"  ]Miss  Maria  objected,  mild- 
ly. "Not  that  I  don't  trust  your  judgment 
absolutely,"  she  added,  quickly,  for  .she 
thought  he  looked  hurt. 

"  But  what  are  you  going  to  live  on?" 
Charles  faltered,  his  blue  eyes  staring  at 
her  in  dismay;  "what  are  you  going  to 
do?" 

Alas!  how  many  times  had  Miss  Wel- 
wood  asked  herself  that  very  question,  her 
gentle  heart  sinking  lower  and  lowei*  at 
the  blank  reply  of  silence  in  her  own 
mind.  She  did  not  consult  any  one.  but 
slie  spent  a  good  deal  of  time  on  her  knees 
beside  her  big  high  bedstead:  and  of  late 
she  thought  a  glimmer  of  light  had  fallen 
on  the  subject. 

"  You've  got  to  have  something  to  live 
on,"  Charles  repeated,  in  a  bewildered 
way. 

"Well. I  have  an  idea,"  she  said.  "No. 
I  am  not  going  to  tell  you;  it  shall  be  a 
surprise.  But  I'm  sure  it's  going  to  be  a 
good  thing." 

She  had  told  Rose  her  "  idea  "  ;  she  had 
to  tell  hei".  for  the  girl  had  been  in  a  frenzy 
of  anxiety  to  do  something:  "anything." 
Rose  said,  and  meant  it. — for  she  had  a 
very  determined  plan  of  going  to  ]Mercer. 
to  get  a  place  in  a  shoj).  "There's  no- 
thing in  Old  Chester  for  a  girl  to  do," 
Rose  said,  impatient,  and  loving,  and 
raging  at  i)Oor  well-meaning  Charles. 

It  was  to  prevent  this  Mercer  jn'oject 
that]\Iiss  ]\Iaria  conlided  her  idea.  "For 
you  can  he!})  me.  my  darling,"  she  told  the 
girl:  "indeed.  I  couldn't  do  it  without 
you — you  are  so  much  fresher  in  some  of 
the  things  than  I  am.  For  instance. Rose, 
what  is  the  length  of  the  Amazon  River? 
I'm  ashamed  to  say  I've  forgotten."  Ami 
then  she  explained  her  plan. 

^liss  I\Iaria  had  hoped,  at  first,  to  keep 
the  knowledge  of  the  catastrophe  to  her- 
self, tliinking  in  some  irrational,  tender, 
feminine  way  that  if  she  gave  no  reason 
for  her  ■|)roject  of  self  -  support,  Charles 
would  not  be  connected  with  it.  and  so 
would  not  be  blamed.  But  of  course  the 
disaster  had  to  be  known.  By  its  very 
natui'e  an  oil-can  does  not  ex])lode  in  the 
dark.  In  a  week  Old  Chester  knew  that 
^liss  ]\raria  Wei  wood  had  lost  almost  all 
her  nu'>ney.  for  there  had  been  an  after- 
cla}")  in  the  maturing  of  a  note  which,  as 
"  a  matter  of  form."  she  had  endorsed  for 
the  Oil-Can  Comjiany. 

"But    whafs   she    <roing    to    live    on?" 
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Old  Chester  said,  with  a  gasp  of  disma3^ 
"  What  on  earth  is  she  going-  to  live  on? 
What  is  she  going  to  do?" 

It  was  poor  Miss  Maria's  question  over 
again:  "  What  am  I  going  to  do  to  earn 
my  living V^  Now  this  question,  asked 
by  the  suddenly  impecunious,  middle- 
aged,  unmarried  woman,  is  ghastl}^;  it 
was  especially  so  in  a  place  lilce  Old 
Chester,  where  the  demand  for  women 
in  the  industries  was  unknown.  It  is  a 
wretched  enough  question  even  in  the 
great  busy  world,  where  there  is  so  much 
to  be  done,  but  where,  alas  I  this  fright- 
ened feminine  voice  is  lifted  up  in  such 
a  gathering  chorus.  No  one  can  quite 
understand  the  misery,  the  sick  hopeless- 
ness of  the  inquiry  but  the  w^oman  her- 
self. She  begins  by  reckoning  up  her 
abilities:  She  can  sew;  yes,  but  who 
wants  her  sewing?  Nobody!  She  can 
keep  house,  in  a  small  way;  yes,  but  for 
one  such  position  a  hundred  applicants 
are  already  entreating — younger,  clev- 
erer, better-looking,  perhaps.  Nursing; 
yes,  in  the  tender,  ignorant,  old-fash- 
ioned way.  But  see  the  crowd  of  women 
educated  in  the  science  and  business  of 
cariug  for  the  sick:  who  will  take  her, 
when  a  dozen  trained  nurses  are  ready  at 
every  doctor's  elbow?  Teaching?  Yes; 
but  come  now,  can  you  or  I,  at  fifty,  re- 
member the  multiplication  table?  And 
contrast  the  curriculum  of  the  private 
school  to-day  with  that  which  prevailed 
fifty  or  sixty  years  ago!  No;  we  mid- 
dle-aged folk  have  the  education  of  life, 
truly;  we  know  the  multiplication  table 
of  anxieties  and  sorrows,  the  subtraction 
table  of  loss,  the  division  table  of  respon- 
sibility. Deportment  and  religion  we 
might,  perhaps,  impart;  but  who  is  ready, 
at  a  moment's  notice,  to  instruct  eager 
and  irreverent  youth  in — dear  me!  w^liat 
does  not  youth  study  nowadays?  Yet  it 
was  to  teaching  that  Miss  Maria  Welwood 
looked  to  provide  bread  for  herself,  and 
bread  and  butter  for  Rose,  and  bread  and 
butter  and  jam  for  Charles's  children. 

"There's  nothing  else  I  can  do,  Mat- 
ty," she  pleaded  to  Mrs.  Barkle^^  who  sat 
snorting  with  anger  and  misery. 

"Maria,"  said  Mrs.  Barkley,  her  eye- 
brows twitching  violently,  "you  are  a 
perfect  fool !'' 

Miss  AVelwood  had  sought  to  soften 
the  blow  which  she  knew  the  knowledge 
of  her  ])Overty  would  be  to  Mrs.  Barkley 
by  bringing  a  little  present  with  her.      It 


was  no  more  than  a  slipper-bag,  which, 
before  this  grim  fact  of  poverty  had  taken 
possession  of  her  thoughts,  she  had  made 
for  her  friend;  since  then  she  had  been 
so  anxious  and  confused  she  had  forgot- 
ten to  present  it. 

"I  promised  it  to  you  a  month  ago," 
she  said,  "and  I  am  ashamed  to  say  I 
forgot  to  bring  it  over,  Matty;  but  here 
it  is  now." 

"You  needn't  apologize,"  said  Mrs. 
Barkley.  "I've  lived  all  my  life  with- 
out a  slipper-bag;  I  guess  a  week  or  two 
more  won't  hurt  me.  Besides,  I  don't 
wear  slippers.     Still,  I'm  obliged  to  you." 

"  I've  had  so  much  on  my  mind,"  said 
Miss  Maria,  nervously;  and  then  con- 
fessed. 

Poor  Mrs.  Barkley  I  She  was  so  angr,y 
and  so  wretched  that,  for  once,  she  could 
not  speak;  so  Miss  Welwood  got  in  her 
explanations  and  intentions  almost  with- 
out interruption.  She  and  Rose  were 
going  to  support  themselves  by  teaching. 
Then  it  was  that  Mrs.  Barkley  called  her 
a  fool. 

"In  the  first  place,  all  the  children  go 
to  Miss  Bailey's,  or  else  to  the  public 
school,"  she  said,  with  two  little  hot  tears 
trickling  down  her  nose.  "  I  wish  Charles 
Welwood  had  to  go  out  and  break  stones! 
But  you'll  see  tliat  he  has  his  trips  South, 
and  all  his  children  dressed  in — in  gold," 
said  Mrs.  Barkley,  in  a  flight  of  angry 
and  terrified  fancy,  "but  you,  you  poor 
dear  Maria  — ''  and  then  Mrs.  Barkley 
snorted,  and  wiped  her  eyes  on  the  slip- 
per-bag, and  observed  that,  for  her  part, 
she  never  could  waste  her  time  making 
things  like  that !  Miss  ^Earia  came  and  put 
her  arms  about  her  neck  and  kissed  her. 

'*  Oh,  Matty,"  she  said,  "  what  should  I 
do  without  you?  I  do  thank  my  Heaven- 
ly Father  that  I've  got  such  a  friend!" 

"Well,  then."  retorted  Mrs.  Barkley, 
"  be  guided  by  me.  Come  and  live  here. 
It  will  be  a  blessing  to  me.  The  greatest 
blessing.  Maria,  I  shall  think  it  all  prov- 
idential if  you'll  only  come." 

"Matty."  said  the  other,  the  tears  run- 
nino-  over  her  cheeks,  "it's  woi'tli  while 
to  be  poor!  But  I  couldn't  como  here; 
no,  dear  Matty,  no;  you  must  not  urge 
it.  As  for  Miss  Bailey,  I  wouldn't  inter- 
fei'e  for  the  world;  I  don't  mean  a  cliild's 
school.  I  mean  an  academy  for  yoiing 
ladies.  You  know  Mrs.  Dale  liad  to 
send  Ellen  away  to  boarding-school;  and 
Mrs.  Wriffht   told   me   herself   once    that 
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it  was  a  great  expense  to  her  to  liave  to 
educate  Lydia  away  from  home,  and  she 
didn't  know  liow  she  woiikl  manage  with 
Mary  and  Ag-iies;  and  then  the  new  ])eo- 
ple  have  girls,  tlie  rich  Smiths  liave  two; 
and  Rachel  King-  would  send  Anna.  I 
know." 

"Did  yon  mean  to  have  a  boarding- 
school?"'  Mrs.  Barkley  demanded. 

''I  mean  an  academy,  dear  Matty,  on 
the  lines  of  Miss  Brace's;  of  course  it 
never  could  be  so  line,  but  I'll  do  my 
best.  The  young  ladies  may  board,  or 
they  may  return  to  their  families  at 
night,  if  their  parents  prefer."  And  then 
Miss  Maria  produced  her  trump  card: 
"In  fact,  Matty,  my  dear,  I  have  ar- 
ranged an  advertisement  of  the  school. 
and  it  is  to  appear  in  the  Globe  next  Sat- 
urday. This  is  a  proof.  (The  gentle- 
num  to  whom  I  gave  my  notice  called  it 
a  'proof'.)"  She  fumbled  in  a  reticule 
at  her  side  —  a  black  bag  with  a  band 
of  flexible  bead  embroidery  representing 
flowers  and  blue  stars— and  produced  the 
notice;  the  bit  of  paper  was  flimsy  and 
inky,  and  it  had  several  typographical 
errors,  but  it  displayed  the  advertisement, 
enclosed  in  a  black  border  of  inverted 
urns,  which,  in  an  upright  position, 
formed  the  usual  frame  for  the  funeral 
notices  in  the  Globe: 


MISS    MARIA    WELLWOUD 

Vx'iiri  Leave  to  Intimate  to  her  Friends  ;unl 

the  Inhabitants  of  Old  Chester  that 

She  Intends  to  Open  an  Academy 

On    Monday,   20th  of    November,  for  the 

Instruction  of  Young  Ladies,  in 
(Iraniinar,     Arithmetic,    Geography   (with 
tlie    use    of    the    Globes    and    Mappinu), 
Chronology,    Drawing,    Freiu'h,    Painting 
on   Velvet,  BerthoUet  Art   System,  Paint- 
ing on  <;iass,  Mez/.otinto,  Alum   Baskets, 
Wax  Flowers,  Plain  and   Ornamental 
Xeedle-Work. 
Espir'nil   AttriitiO)i    V'ill  be  f/iro,    to 
I)(j>orfni()it  and  Rdigion. 
Miss  Wkllmood, 
Lot'usi   StrL'or,  Old   Chester. 


"You  know.  ^Malty."  Miss  Maria  said. 
eagerly.  "  we  bad  all  those  things  at  Miss 
Brace's.  Dcnir  me  !  can't  you  just  see 
]\[iss  Brace  when  she  opened  the  classes 
in  Sept(Mnber.  with  those  white  curls  and 
her  turban  1  Oli.  my  graciotis.  how  we 
girls  used  to  shiver  when  she  pointed  her 
forefinger  at  us'.  1  sha'n't  do  that,  any- 
how." 

''Nobodv    would    shiver    if    vou    did." 


]\Irs.  Barkley  assured  lier.  "Miss  Brace 
was  very  genteel  and  dignified;  but  if  you 
think.  Maria  Welwood,  that  ijou — " 

"Oh,"  Miss  Maria  said,  with  eager  hu- 
mility, "of  course  not  1  but  I've  got  my 
notes,  and  I'm  going  to  say  just  the  same 
things.  I  was  looking  over  her  remarks 
on  art  this  morning — I  took  'em  down  in 
my  commonplace-book — and  I've  commit- 
ted 'em  to  memory:  '  The  maJiing  of  irax 
flowers  is  an  art  most  suitable  for  young 
ladies;  frost  and  snow  may  reign  around 
us,  and  nip  the  tender  blossoms  in  our 
gardens,  but  our  homes  may  still  be  made 
elegant  by  delightful  representations  of 
Flora's  childreii.'  AVe  began  with  the 
])omegranate  flower."  Miss  Welwood  end- 
ed, with  a  happy  sigh  of  memory. 

"Well,"  Mrs.  Barkley  said,  morosely, 
"I  don't  believe  anybody  would  pay 
twenty-five  cents  to  learn  how  to  make 
a  i)()megranate  flower,  nowadays  :  I 
wouldn't.  Anyhow.  I  don't  believe  you 
remember  it,  Maria.  I  tell  you  the  only 
thing  for  you  to  do  is  to  come  here.  Now. 
Maria— I— I — wish  you  would."  said  Mrs. 
Barkley,  with  a  sob. 

But  Miss  "\Vel  wood  only  patted  the  hard 
old  liand,  and  said,  cheerfully:  "  Of  course 
I  shall  luive  to  brush  up  a  little.  I  wasn't 
quite  sure  abottt  the  alum  baskets,  but  I 
tried  one  to-day.  and  it  came  out  pretty 
well.  History  is  the  only  thing  I'm  ner- 
vous abotit,  but  Rose  is  pretty  fresh  ii] 
that.  As  for  arithmetic,  of  course  I'll 
liave  all  the  answers  in  the  book,  so  I 
can  tell  when  the  sums  are  not  right." 

"Well— "began  I\Irs.  Barkley,  slowly, 
and  then  burst  otit:  "sui)pose  Rose  were 
to  get  married?  You  couldn't  get  along 
by  yotirself.  so  what's  the  tise  of  begin- 
ning.'" 

"Rose  get  nuirriedr"  said  ^Miss  !Maria. 
"  Well  -I  don't  see  any  prospect  just  now  ; 
not  but  what  any  gentleman  might  be 
glad  to  have  her." 

"  If  she  did.  yoti'd  go  and  live  with  her." 
said  Mrs.  Barkley,  decidedly,  "so  why  not 
both  of  you  come  here  until  then  .'" 

"  I  wouldn't  think  of  living  with  her." 
cried  Miss  Maria,  with  spirit:  "no.  in- 
deed: If  my  darling  Rose  gets  married, 
and  leaves  the  academy.  I'll— I'll  just  get 
something  else  to  do.  Or  maybe  by  that 
time  I'll  have  brushed  up  so  I  can  keep 
along  by  myself.  But  no  young  gentle- 
man is  waiting  on  Rose.  Why,  there 
aren't  any  young  gentlemen  in  Old  Ches- 
ter :" 
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Mrs,  Barkley  took  off  lier  spectacles, 
and  looked  at  Miss  Maria  sidewise. 

"  Suppose  Ezra  took  a  fancy  to  Rose  ?" 

''To— Bosef  Miss  Wei  wood  looked  at 
her  open-mouthed, 

"Yes,  Rose,"  Miss  Barkley  repeated, 
with  a  snap,      "  That's  Avhat  I  said." 

"  Rose !"  Miss  Maria  faltered.  And  then 
she  said,  witli  a  certain  sharpness,  "He's 
twenty-five  years  older  than  Rose." 

"  Well,  well,"  Mrs.  Barkley  interrupted 
crossly,  "I  only  said  'suppose.^  " 

Miss  Maria,  with  the  color  hot  in  her 
face,  said  again  something  of  age  and 
youth;  "and,  anyhow,  they  never,  either 
of  them,  thought  of  such  a  thing!" 

"  Well,"  said  Mrs.  Barkley,  "  very  like- 
ly I  was  mistaken.  I  was  only  sup})os- 
ing,  anyway.  But  there's  another  thing 
(somebody's  got  to  talk  sense  to  you !)  —  I 
don't  believe  you'd  get  pupils  enough  to 
pay  for  your  shoestrings.  Miss  Brace 
was  very  superior,  of  course,  but  schools 
are  very  different  now — I've  been  told." 

"True,"  Miss  Wei  wood  admitted;  "too 
true;  and  it  is  high  time  that  things 
should  improve.  If  I  may  be  the  humble 
instrument  in  educating  young  women  as 
we  were  educated,  Matty,  to  respect  their 
parents,  and  honor  their  Grod,  and  learn 
how  to  walk  across  a  room  properly,  and 
remember  dates — (Do  you  recollect,  '  Now 
Semiramis,  Beautiful  Sinner' — that  stood 
for  1050 B.C.,  you  know— N.S,B,S.  Think 
how  I've  remembered  that  out  of  Miss 
Brace's  old  chronology)— if  I  can  teach 
them  these  things.  I  shall  feel  that  the 
Lord  had  a  purpose  in  taking  away  my 
money." 

"  The  Lord  I"  cried  Mrs.  Barkley,  angri- 
ly; "don't  put  it  on  the  Lord's  shoul- 
ders!" 

Afterwards,  when  she  rej^eated  this  con- 
versation to  her  brother-in-law,  Mrs.  Bark- 
ley added  that  it  was  bad  enough  to  think 
that  the  Lord  was  responsible  for  crea- 
ting "that  Charles! — though  maybe  He 
isn't,"  said  Mrs.  Barkley,  in  a  deep  bass; 
"maybe  it's  Somebody  Else!"  Which 
bold  theology  was  quite  startling,  even  to 
a  man  who  had  gone  so  far  towards  in- 
fidelity as  to  say  that  the  size  of  a  whale's 
throat  would  have  precluded  the  passage 
of  a  man  of  average  size — "And  we  are 
not  told  in  Holy  Writ  that  Jonah  was  a 
dwarf,"  Mr.  Ezra  had  said,  in  one  of  tliose 
rationalistic  flights  which  so  shocked  Old 
Chester. 

"That    Charles!"    said    Mrs.    Barkley. 


"Think  of  Maria,  at  her  time  of  life,  hav- 
ing to  earn  her  own  living!" 

Mr.  Ezra  frowned  and  sighed,  ' '  I  fear, " 
he  said,  "that  Miss  Welwood  will  not 
find  that  appreciative  demand  for — " 

"  An  academy?''  Mrs,  Barkley  finished. 
"  Of  course  not!" 

" — demand  for  alum  baskets,"  Mr. 
Ezra  continued.  He  had  not  meant  to 
finish  his  sentence  in  that  way,  but  it  was 
as  good  as  any  other ;  and  it  was  his  own. 
"  But  I  cannot  but  admire,"  he  proceeded, 
"  Miss  Maria's  desire  for  independence;  it 
commands  my  respect.  Were  you  aware 
that  the  number  of  school-teachers  in  the 
United  States  was — " 

"Ezra,"  said  his  sister-in-law,  slowly, 
looking  at  him  over  her  spectacles,  "to 
be  i)erfectly  open:  if  you  are  thinking  of 
settling,  I  must  say  that  Rose  is  a  girl  in 
a  thousand.  Dear  me!  dear  me!  I  don't 
know  what  men  want  nowadays!" 

And  Mr.  Ezra  listened. 

VI. 

Mr.  Barkley  came  home  fi-om  his  ofiice 
early  in  the  afternoon.  He  had  a  care- 
worn expression  natural  to  a  man  who 
has  a  heavy  task  before  him;  he  stopped 
to  look  at  the  paroquets,  climbing  with 
beak  and  claw  up  the  wires  of  the  cage 
and  squeaking  shrilly  at  his  approach ; 
but  he  did  not  give  them  any  sugar  or 
scratch  their  heads.  He  was  thinking  to 
himself  that  in  two  hours — it  would  be 
over;  he  would  be  back  again,  and  could 
sit  peacefully  down  in  his  arm-chair,  and 
let  the  parrots  walk  about  over  his 
shoulders  and  knees. 

"I  do  not,"  he  thought,  "understand 
this  feeling  of  enlargement  in  the  region 
of  my  throat.  And  my  respiration  is 
hastened.  I  think  I  am  indisposed.  At 
such  a  moment  I  shoukl  be  especiall}^ 
calm.  Perliaps  it  would  be  well  to  ar- 
range the  interview  to  some  extent." 

Any  immediate  action  is  a  relief;  and 
Mr.  Ezra  went  up  stairs  to  his  room,  to  get 
his  brief  together,  so  to  speak.  He  dress- 
ed slowly,  and  just  before  he  })ut  on  his 
coat  he  opened  his  watch,  and  standing 
before  the  little  tipping  glass  on  Lis  high 
bureau,  so  that  he  might  watch  his  ex- 
pression, timed  himself. 

"I  will  open  the  subject  by  i-emarking 
upon  the  weather.  '  Tliese  October  days 
are  very  agreeable.'  *  Yes,  Mr.  Ezra,'  she 
will  reply.  '  I  trust  your  occu])ations  do 
not   keep  you  in-doors  too  much?'  I  will 
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say.      Here  I  iniiilil  introduce  some  inter-  were   clumsy   and   tremljling-.  and   a  dull 

esting  data  as  to  exercise.      (Allow  a  min-  feeling  of  fright   was  growing  up  in   her 

nte.)      Tlien  I  will  try  and  bring  up  tinan-  l)reasl.      Suppose  she  should  tind  she  had 

cial   matters,  and   speak,  perluips.  of   the  forgotten  the  use  of  the  globes.'     Suppose 

hardships  of  life.      (Allow  five  minutes.)  that  she  could  not  remember  Berthollet's 

And  then  1  must  "—the  ])erspiration  start-  method?    She  looked  up  and  saw  Mr.  Ezra 

ed  to  Mr.  Ezra's  brow — •"  I  must  remark  stumbling  among  the  chairs  and   tables, 

that  I  should  be  pleased  to  smooth   the  for  the  room  was  shadowy,  even  though 

path   of  life  for  her  feet.      Ending  with  the  autumn  nights  had  thinned  the  vines 

the   request   that   she   should   accept   my  about  the  windows,  and  some  of  the  broad 

]iaiKl.'"  live-tingered  leaves  of  the  Virginia-creep- 

i\lr.  Bai'kley  looked  at  his  watch.    Four-  er  were  stained  crimson.      Miss  Maria  put 
teen    minutes.      A^M-y  good.       Her    reply    -down    her  wax-work  T^'ith  a    faint  sigh: 

would   nt)  tk)ubt  take  another  minute—  she  was  awakening  to  a  horrible  sense  of 

allowing  for  the  ladylike  hesitation  which  inability  to  meet  a  responsibility,  and  it 

wi)uld    probably    precede    it.       ^Ir.    Ezra  was  a  relief  to  put  it  aside  for  a  moment, 

o-rcw  more  careworn  every  minute.  "Why.  Mr.  Ezra."  she  said,  "it   is  in- 

However.  he  had  to  go.     It  was  already  deed   a  com})liment   to  have  a  call  from 

agoodhalf-hourlaterthan  hehad  planned  a  gentleman  in  the  afternoon,  especially 

to  start.      So  he  took  his  stick,  and  set  his  from  you:     How  is  dear  Matty:" 

teeth,  and  opening  the  front  door,  let  him-  Mr.  Ezra  Barkley  took  oH'  his  hat  and 

self  out  into  the  still  October  sunshine,  wiped  his  forehead.      "I  fear  I  am  inter- 

His  sense  of  the  seriousness  of  his  object  rupling  your   delightful   work."  he  said, 

imparted  dignity  to  his  rotund  and  some-  politely. 

Avhat  jaunty  figure:   he  wore  a  full-skirt-  "Oh.    no.    indeed."    she    said.     "\oii 

ed  frock  coat,  and  his  high  bell-crowned  couldn't    interrupt  me.  Mr.  Ezra.      I    am 

hat  was  set  just  a  little  on  one  side.      As  making    "wax  roses.     I    hope    you    think 

he  walked  iie  kept  repeating  to  himself  the  they're— pretty  good :"     Sue  looked  at  him 

form  of  his  proposal.      When  he  i-eached  Avistfully. 

Miss  Wei  wood's  gate  he  had  only  gotten  "Oh  yes:  just  so:  quite  so:  most  beau- 

so  far  as  the  ''hardships  of  life,"  and  he  tiful  :"   he  assured  her.  kindly.      "These 

debated  with  himself  for  a  moment  as  to  — ah — October   days    are  very  agreeable. 

Avhether  he  had  not  better  walk  on  and  ^liss  3Iariar" 

tinish  his  silent  rehearsal  before  he  put  it  "Yes."   she   agreed.    "I    suppose    they 

to  the  touch.      But  while  he  stood  hesi-  are.  but  I've  had  a  good  deal  on  my  mind: 

tating.  Rose  came  down  the  garden  ])ath.  I  have  not  noticed  them.  I  am  afraid.  You 

and   when  she  saw  h"im  there  came  that  know  I  am   going  to   open    an   academy, 

ilicker  of  fun  into  hei-  eyes  that  was   so  Mr.  Ezra :" 

disconcerting  to  Mr.  Ezra.      "  You'll  find  "Yes."  he  said,  eagerly:   thjs  was  more 

C\)itsin  Maria  in  the  parlor.  Mr.  Barkley."  direct  than  he  could  have  hoped — the  ref- 

she    said.      "Oh.  quite    so.  quite   so."  re-  erence  to  exercise  might  be  omitted,  and 

turned  'Mv.  iKirldoy.  alarmed,  but   so  po-  he    could    proceed    at    once    to    financial 

Hie  that  l)efore  he  knew  it  he  found  him-  matters  and  the  hardships  of  life.      This 

self  ushered  into  the  parlor  and  into  Miss  he  did.  with   several   statistical  allusions 

Wei  wood's  presence.  to    wiiicii    !Miss   Wei  wood    listened    witli 

]Miss  Wei  wood  was  seated  at  a  s]>indle-  deep  attention, 

legged  talde  drawn  close  to  the  Avindow.  "Dear  me."  she  said,  "if   T   only  had 

strugii-iing.  it  appeared,  to  make  wax  How-  some    of   your   learning.   ^Mr.  Ezra.  I    am 

ers.  She  wa^  deeply  depressed.   Heradver-  sure  my  academy  would  be  successful!" 

tisenicnl  was  to  couu^  out  in  two  days,  and  "Well.  now.  for  tlie  matter  of  the  acad- 

the   ac;ulemy  was  to  open   in  less  than  a  emy."  said   ^Ir.  Barkley.  changing   color 

month,  and  here  she  v^-as  "brushing  up"  violently.  "  nuiy    it   not  be  possible   that 

her  acciv.n]>;islnnents.only  to  discover  that  some   other  arrangement  may  be  made? 

her  hand  had  lost  its  cunning:    for  even  In  fact.  Iliad  in  mind  a— ah— plan  which 

:\liss  31avia  could  see  that  the  heavy  dark  would  make  it  possible  for  you  to  give  it 

red    s])irals  stuck   to    shaky  green    stems  up.      It    is   of   this   I  came   to   S]ieak  this 

were  as  unlike  the  tlowers  she   meant  to  afternoon."     (Here  Mr.  Ezra  looked  at  his 

make  as   the  ]iainiy  smell  of  the  wax  was  watch. '^ 

unlike  the  frau-rance  of  roses.    Her  lingers  "If    you    mean   coming    to    live    with 
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Matty,"  she  said,  touched  and  smiling", 
"it's  just  the  kindest  thing  in  tlie  world 
for  you  both  to  think  of  it;  but  indeed 
I  couldn't  do  it.  Why,  what  would  be- 
come of  Rose?" 

"Oh,  Miss  Rose  would  be  there  too,"' 
Mr.  Ezra  said,  Avarmly ;  "  in  fact,  person- 
ally, I  wouM  find  her  presence  a  most 
agreeable  addition  to  the  household." 

Miss  Maria  smiled,  but  shook  her  head. 
"You  are  both  of  you  just  as  kind  as  you 
can  be;  but  I'm  going  to  work,  Mr.  Ezra." 
Miss  Maria  took  up  a  strip  of  pink  wax, 
and  rolled  it  into  a  coil  for  the  heart  of  a 
rose.  "  Indeed  I  do  appreciate  what  Mat- 
ty offered,"  she  said;  "  I  shall  never  for- 
get it.  And — and  your  kindness,  too." 
She  looked  at  him  as  she  spoke,  and  her 
lip  quivered. 

"  Miss  Maria,"  said  the  little  gentle- 
man, "I  was  not  referring  to  Matilda's 
plan." 

"  Oh,"  said  Miss  Maria,  blankly. 

"  No,  ma'am,"  said  Mr.  Ezra;  "  I  have 
an  idea  of  my  own,  which  seems  to  com- 
bine my  sister's  wishes,  with  greater,  as  I 
may  say,  convenience,  and — and  suitabili- 
ty. Miss  Maria,  you  may  not  be  aware 
that  the  average  life  of  the  married  man 
exceeds  that  of  the  bachelor  by  some 
years?  And  I — it — my  sister — "  Mr. 
Ezra  was  very  unhappj^;  he  grew  red,  and 
put  on  his  hat,  and  stammered,  and  took 
it  off  again.  As  for  Miss  Welwood,  she 
sat  up  very  straight,  and  squeezed  her 
hands  together  under  the  table.  She  had 
forgotten  Mrs.  Barkley's  suggestion  about 
Rose,  but  it  all  came  back  to  her:  he  was 
going  to  offer  himself  to  Rose!  Her  face 
grew  dully  red,  but  she  did  not  speak. 
Mr.  Barkley  continued,  bravely:  "  I  have 
given  the  subject  much  thought,  and  I  am 
convinced  that  my — my  plan,  as  you  may 
say — will  be  a  desirable  arrangement.  I 
venture  to  hope  that  Miss  Rose  will  not 
object  to  it,  if  you  do  not." 

"Rose  is  very  young,"  Miss  Welwood 
said,  in  a  low  voice.  "  I'm  sure  I  don't 
know  her — her  sentiments." 

"Very  well,  then,"  said  Mr.  Ezra,  and 
drew  himself  up,  and  looked  at  her  with 
a  kindly  eye.  "  Miss  Welwood,  I  have 
long  felt  the  deepest  esteem  for  you,  and 
your  present  courageous  attitude  in  this 
distressing  financial  crisis  has  added  admi- 
ration to  esteem.  Miss  Welwood,  though 
in  matters  so  delicate  as  the  aifections  I 
dislike  haste,  the  exigencies  of  the  present 
moment  must  be  my  excuse  for  so  abrupt 


a  statement  of  my — my — of  my — ah — as 
you  might  say,  regard.  Miss  Welwood, 
will  you  do  me  the  honor  to  accept  my 
liand?'' 

Miss  Maria  put  down  the  roll  of  wax 
on  the  table,  and  stared  at  him  without 
speaking. 

"  You  see,"  he  said,"  it  will  be — to  me 
an  agreeable  solution  of  this  somewhat 
difficult  situation.  May  I  hope  that  your 
sentiments  towards  me  are  not  unkind?" 

"  Wli}^,"  she  said,  in  a  whisper,  "I 
don't — I  don't  understand!'' 

"I  am  aware  that  my  request  may 
seem  sudden,"'  Mr.  Barkley  explained, 
"and  I  should  have  been  glad  to  lead 
up  to  it  Avith  proper  decorum;  but  I  as- 
sure you.  Miss  Maria,  of  the  warmth  of 
my — my  sentiments."  There  was  silence 
for  a  moment.  Mr.  Ezra's  face  was  red 
and  anxious.  "I  trust  I  have  not  offend- 
ed you  by  the — as  you  might  say,  blunt- 
ness  of  my — of  my  address?" 

"  No;  oh  no,"  Miss  Maria  assured  him, 
faintly.  Then  she  added,  in  a  low  voice, 
"  But  Matty?  perhaps  Matty  would  have 
wished — something  else?" 

"Miss  Rose  will  live  with  us,"  said 
Mr.  Ezra,  with  calm  directness;  "that 
will  be  a  gratification  to  Matilda,  beyond 
a  doubt." 

"I  don't  know  what  to  say,''  Miss 
Maria  said,  beginning  to  roll  a  piece  of 
wax  in  her  trembling  fingers.  "I  never 
thought  of  such  a  thing — at  least — not 
lately." 

Then  suddenly  she  put  her  head  down 
on  the  table  on  the  stri{)s  of  i-ed  and  pink 
wax,  and  covered  her  eyes  with  her  shak- 
ing fingers.  It  had  come — her  long-de- 
layed romance.  Her  little  hope  had  risen 
on  glittering  wings  out  of  the  amber  of 
the  past,  where  it  had  lain  so  long.  ]\lr. 
Ezra  had  spoken  ! 

She  looked  over  at  hina,  and  put  her 
hand  out  across  the  table  and  touched 
liis  arm  timidly.  "  Ezra,"  she  said,  "you 
do  —  care  for  me?"  It  seemed  to  Miss 
Maria,  in  the  stress  and  reality  of  her 
calamity,  that  this  was  all  unreal — all  a 
sort  of  play;  as  if  she  were  looking  at 
]\Ir.  Ezra  through  the  wrong  e.;d  of  a 
magnifying-glass. 

Her  ])oor  little  words  pierced  the  haze 
of  Mr.  Ezra's  mild  and  kindly  wish  with 
a  shock;   he,  too,  looked  at  her,  silent. 

"  Why — ''  he  said,  and  stopped.  After 
all,  the  days  when  such  a  question  would 
have    had   mean  in  «•   for  Ezra  were  very 
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far  back;  ])ci'liaps  tliere  never  Lad  been 
such  days;— kindly,  silent,  dull,  with  few 
thoughts  and  many  facts,  ])erha})s  he 
never  knew  tlie  answer  a  man  miii'lit 
make  to  such  a  question.  All  lie  knew 
now  was  that  here  was  a  fact :  a  lady  for 
whom  he  liad  f»-reat  esteem  was  in  need. 
But  as  he  looked  at  lier,  suddenly  he 
blushed,  and  breathed  a  little  more  quick- 
ly; a  break  came  in  his  calm,  kind  voice. 
"I  hope  you  will  think  favorably  of  my 
offer?''  He  took  her  hand  as  he  spoke  and 
patted  it,  wath  evident  agitation.  "1  en- 
treat you.  Miss  Maria'.''  he  said. 

And  Miss  Maria  smiled  through  her 
tears. 

Mrs.  Barkley  nearly  swooned,  she  told 
Miss  Welwood  afterwards,  when  Ezra 
came  home  and  told  her;  and  she  added 
that,  to  be  perfectly  frank,  Ezra  was  as 
stubborn  as  a  mule.  "  But  u})on  my 
word,"  said  Mrs.  Barklev,  "I  believe  he 


was  right  I  Everybody  is  sometimes 
right,  by  chance;  and  I  think,  after  all. 
that  this  is  the  best  arrangement.  But 
why  didn't  I  think  of  it  myself  r  I  was  a 
])erfect  fool  !"" 

As  for  Rose,  the  gayety  leaped  back 
into  her  voice,  and  she  laughed  with  all 
the  old  flashing  looks  and  rapid  words, 
and  declared  that  she  was  ready  to  say, 
"Bless  you,  my  children,"  right  away. 

But  all  the  same  she  held  on  to  a  quiet 
])lan  of  her  own  in  regard  to  some  work 
Dr.  Lavendar  had  proposed  for  her.  which 
later  was.  it  must  be  admitted,  a  blow  to 
:\Ir.  Ezra. 

Charles  was  delighted.  He  sent  his 
aunt  a  wedtling-present.  bought  from  her 
last  loan  to  him,  and  he  wrote  her  a  most 
l)eautirul  letter,  which  he  ended  by  prot- 
estations of  unaltered  affection,  and  the 
statement  that,  as  things  had  turned  out. 
it  proved  just  what  he  had  said:  '' TJte 
Lord  would  provide  T 
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ALL  matters  connected  with  the  sea 
tend  to  have,  in  a  greater  or  less  de- 
gree, a  distinctly  specialized  cliaracter, 
due  to  the  un familiarity  which  the  sea. 
as  a  scene  of  action,  has  for  the  mass  of 
mankind.  Nothing  is  more  trite  than 
the  remark  continually  made  to  naval 
officei'S,  that  life  at  sea  must  give  them  a 
great  deal  of  leisure  for  reading  and  oth- 
er forms  of  personal  culture.  AVithout 
going  so  far  as  to  say  that  there  is  no 
more  leisure  in  a  naval  ofTieer's  life  than 
in  some  other  pursuits  —  social  engage- 
ments, for  instance,  are  largely  eliminated 
when  at  sea  —  there  is  very  much  less 
tlian  persoiis  imagine;  and  what  there  is 
is  broken  up  by  numerous  petty  duties 
and  incidents,  of  which  peo})le  living  on 
sliore  have  no  conce})tion.  ])ecause  tiiey 
have  no  experience.  It  is  evident  that 
the  I'emark  proceeds  in  most  cases  from 
the  s])eaker's  own  consciousness  of  the  un- 
occuj)ied  monotony  of  an  ocean  passage, 
in  wliich.  unless  exceptionally  observant, 
he  has  not  even  detected  the  many  small 
but  es^iential  functions  discharged  by  the 
officers  of  the  ship,  wliom  he  sees  moving 
about,  but  the  aim  of  wliose  movements 
he  does  not  understand.      The  passenger. 


as  regards  the  economy  of  the  vessel,  is 
passive;  he  fails  to  comprehend,  often 
even  to  perceive,  the  intense  functional 
activity  of  l)rain  and  l)ody  which  goes 
on  around  him — the  real  life  of  the  or- 
ganism. 

In  the  i)rogress  of  the  world,  nautical 
matters  of  every  kind  are  to  most  men 
what  the  transactions  of  a  single  ship  are 
to  the  passengei".  They  receive  impres- 
sions, which  they  mistake  for  opinions — 
a  most  common  form  of  error.  These 
imi)ressions  are  rejieated  from  mouth  to 
mouth,  and  having  the  common  note  of 
superficial  observation,  tliey  are  found  to 
})ossess  a  certain  resemblance.  So  they 
serve  mutually  to  fortify  one  anothei'. 
and  to  C(mstitute  a  quasi  ])ublic  0])inion. 
The  repetition  and  stereotyping  of  impres- 
sions are  gi'catly  forwarded  by  the  sys- 
tem of  organized  gossip  whicli  we  c 
the  press. 

It   is  in  consequence   of  tliis,  quite 
much  as  of  the  exti'avagancies  in  a  ci 
tain  far  from  reputable  form  of  jour 
ism.  that  the  power  of  the  ])ress.  grei. 
it    unquestionably  still   is,  is  not  whr     ^.-^ 
should   be.      It   intensifies  the   feelir      'j^ 
its    own    constituents,  who    usually- 
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the  paper  because  they  agree  with  it; 
but  if  candid  representation  of  all  sides 
constitutes  a  fair  attempt  to  instruct  the 
public,  no  man  expects  a  matter  to  be 
fairly  put  forward.  So  far  does  this  go, 
in  the  experience  of  the  present  writer, 
that  one  of  the  most  reputable  journals 
in  the  country,  in  order  to  establish  a 
certain  extreme  position,  quoted  his  opin- 
ion in  one  paragraph,  while  omitting  to 
give  the  carefully  guarded  qualification 
expressed  in  the  very  succeeding  para- 
graph ;  ■whereby  was  conveyed,  by  im- 
plication, the  endorsement  of  the  extreme 
opinion  advocated,  which  the  writer  cer- 
tainly never  held.  It  so  happened  that 
on  the  day  this  was  published  the  paper 
was  not  delivered  at  the  house  by  the 
local  carrier;  but  some  friends  dining 
with  him  mentioned  the  quotation,  from 
which  they,  units  of  the  public,  not  know- 
ing his  real  position,  had  inferred  that  he 
was  opposing  the  annexation  of  Hawaii. 
The  paragraph  quoted  ran  thus  (the 
italics  not  being  those  of  the  writer) : 

There  is,  however,  one  caution  to  be  given 
from  that  militar}^  point  of  view  beyond  the 
need  of  which  the  world  has  not  yet  passed. 
Military  positions,  fortified  posts,  by  land  or 
by  sea,  however  strong  or  admirably  situated, 
do  not  by  themselves  confer  control.  People 
often  say  that  such  an  island  or  harbor  will 
give  control  of  such  a  body  of  water.  It  is 
an  utter,  deplorable,  ruinous  mistake.  The 
phrase  may  indeed  by  some  be  used  only  loose- 
1}",  without  forgetting  other  iini)lied  conditions 
of  adequate  protection  and  adequate  navies; 
l)ut  the  confidence  of  our  own  nation  in  its 
native  strength,  and  its  inditference  to  the  de- 
fence of  its  ports  and  the  sufficiency  of  its 
lleet,  give  reason  to  fear  that  the  full  conse- 
quences of  a  forward  step  may  not  be  soberly 
weighed.  Napoleon,  who  knew  better,  once 
talked  this  way.  ''The  islands  of  San  Pietro, 
Corfu,  and  Malta,"  he  wrote,  "will  make  us 
masters  of  the  whole  Mediterranean."  Vain 
boast  I  Within  one  year  Corfu,  in  two  years 
Malta,  were  rent  away  from  the  state  that 
could  not  support  them  by  its  shii)s.  Nay. 
more;  had  Bonaparte  not  taken  the  latter 
s-i'ouohold  out  of  the  hands  of  its  deoenerate 
but  innocuous  government,  that  citadel  of  the 
.erranean  would  perliaps — -would  proba- 
-never  have  passed  info  those  of  his  ehief 
y.     There  is  here  also  a  lesson  for  us. 

''lie  paragraph  immediately  following, 
was  not  quoted,  was  this: 

*  by  no  means  logical  to  leap,  from  this 
(''      <iition  of  the  necessity  of  ade<iuate  naval 
.(   secure  outlying  dependencies,  to  the 
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conclusion  that  the  United  States  would  need 
for  that  object  a  navy  equal  to  the  largest 
now  existing.  A  nation  as  far  removed  as  is 
our  own  from  the  bases  of  foreign  naval 
strength  may  reasonably  reckon  upon  the 
({ualitication  that  distance — not  to  speak  of 
the  complex  European  interests  close  at  hand 
— impresses  upon  the  exertion  of  naval  strength 
by  European  powers.  The  mistake  is  when 
our  remoteness,  unsupported  by  carefully  cal- 
culated force,  is  regarded  as  an  armor  of  proof, 
under  cover  of  which  any  amount  of  swagger 
may  be  safely  indulged.  An  estimate  of  wliat 
is  an  adequate  naval  force  for  our  country 
may  properly  take  into  account  the  happy  in- 
terval which  separates  both  our  present  terri- 
torj^  and  our  future  aspirations  from  the  cen- 
tres of  interest  really  vital  to  European  states. 

So  much  for  trying,  as  the  actual  writer 
had  done,  to  show  people  the  truth,  as  he 
saw  it,  by  giving  them  both  sides  of  the 
question. 

Direct  misrepresentation,  however, 
whether  by  commission  or  by^  omission, 
careless  or  wilful,  is  probably  less  liarni- 
ful  than  the  indirect  injury  produced  by 
continual  repetition  of  unintentional  mis- 
conceptions. The  former  occurs  general- 
ly^ in  the  case  of  living,  present-moment 
questions  ;  it  reaches  chielly  those  already- 
convinced;  and  it  has  its  counteraction  in 
the  arguments  of  the  oilier  party,  which 
are  read  b\'  the  appropriate  constituency. 
The  real  work  of  those  questions  of  the 
day^  goes  on  behind  the  scenes;  and  the 
})ress  atl'ects  tlieni,  not  because  of  its  in- 
trinsic power,  Init  only  in  so  far  as  it  is 
thought  to  repi'esent  the  trend  of  thought 
in  a  body  of  voters.  On  sul)jects  of  h^ss 
immediate  moment,  as  military  aiul  na- 
val matters  are — except  when  war  looms 
near,  and  preparation  is  too  late — men's 
brains,  already  full  enough  (^f  pressing 
cares,  refuse  to  work,  and  submit  })assive- 
ly  to  impressions,  as  the  eye,  without 
conscious  action,  takes  note  of  and  re- 
cords external  incidents.  L^nfortunately 
these  impressions,  uncori-ected  by  refk'C- 
tion,  exaggerated  in  narration,  and  inten- 
sified by  the  repetition  of  a  number  of 
writers,  come  to  constitute  a  body  of  })ul)- 
lic  belief,  not  strictly  rational  in  its  birth 
or  subsequent  growth,  but  as  impassive 
in  its  resistance  to  argument  as  it  was 
innocent  of  mental  process  during  its  for- 
mation. 

The  intention  of  the  present  paper  is  to 
meet,  and  as  far  as  ])ossible  to  remove, 
some  such  current  errors  of  the  day  on 
naval  matters — popular  misconceptions, 
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coniiiuially  encountered  in  convei-sMtion 
and  in  the  newsi)apei'S. 

Accepting-  the  existence  of  the  navy, 
and  the  necessity  for  its  continuance — 
for  some  starting-point  must  he  assumed 
—  the  errors  to  he  touched  upon  are: 

1.  That  the  United  States  needs  a  navy 
•'  for  defence  only/' 

2.  That  a  navy  "for  defence  only'' 
means  for  the  iinmediate  defence  of  our 
seaports  and  coast- line;  an  allowance 
also  heing  made  for  scattered  cruisers  to 
pr(\v  upon  an  enemy's  commerce. 

3.  That  if  we  go  heyond  this,  hy  ac- 
quiring any  territory  overseas,  either  hy 
negotiation  or  conquest,  we  step  at  once 
to  the  need  of  having-  a  navy  lai'ger  than 
tlie  largest, wliich  is  that  of  Great  Britain, 
now  the  largest  in  the  world. 

4.  Tliat  tlie  difficulty  of  doing  this,  and 
the  expense  involved,  are  the  greater  he- 
cause  of  the  rapid  advances  in  naval  im- 
provement, which  it  is  gravely  said  make 
a  ship  ohsolete  in  a  very  few  years;  or,  to 
use  a  very  favorite  hyperhole.she  hecomes 
obsolete  before  she  can  be  launched.  The 
assertion  of  the  rapid  obsolescence  of  ships 
of  war  Will  be  dwelt  upon,  in  the  hopes  of 
contra ven. in g  it. 

5.  After  this  ])aper  had  been  written, 
the  calamity  to  the  United  States  ship 
Maine,  in  the  harbor  of  Havana,  elicited, 
from  the  mourning  and  consternation  of 
the  country,  the  evident  tokens  of  other 
unreasoning  apprehensions  —  springing 
from  imperfect  knowledge  and  vague  im- 
pressions—  which  at  least  should  be  no- 
ticed cursorily,  and  if  ])0ssible  appeased. 

First,  the  view  that  the  United  States 
should  plan  its  navy — in  numbers  and  in 
sizes  of  ships — for  defence  only,  rests  upon 
a  confusion  of  ideas— a  political  idea  and  a 
military  idea — under  the  one  term  of  "de- 
fence.'' Politically,  it  has  always  been 
assumed  in  the  United  States,  and  very 
properly,  that  our  policy  should  never  be 
wantonly  aggressive  :  that  we  should  nev- 
er seek  our  own  advantage,  however  evi- 
dent, by  an  unjust  pressure  upon  another 
nation,  much  less  by  open  war.  This,  it 
will  be  seen,  is  a  ])()litical  idea,  one  which 
serves  for  the  guidance  of  the  people  and 
of  the  statesmen  of  the  country  in  deter- 
mining— not  how  war  is  to  be  carried  on, 
which  is  a  military  question,  but — under 
what  circumstances  war  is  permissible,  or 
unjust.  This  is  a  (juestion  of  civil  policy, 
pure  and  simple,  and  by  no  means  a  mili- 
tary question.      As  a  nation,  we  have  al- 


ways vehemently  avowed  that  we  will, 
and  do,  act  justly;  in  practice,  like  other 
states,  and  like  mankind  generally,  when 
we  have  wanted  anything  very  badly,  we 
have — at  least  at  times — managed  to  see 
that  it  was  just  that  we  should  have  it. 
In  the  matter  of  general  policy  our  hands 
are  b\''  no  means  clean  from  aggression. 
General  Grant,  after  retii'ing  from  public 
life,  maintained  that  the  war  with  Mexico 
was  an  unjust  war;  a  stigma  which,  if 
true,  stains  our  possession  of  California 
and  much  other  territory.  The  acquisi- 
tion of  Louisiana  was  as  great  an  outrage 
upon  the  technical  rig'hts  of  Spain  as  the 
acquisition  of  Hawaii  would  be  upon  the 
technical  rights  of  the  fast-disappearing 
aborigines;  and  there  can  be  little  doubt 
that,  although  we  did  not  go  to  war  with 
Spain  to  get  Florida,  we  made  things  so 
uncomfortable  for  her  that  she  was  prac- 
tically forced  at  last  to  get  out.  It  does 
not  follow  necessarily  that  any  of  these 
actions  were  wrong,  even  if  we  consider 
that  the  so-called  legal  rights  of  Mexico 
and  Spain  were  set  aside  by  the  strong 
liand:  for  law  is  sim])ly  an  invention  of 
mankind  to  secure  justice,  and  when  jus- 
tice, the  natural  I'ights  of  the  greater 
number,  is  prevented  by  the  legal,  not 
the  natural,  rights  of  a  few.  law  may  be 
set  aside,  as  it  is  at  every  election,  where 
large  minorities  of  people  are  forced  to 
submit  to  what  they  co}isider  grievous 
wrong.  The  danger  of  overleaping  law 
to  secure  what  is  right  may  be  freely  ad- 
mitted;  but  no  great  responsibility,  such 
as  the  use  of  power  always  is,  can  be 
exercised  at  all  without  some  danger  of 
abuse.  However,  be  that  as  it  may.  there 
can  be  no  question  that  in  times  past  we 
have  aggressed  upon  the  legal  rights  of 
other  states;  and  in  the  annexation  of 
Louisiana  we  infringed  the  letter  of  our 
own  Constitution.  We  broke  the  law  in 
order  to  reach  au  eiul  eminently  benefi- 
cial to  the  majority  of  those  concerned. 
Nevertheless,  wliile  thus  aggressive  on 
occasion,  warring  for  oU'ence  and  not  for 
defence  only,  it  is  distinctly  a  good  thing 
that  we  hold  u])  the  ideal,  and  persuade 
ourselves-that  we  cherish  it;  that  we  ])re- 
pare  means  of  war  only  for  defence.  It  is 
better  honestly  to  profess  a  high  standard, 
even  if  we  fall  from  it  at  times,  than  wil- 
fully to  adoi)t  a  lower  ideal  of  conduct. 

Tiie  phrase  "  AVar  for  defence  only" 
conveys,  therefore,  a  political  idea,  and, 
as  such,  a  proper   and  noble  idea.      Un- 
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fortunately,  in  our  country,  where  al- 
most all  activities  fall  under  two  chief 
heads  —  politics  and  business  —  politics, 
the  less  sensitively  organized  but  more 
forceful  of  the  two,  intrudes  everywhere 
and  masters  everything.  We  dread  stand- 
ing armies.  Why?  Because  standing 
armies,  being  organized  masses  of  men, 
trained  to  obey  capable  leaders,  may 
overcome  the  resistance  of  .a  people 
which  is  far  greater  in  numbers,  but  un- 
organized. What  are  our  politics  now 
but  organized  masses  of  men,  habituated 
to  obey  their  leaders,  among  whom  to 
change  their  vote  is  stigmatized  as  the 
treason  of  an  Arnold,  and  between  which 
the  popular  v/ill  is  driven  helplessly  from 
side  to  side,  like  a  shuttlecock  between 
two  battledores.  Politics  cleans  our 
streets,  regulates  our  education,  and  so 
on ;  it  is  not  to  be  wondered  at  tliat  it  in- 
trudes into  the  military  sphere,  with  con- 
fidence all  the  greater  that  it  is  there 
especially  ignorant.  Let  there  be  no  mis- 
understanding, however.  It  is  perfectly 
riglit  that  the  policy  of  the  country  should 
dictate  the  character  and  strength  of  the 
military  establishment;  the  evil  is  when 
policy  is  controlled  by  ignorance,  sunnned 
up  in  a  mistaken  but  captivating  catch- 
word—  "for  defence  only." 

Among  all  masters  of  military  art — in- 
cluding tlierein  naval  art — it  is  a  thor- 
oughly accepted  princii)le  that  mere  de- 
fensive war  means  military  ruin,  and 
therefore  national  disaster.  It  is  vain  to 
maintain  a  military  or  naval  force  whose 
po\ver  is  not  equal  to  assuming  the  offen- 
sive soon  or  late,  wliich  cannot,  first  or 
last,  go  out,  assail  the  enemy,  and  hurt 
hirii  in  his  vital  interests.  A  navy  U)v 
defence  only,  in  the  political  sense,  means 
a  navy  that  will  only  be  used  in  case  we 
are  forced  into  Avar;  a  navy  for  defence 
only,  in  the  military  sense,  moans  a  navy 
that  can  only  await  attack  and  defend  its 
own,  leaving  the  enemy  at  ease  as  regards 
his  own  interests,  and  at  libei'ty  to  choose 
his  own  time  and  manner  of  fighting. 

It  is  to  be  observed  also  that  the  most 
beneficial  use  of  a  military  force  is  not 
to  wage  war,  however  successfully,  but 
to  prevent  war,  with  all  its  suffering, 
expense,  and  complication  of  embarrass- 
ments. Of  course,  therefore,  a  navy  for 
defence  only,  from  which  an  enenn^  need 
fear  no  harm,  is  of  small  account  in  diplo- 
matic relations,  for  it  is  nearly  useless  as 
a  deterrent  from  war.      Whatever  there 


may  be  in  our  conditions  otherwise  to 
prevent  states  from  attacking  us,  a  navy 
"  for  defence  only  "  will  not  add  to  them. 
For  mere  harbor  defence,  fortifications  are 
decisively  superior  to  ships,  except  where 
peculiar  local  conditions  are  found.  All 
our  greatest  cities  on  the  Atlantic  and 
Gulf  coasts  can  be  locally  defended  better 
by  forts  than  by  ships;  but  if,  instead  of 
a  navy  "for  defence  only,"  there  be  one 
so  large  that  the  enemy  must  send  a  great 
many  ships  across  the  Atlantic,  if  he  sends 
any,  then  the  question  whether  he  can 
spare  so  great  a  number  is  very  serious, 
considering  the  ever-critical  condition  of 
European  politics.  Suppose,  for  instance, 
we  could  put  twenty  battle-ships  in  com- 
mission for  war  in  thirty  days,  and  that 
we  had  threatening  trouble  with  either 
Germany,  France,  Great  Britain,  or  Rus- 
sia. There  is  not  one  of  these,  except 
Great  Britain,  that  could  afford  to  send 
over  here  twenty-five  battle-ships,  which 
would  be  the  very  fewest  needed,  seeing 
the  distance  of  their  operations  from 
home,  while  we  have  friendly  ports ;  while 
Great  Britain,  relying  wholly  on  her  navy 
for  the  integrity  of  her  empire,  equally 
cannot  afford  the  hostility  of  a  nation 
having  twenty  battle  -  ships,  and  with 
whom  her  points  of  difference  are  as  in- 
consequential to  her  as  ihoy  arc  with  us. 
It  should  be  remembered,  too,  that  any 
war  which  may  arise  with  the  naval  na- 
tions of  Europe — or  with  Ja])an,  which 
will  soon  rank  with  them — will  not  be 
with  reference  to  our  own  territories,  but 
to  our  external  relations.  In  the  ]\[onroe 
docti'ine,  as  now  understood  and  viewed 
in  the  light  of  the  Venezuela  incident, 
with  the  utterances  then  made  by  our 
statesmen  of  all  parties,  we  have  on  hand 
one  of  the  biggest  contracts  any  modern 
statf'  has  undertaken.  Nor  may  we  an- 
ticipate from  other  nations  the  eas,y  ac- 
quiescence of  Great  Britain.  The  way 
the  latter  sticks  by  Canada  should  warn 
us,  that  we  prevailed  in  Venezuela  be- 
cause the  matter  to  her  was  not  worth 
war.  Great  Britain  is  gorged  with  land. 
Her  statesmen  are  weary  of  looking  af- 
ter it,  and  of  the  persistence  with  which 
one  advance  compels  another.  It  is  not 
so  with  Germany  and  France.  The  lat- 
ter is  traditionally  our  friend,  however, 
and  her  ambitions,  even  when  she  held 
Canada,  have  ever  pointed  east  rather  than 
west.  But  how  about  Germany?  It  is 
the  fashion  here  to  proclaim  the  Emperor 
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a  fool,  for  liis  sliibboletli  is  iiripcrialistic 
jiTul  not  I'epublican ;  but  if  he  be,  it  is 
with  the  lolly  of  the  ag-e  on  the  ICuropean 
Continent—the  huno-erfor  ships, colonies, 
and  connnerce,  after  which  the  g-reat  Na- 
l)oleon  so  hankered,  and  n])on  which  tlie 
])rosperityof  Gretit  ]>ritain  has  been  built. 
Sliips,  colonies,  connnerce.  nie^m  to  a 
Euro})ean  nation  of  to-day  just  wliat 
our  vast,  half-inii)roved,  heavily  tarill'ed 
territoiy  means  to  us.  They  mean  to 
those  nations  room  to  ex])and.  land 
\vherewith  to  ])ortion  oH'  the  sons  and 
daug-hters  that  cannot  find  living  space 
at  home,  widespread  political  and  inter- 
national inlkience,  through  blood  ailili- 
ation  with  i)rosperous  colonies,  the  ])0W- 
er  of  which,  in  tliC  sentiment  of  brother- 
liood,  received  such  illustration  in  the 
Queen's  Jubilee — one  of  the  most  majestic 
sights  of  the  ages  ;  for  no  Roman  triumi)li 
ever  equalled  for  variety  of  interest  the 
Jubilee,  in  which  not  victorious  force,  but 
love,  the  all-])owerful,  was  the  tie  that 
knit  the  diversities  of  the  great  pageant 
into  one  coherent,  living  whole.  What 
political  ;-)ower  is  stable  save  that  which 
holds  men's  liearts  ?  And  what  liolds 
men's  hearts  like  blood-relationship,  per- 
mitted free  course  and  given  occasional 
manifestation  and  exchange?  German 
colonies,  like  unto  those  of  Great  Britain 
— such  is  the  foolish  day-dream  of  the 
German  Emperor,  if  folly  it  be:  but  if  he 
be  a  fool,  he  knows  at  least  that  recip- 
rocal advantage,  reciprocal  interests,  pro- 
mote the  exchange  of  Icindly  offices,  by 
which  has  been  kept  alive  the  love  be- 
tween Englishmen  at  home  and  English- 
men in  the  colonies.  He  knows,  also, 
that  such  advantages  derive  from  power, 
from  foi'ce — not  force  exerted  necessarily, 
but  force  possessed— and  that  force.  })ow- 
er.  de])ends  not  uiK3n  fleets  and  armies 
only,  but  upon  positions  also  —  war  be- 
ing, as  Napoleon  used  to  say.  "  a  busi- 
ness of  positions" — one  of  those  jn-egnant 
phrases  of  the  great  captain  upon  which 
a  man  may  meditate  many  hours  with- 
out exhausting  it.  A  state  that  aims  at 
maritime  power  and  at  colonial  empire,  as 
Germany  unquestionably — nay.  avowed- 
ly— now  does,  needs  not  only  large  and 
widely  dispersed  colonies  ;  she  furtlier 
needs  influence  ui)on  tliosQ  routes  of  com- 
merce which  connect  together  countries 
and  colonies,  and  (ov  that  she  wants  ]h>s- 
session  of  minor  points,  whose  value  is 
rather     military     than    commercial,  but 


which  essentially  aifect  the  control  of  the 
sea  and  of  the  communications. 

Now  the  secrets  of  the  Emperor  arid  of 
his  more  confidential  advisers  are  not  all 
worn  upon  the  sleeve,  as  might  be  in- 
ferred from  the  audacity  and  apparent 
imprudence  of  occasional  utterances.  It 
is  kn.own.  however,  not  only  from  his 
words,  which  might  be  discounted,  but 
from  his  acts,  that  he  wants  a  big  navy, 
that  he  has  meddled  in  South  Africa,  and 
that  he  has  on  a  slight  pretext,  but  not. 
it  may  well  be  believed,  in  any  frivolous 
spirit,  seized  Kiao-chou.  in  Cliina.  What 
all  this  means  to  himself  can  be  only  a 
matter  of  inference.  The  present  writei-. 
after  inquiring  in  qtiarters  likely  to  be 
well  informed,  has  been  able  to  obtain 
nothing  more  positive  than  deductions, 
reasonably  made,  by  men  whose  business 
it  is  to  watch  cui-rent  events  in  Europe; 
but  the  idea  has  long  been  forming  in  the 
minds  of  political  thinkers,  looking  not 
only  upon  the  moves  of  the  political 
chess-board  as  they  superficially  appear 
in  each  day's  news,  and  are  dictated  large- 
ly by  momentary  emergencies,  but  seek- 
ing also  to  detect  the  purpose  and  tem- 
perament of  the  players — be  they  men  in 
power  or  national  tendencies — that  the 
German  Emperor  is  but  continuing  and 
expanding  a  scheme  of  policy  inherited 
from  his  predecessors  in  the  government 
of  the  state.  Nay.  more;  it  is  thought 
that  this  policy  represents  a  tendency  and 
a  need  of  the  German  people  itself,  in  the 
movement  towards  national  unity  be- 
tween its  racial  constituents,  in  which 
so  great  an  advance  has  already  been  ac- 
complished in  the  last  thirty  years.  Ele- 
ments long  estranged,  but  of  the  same 
blood,  can  in  no  way  more  surely  attain 
to  community  of  interest  and  of  view 
than  by  the  development  of  an  extei-nal 
policy,  ol'  which  the  benelits  and  the 
pride  may  be  common  to  all.  Ti'ue 
unity  requires  some  common  object, 
aroun.d  which  diverse  interests  may  cling 
and  crystallize.  Nations,  like  families, 
need  to  look  outside  themselves,  if  they 
would  escai)e,  on  the  one  hand,  narrow 
self-satisfaction,  or.  on  the  other,  pitiful 
intei-nal  dissensions.  The  far-reaching 
external  activities  fostered  in  Great  Brit- 
ain by  her  insular  position  have  not  only 
intensitied  }iatriotism.  but  have  given  also 
a  certain  nobility  of  bi'cadth  to  her  states- 
manship up  to  the  middle  of  this  cen- 
turv. 
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Why,  then,  should  not  Germany,  whose 
political  unity  was  effected  near  two  cen- 
turies after  that  of  Great  Britain,  do  wise- 
ly in  imitating-  a  policy  whereby  the  older 
state  has  become  an  empire,  tliat  still 
travels  onward  to  a  further  and  greater 
unity,  which,  if  realized,  shall  embrace  in 
one  fold  remote  quarters  of  the  world? 
Where  is  the  folly  of  the  one  conception 
or  of  the  other?  The  folly,  if  it  prove 
such, has  as  yet  no  demonstrable  existence, 
save  in  the  imaginations  of  a  portion  of  the 
people  of  the  United  States,  who,  clinging 
to  certain  maxims  of  a  century  ago — when 
they  were  quite  applicable— or  violently 
opposed  to  any  active  interest  in  matters 
outside  our  family  of  States,  find  that 
those  who  differ  from  themselves  are,  if 
Americans,  jingoes,  and  if  foreigners,  like 
the  present  Emperor  William  and  Mr. 
Chamberlain,  fools.  The  virtues  and  the 
powers  of  the  British  and  German  peoples 
may  prove  unequal  to  their  ambitions — 
time  alone  can  show ;  but  it  is  a  noble  aim 
in  their  rulers  to  seek  to  extend  their  in- 
fluence, to  establish  their  positions,  and  to 
knit  them  together,  in  such  wise  that  as 
races  they  may  play  a  mighty  part  in  the 
world's  history.  The  ambition  is  noble, 
even  if  it  fail ;  if  it  succeed,  our  posterity 
may  take  a  different  view  of  its  folly,  and 
of  our  own  wisdom  in  this  generation. 

For  there  are  at  least  two  steps,  in  other 
directions  than  those  as  yet  taken,  by 
which  the  Emperor,  w^hen  he  feels  strong 
enough  at  sea — he  is  yet  scarcely  in  mid- 
dle life — might  greatl}^  and  suddenly  in- 
crease the  maritime  em])ire  of  Germany, 
using  means  which  are  by  no  means  un- 
precedented, historically,  but  which  would 
certainly  arouse  vehement  wrath  in  the 
United  States,  and  subject  to  a  severe  test 
our  maxim  of  a  navy  for  defence  only. 
There  is  a  large  and  growing  German  col- 
ony in  southern  Brazil,  and  I  am  credibly 
informed  that  there  is  a  distinct  effort  to 
divert  thither,  by  means  direct  and  indi- 
rect, a  considerable  part  of  the  emigration 
wViich  now  comes  to  the  United  States,  and 
therefore  is  lost  politically  to  Germany — 
for  she  has,  of  course,  no  hope  of  coloniza- 
tion here.  The  inference  is  that  the  Em- 
peror hopes  at  a  future  day,  for  which  he 
is  young  enough  to  wait,  to  find  in  south- 
ern Bi'azil  a  strong  German  poi)ulation, 
which  in  due  time  may  seek  to  detach  it- 
self from  the  Brazilian  Republic,  as  Texas 
once  detached  itself  from  Mexico;  and 
which  may  then  seek  political  union  with 


Germany,  as  Texas  sought  political  union 
with  the  United  States,  to  obtain  support 
against  her  former  owners  and  masters. 
Without  advancing  any  particular  opin- 
ion as  to  the  advisable  geographical  limits 
of  the  Monroe  doctrine,  we  may  be  pretty 
sure  that  the  American  people  would  word- 
ily resent  an  act  which  in  our  press  would 
be  called  "the  aggression  of  a  European 
military  monarchy  upon  the  political  or 
territorial  rights  of  an  American  repub- 
lic." This  also  could  be  accompanied 
with  the  liberal  denunciation  of  William 
II.  which  now  ornaments  our  editorial 
columns;  but  hard  words  break  no  bones, 
and  the  practical  question  would  remain, 
"What  are  you  goiug  to  do  about  it?" 
with  a  navy  "  for  defence  only."  If  you 
cannot  offend  Germany,  in  the  military 
sense  of  "offend" — that  is,  if  you  cannot 
seek  her  out  and  Jnirt  her — how  are  you 
going  to  control  her?  In  contemplation 
of  the  future  contingencies  of  oui*  nation- 
al policy,  let  us  contrast  our  own  project- 
ed naval  force  with  that  now  rec(^ni- 
mended  to  the  German  Reichstag  by  the 
Budget  Conunittee,  despite  the  many 
prophecies  that  the  Emperor  could  not 
obtain  his  desired  navy.  "The  Budget 
Committee  of  the  Reichstag  to-day  adopt- 
ed, in  accordance  wnth  the  government 
proposals,  parts  of  the  naval  bill,  fixing 
the  number  of  ships  to  be  held  in  readi- 
ness for  service  as  follows:  1  llag-shij), 
18  battle-ships,  12  large  cruisers,  30  small 
cruisers,  8  coast-defence  ironclads,  and  lo 
gunboats,  besides  torpedo-boats,  school- 
ships,  and  small  gunboats."*  That  these 
numbers  were  fixed  with  reference  to  the 
United  States  is  indeed  improbable;  but 
the  United  States  should  take  note. 

A  second  means  of  expanding  Germany 
as  a  colonial  power  would  be  to  induce 
the  Dutch  —  who  are  the  Germans  of  the 
lower  Rhine  and  the  North  Sea — to  seek 
union  with  the  German  Em})ire,  the  em- 
])ire  of  the  Germans  of  the  u])per  Rliine. 
of  the  Elbe,  and  of  the  Baltic.  This,  it 
ma}"  be  said,  would  be  far  less  dilHcult  in 
consummation  than  tlie  scheme  last  sug- 
gested; for  in  Brazil,  as  in  the  United 
States  and  elsewhere,  the  German  emi- 
grant tends  to  identify  himself  with  the 
institutions  he  finds  around  him,  and 
shows  little  dis})osition  to  })olitical  in- 
dependence— a  fact  which  emphasizes  the 
necessity  of  strictly  German  colonies,  if 
the  race,  outside  of  Europe,  is  not  to  un- 

*  Vvoiu  a  tck'irram  from  Berlin  of  Marcli  2  ult. 
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dorg-o  political  absorption.  Tlie  diflicul- 
ties  or  the  advantages  which  the  annexa- 
tion of  lloUand  might  involve,  as  reo-ai-ds 
the  ]K)litical  balaiice  of  power  in  Europe, 
and  the  vast  Asiatic  colonies  of  the  Dutch 
— Sumatra,  Java,  New  Guinea,  etc. — are 
a  consideration  outside  the  scope  of  Amer- 
ican })()licY;  but  the  transaction  would 
involve  one  little  incident  as  to  whicli, 
unlike  southern  ]>razil,  a  decided  opinion 
nuiy  be  expressed,  and  that  incident  would 
be  the  transferrence  of  the  island  of  Cura- 
(;ao,  in  the  West  Indies,  to  Germany.  If 
Cui'agao  and  its  political  tenure  do  not 
fall  within  the  purview  of  the  jMonroe 
doctrine,  the  Monroe  doctrine  has  no  ex- 
istence; for  the  ishmd,  tlioug'h  small,  has 
a  wellnig-h  impreg-nable  harbor,  and  lies 
close  beside  the  routes  to  the  Centi'al 
American  Isthmus,  Avhicli  is  to  us  wliat 
Egfvpt  and  Suez  are  to  England.  But 
"what  objection  can  we  urge,  or  what  can 
we  do,  with  a  navj-  "for  defence  only," 
in  the  military  sense  of  the  word  de- 
fence? 

The  way  out  of  this  confusion  of 
thought,  the  logical  method  of  I'cconcil- 
ing  the  ])olitical  principle  of  non-aggres- 
sion with  a  naval  })owcr  capable  of  taking 
the  ott'ensive,  if  necessary,  is  to  recognize, 
and  to  say,  that  defence  means  not  mere- 
ly defence  of  our  tei'ritory,  but  defence  of 
our  just  luational  interests,  whatever  they 
be  and  wherever  they  are.  For  exam])le. 
the  exclusion  of  direct  European  ])olit- 
ical  control  from  the  Isthmus  of  Pan- 
ama is  as  really  a  matter  of  national  de- 
fence as  is  the  ])rotection  of  New  York 
Harbor.  Take  this  as  the  political  mean- 
ing of  the  phrase  "a  navy  for  defence 
only,"  and  naval  men.  I  think,  must  ad- 
mit that  it  is  no  longer  inap])licable  as  a 
military  ])hrase.  but  expresses  adequately 
the  naval  needs  of  the  nation.  But  no 
military'  student  can  consider  eihcient  a 
force  so  limited,  in  quantity  oi-  in  quality. 
that  it  must  await  attack  befoi-e  it  can 
act. 

Now  admitting  this  view  as  to  the  scope 
of  the  word  defence,  what  is  the  l)est  meth- 
od of  defending  your  interests  when  vcmi 
know  that  another  intends  lo  attack  them  .' 
Is  it  to  busy  yourself  with  precautions 
here,  and  precautions  there,  in  every  di- 
rection, to  head  him  oil'  when  he  comes r 
Or  is  it  to  lake  the  simpler  means  o(  so 
})reparing  that  you  have  thej^ower  to  hurt 
him.  and  to  make  him  afraid  that,  if  he 
moves,  lie  will  be  the  worse  hurt   o(  the 


two?  In  life  generally  a  man  who  means 
mischief  is  kept  in  check  best  by  fear  of 
being  hurt;  if  he  has  no  more  to  dread 
than  failure  to  do  harm,  no  reason  to  ap- 
prehend receiving  harm,  he  will  make  his 
attempt.  But  while  this  is  probably  ti-ue 
of  life  in  general,  it  is  notably  true  of  war- 
fare. The  state  which  in  war  relies  sim- 
])ly  upon  defending  itself,  instead  of  upon 
hurting  the  enemy,  is  bound  to  incur  dis- 
aster, and  for  the  very  simple  reason  that 
the  ])arty  which  proposes  to  strike  a  blow 
has  but  one  thing  to  do:  whereas  he  who 
proi)oses  only  to  ward  off  Idows  has  a 
dozen  things,  for  he  cannot  Jcnow  upon 
which  interest,  of  a  dozen  that  he  may 
have,  the  coming  blow  may  fall.  For 
this  i-eason.  again,  a  "navy  for  defence 
only  "'is  a  wholly  misleading  phrase,  un- 
less defence  be  construed  to  include  all 
national  interests,  and  not  only  the  na- 
tional territory:  and  fui'ther.  unless  it  be 
understood  that  the  best  defence  of  one's 
own  interests  is  power  to  injure  those  of 
the  enemy. 

In  the  sunnnai-y  of  i)oints  to  be  dealt 
with  has  been  included  the  opinion  that 
otfensive  action  by  a  navy  may  be  limit- 
ed to  merely  preying  upon  the  enemy's 
commerce — that  being  considered  not  only 
a  real  injury,  but  one  great  enough  to 
bring  him  to  peace.  Concerning  this,  it 
will  suliice  here  to  say  that  national  mari- 
time commerce  does  not  consist  in  a  num- 
ber of  shii)s  sprinkled,  as  by  a  pepper-pot, 
over  the  surface  of  the  ocean.  Rightly 
viewed.  it  constitutes  a  great  system,  with 
the  strength  and  weakness  of  such.  Its 
strength  is  that  possessed  by  all  organ- 
ized jHnver.  namely,  that  it  can  itndergo 
a  good  deal  of  local  injury,  such  as  scat- 
tered cruisers  may  inllict.  causing  incon- 
venience and  suli'ering.  without  receiving 
vital  harm.  A  strong  man  cannot  be 
made  to  quit  his  work  by  sticking  pins  in 
him.  or  by  bruising  his  shins,  or  blacking 
his  eyes:  he  must  be  hit  in  a  vital  part, 
or  have  a  bone  broken,  to  be  laid  up.  The 
weaknesses  of  commerce — the  fatally  vul- 
nerable parts  of  its  system— are  the  com- 
mercial routes  over  which  ships  pass. 
They  are  the  bones,  ihe  skeleton,  the 
framework  of  the  organism.  Hold 
them,  break  tliem.  ami  connnerce  falls 
with  a  crash,  even  tliough  no  ship  is 
taken,  but  all  locked  up  in  safe  ports. 
But  to  effect  this  is  not  the  work  of  dis- 
]iersed  cruisers  picking  u]i  ships  hei'e  a-nd 
there,  as  birds  pick  up  crumbs,  but  of  ves- 


CURRENT  FALLACIES  UPON  NAVAL  SUBJECTS. 


49 


sels  massed  into  powerful  fleets,  holding 
the  sea,  or  at  the  least  making  the  high- 
ways too  dangerous  for  use.  A  navy  so 
planned  is  for  defence  indeed,  in  the  true 
sense  that  tlie  best  defence  is  to  crush  your 
enemy  by  depriving  him  of  tlie  use  of  the 
sea. 

We  now  come  to  the  assertion  that  if 
the  United  States  takes  to  itself  interests 
beyond  the  sea — of  wliich  Hawaii  is  an 
instance — it  not  only  adds  to  its  liabil- 
ities, which  is  true,  but  incurs  an  un- 
necessary exposure,  to  guard  against 
which  we  need  no  less  than  the  greatest 
nav3"  in  the  world. 

It  might  be  retorted  that,  willy-nilly, 
we  already,  by  general  national  consent, 
have  accepted  numerous  external  inter- 
ests— embraced  under  the  Monroe  doc- 
trine ;  and  that,  as  regards  Hawaii, 
many  even  who  reject  annexation  admit 
that  our  interests  will  not  tolerate  any 
other  nation  taking  those  islands.  But 
liow  shall  we  enforce  even  that  limited 
amount  of  interest  if  any  other  power — 
Great  Britain,  Germany,  or  Japan— de- 
cide to  take,  and  the  islanders  acquiesce? 
In  such  cases  we  should  even  be  worse 
off,  militarily,  than  with  annexation  com- 
pleted. Let  us,  however,  put  aside  this 
argument— of  the  many  already  existing 
external  interests — and  combat  this  alle- 
gation, that  an  immense  navy  would  be 
needed,  by  recurring  to  the  true  military 
•conception  of  defence  already  developed. 
Tlie  subject  will  thus  tend  to  unity  of  treat- 
ment, centring  round  that  word  Defence. 
Effective  defence  does  not  consist  prima- 
rily in  power  to  protect,  but  in  power  to 
injure.  A  man's  defence  against  a  snake, 
if  cornered — if  he  must  liave  to  do  with  it 
— is  not  to  protect  himself,  but  to  kill  the 
snake.  If  a  snake  got  into  the  room,  as 
often  happens  in  India,  the  position  should 
not  be  estimated  by  abilit}'  to  get  out  of 
the  room  one's  self,  but  by  power  to  get 
rid  of  the  snake.  In  fact,  a  very  interest- 
ing illustration  of  the  true  theory  of  de- 
fence is  found  in  a  casual  remark  in  a  nat- 
ural history  about  snakes — that  compara- 
tively few  are  dangerous  to  man,  but  that 
the  whole  family  is  protected  by  the  fear 
those  few  inspire.  If  attacked  by  a  dog, 
safety  is  not  sought  chiefly  in  the  means 
of  warding  him  off",  but  by  showing  him 
the  means  possessed  of  hurting  him,  as  by 
picking  up  a  stone;  and  with  a  man,  where 
an  appeal  lies  to  the  intelligence,  the  argu- 
ment from  power  to  injure  is  peculiarly 


strong.  If  a  burglar,  thinking  to  enter  a 
room,  knows  that  he  may— or  will — kill 
the  occupant,  but  that  the  latter  may  break 
his  leg,  he  will  not  enter.  The  game  would 
not  be  worth  the  candle. 

Apply  this  thought  now  to  the  United 
States  and  its  naval  needs.  As  Great 
Britain  is  by  very  far  the  greatest  naval 
power,  let  us  take  her  to  be  the  supposed 
eneni}^.  If  we  possessed  the  Hawaiian 
Islands,  and  war  unhappily  broke  out  with 
Great  Britain,  she  could  now,  if  she  de- 
sired, take  them  without  trouble,  so  far  as 
our  navy  is  concerned;  so  could  France; 
so  possibly,  five  years  hence,  could  Japan. 
That  is,  under  our  present  conditions  of 
naval  weakness,  either  France  or  Great 
Britain  could  spare  ships  enough  to  over- 
come our  force,  without  fatally  crippling 
her  Euroi)ean  fleet;  whereas,  were  our 
navy  half  the  size  of  the  British,  she 
could  not  afford  to  send  half  her  ileet  so 
far  away  from  home:  nor,  if  we  had  half 
ours  in  the  Pacific  and  half  in  the  Atlan- 
tic, could  she  afford  to  send  one-third  or 
one-fourth  of  her  entire  navy  so  far  from 
her  greater  interests,  inde])endent  of  the 
fact  that,  even  if  victorious,  it  would  be 
very  badly  used  before  our  force  was  de- 
feated. Hawaii  is  not  worth  that  to  Great 
Bi'itain;  whereas  it  is  of  so  much  conse- 
quence to  us  that,  even  if  lost,  it  Avould 
probably  be  returned  at  a  peace,  as  Mar- 
tinique and  Guadeloupe  invariably  have 
been  to  France.  Great  Britain  would  not 
find  its  value  equivalent  to  our  resent- 
ment at  her  holding  it.  Now  the  argu- 
ment as  to  the  British  fleet  is  still  stronger 
as  to  France,  for  she  is  as  distant  as  Great 
Britain  and  has  a  smallei*  navy.  The  ar- 
gument is  different  as  regards  Japan,  for 
she  is  nearer  by  far  than  they,  only  half 
as  far  again  as  we.  and  that  power  has  re- 
cently given  us  an  intimation  which,  if 
we  disregard,  we  do  so  in  face  of  the  facts. 
Her  remonstrance  about  the  annexation 
of  Hawaii,  however  far  it  went,  gave  us 
fair  warning  that  a  great  naval  state  was 
about  to  come  into  being  in  the  Pacific, 
prepared  to  watch,  and  perhaps  to  con- 
test, our  action  in  what  we  thought  our 
interests  demanded.  From  that  instant 
the  navy  of  Japan  becomes  a  standard, 
showing,  whether  we  annex  the  islands  or 
not,  a  minimum  beneath  which  our  Pa- 
cific fleet  cannot  be  allowed  to  fall,  with- 
out becoming  a  ''  navy  for  defence  only," 
in  the  very  worst  sense. 

This  brief  train  of  reasoning  will  sug- 
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g-est  wliy  it  is  not  necessary  to  have  a 
navy  equal  to  tlie  greatest,  in  order  to  in- 
sure that  sense  of  fearwliich  deters  a  rival 
from  war,  or  handicaps  his  action  in  war. 
The  biggest  navy  that  ever  existed  cannot 
all  be  sent  on  one  mission,  in  any  prob- 
able state  of  the  political  world.  A  much 
smaller  force,  favorably  placed,  produces 
an  effect  far  beyond  its  proportionate 
numbers;  for,  to  quote  again  Na}:>oleon"s 
phrase,  "War  is  a  business  of  positions." 
This  idea  is  by  no  means  new,  even  to 
unprofessional  men;  on  the  contrary.it 
is  so  old  that  it  is  deplorable  to  see  such 
fatuous  arguments  as  the  necessity  of 
equalling  Great  Britain's  navy  adduced 
against  any  scheme  of  external  policy. 
Tlie  annexation  of  Hawaii,  to  recur  to 
that,  may  be  bad  policy  for  many  reasons, 
of  which  I  am  no  good  judge;  but,  as  a 
naval  student,  I  hesitate  not  to  say  that, 
while  annexation  may  entail  a  bigger 
navy  than  is  demanded  for  the  mere  ex- 
clusion of  other  states  from  the  islands— 
though  I  personally  do  not  think  so— it  is 
absurd  to  say  that  we  should  need  a  navy 
equal  to  that  of  Great  Bi'itain.  In  179-i 
Gouverneir  Morris  Avrote  that  if  the  Unit- 
ed States  had  twenty  ships  of  the  line  in 
commission,  no  other  state  would  provoke 
her  enmit}".  K\,  tliat  time  Great  Britain's 
navy  was  relatively  more  powerful  than 
it  is  now, while  she  and  France  were  rival- 
ling each  other  in  testing  the  capacity  of 
our  country  to  stand  kicking ;  but  Morris's 
estimate  was  perfectly  correct,  and  shows 
how  readily  a  sagacious  layman  can  un- 
derstand a  military  question,  if  only  he 
will  put  his  mind  to  it.  and  not  merely 
echo  the  press.  Great  Britain  then  could 
not— and  much  more  France  could  not — 
afford  to  have  twenty  ships  of  the  line  op- 
erating against  her  interests  on  the  other 
side  of  the  Atlantic.  The^^  could  not 
afford  it  in  actual  war;  they  could  not 
afford  it  even  in  peace,  because  not  only 
might  war  arise  at  an}'  time,  but  it  would 
be  much  nu)re  likely  to  happen  if  either 
party  provoked  the  United  States  to  hos- 
tility. The  mere  menace  of  such  a  force, 
its  mere  existence,  would  have  insured 
decent  treatment  without  war;  and  Mor- 
ris, who  was  an  able  financier,  conjectured 
that  to  support  a  navy  of  such  size  for 
twenty  years  would  cost  the  public  trea- 
sury less  than  five  years  of  war  would, 
—not  to  mention  the  private  losses  of  in- 
dividuals in  war. 

All  ])olicy  that  involves  external  action 


is  sought  to  be  discredited  by  this  asser- 
tion, that  it  entails  the  expense  of  a  navy 
equal  to  the  greatest  now  existing  on  the 
sea,  no  heed  being  given  to  the  fact  that 
we  already  have  assumed  such  external 
responsibilities,  if  an}'  weight  is  to  be  at- 
tached to  the  evident  existence  of  a  strong 
])opular  feeling  in  favor  of  the  Monroe 
doctrine,  or  to  Presidential  or  Congres- 
sional utterances  in  the  Venezuela  busi- 
ness, or  in  that  of  HaAvaii.  The  assertion 
is  as  old  as  the  century:  as  is  also  the 
complementary  ignorance  of  the  real  in- 
fluence of  an  inferior  military  or  naval 
force  in  contemporary  policy,  when  such 
force  either  is  favored  by  position,  or 
can  incline  decisively,  to  one  side  or  the 
other,  the  scales  in  a  doubtful  balance. 
To  such  misapprehensions  we  owed,  in 
the  early  part  of  this  century,  the  im- 
pressment of  hundreds  of  xlmerican  sea- 
men, and  the  despotic  control  of  our  com- 
merce by  foreign  governments;  to  this, 
the  blockading  of  our  coasts,  the  harry- 
ing of  the  shores  of  Chesapeake  Bay.  the 
burning  of  Washington,  and  a  host  of 
less  remembered  attendant  evils.  All 
these  things  might  have  been  prevented 
by  the  timely  maintenance  of  a  navy 
of  tolerable  strength,  deterring  the  war- 
ring powers  from  wanton  outrage. 

In  the  present  day  the  argument  that 
none  but  the  greatest  navy  is  of  any 
avail,  and  that  such  is  too  expensive  for 
us  to  contemplate  —  as  it  probably  is — • 
is  re-enforced  by  the  common  statement 
that  the  ship  built  to-day  becomes  obso- 
lete in  an  extremely  short  4ime,  the  pe- 
riod stated  being  generally  a  rhetorical 
figure  rather  than  an  exact  estimate. 
The  word  obsolete  itself  is  used  here 
vaguely.  Strictly,  it  means  no  more 
than  "  gone  out  of  use";  but  it  is  under- 
stood, correctly,  I  think,  to  mean  "be- 
come useless."  xV  lady's  bonnet  may  be- 
come obsolete,  being  gone  out  of  use  be- 
cause no  longer  in  fashion,  though  it 
may  still  be  an  adequate  head-covering; 
but  an  obsolete  ship  of  war  can  only  be 
one  that  is  put  out  of  use  because  it  is 
useless.  A  ship  momentarily  out  of  use, 
because  not  needed,  is  no  more  obsolete 
than  a  hat  hung  up  when  the  owner 
comes  iu.  When  a  ship  is  called  obso- 
lete, therefore,  it  is  meant  that  she  is  out 
of  iise  for  the  same  reason  that  many 
old  English  words  are — because  they  are 
no  longer  good  iov  their  purjiose;  their 
meaning  being  lost   to   mankind  in  gen- 


CUERENT  FALLACIES  UPON  NAVAL  SUBJECTS. 


51 


eral,  they  no  longer  serve  for  the  ex- 
change of  thought. 

In  this  sense  the  obsolescence  of  mod- 
ern ships  of  war  is  just  one  of  those  half- 
truths  which,  as  Tennyson  has  it,  are 
ever  the  worst  of  lies;  it  is  harder  to 
meet  and  fight  outright  than  an  unqual- 
ified untruth.  It  is  true  that  improve- 
ment is  continually  going  on  in  the  va- 
rious parts  of  the  complex  mechanism 
wliicli  constitutes  a  modern  ship  of  war; 
although  it  is  also  true  that  many  changes 
are  made  which  are  not  improvements, 
and  that  reversion  to  an  earlier  type,  the 
abandonment  of  a  once  fancied  improve- 
ment, is  no  unprecedented  incident  in  re- 
cent naval  architecture  and  naval  ord- 
nance. The  revulsion  from  the  Monitor, 
the  turreted  ship  pure  and  simple,  to  the 
broadside  battery  analogous  to  that  car- 
ried by  the  old  ships  of  Farragut'  and 
Nelson,  is  one  of  the  most  singular  and 
interesting  changes  in  men's  thoughts 
that  the  writer  has  met,  either  in  his  ex- 
perience or  in  his  professional  reading. 
The  day  can  be  recalled  when  the  broad- 
side battle-ship  was  considered  as  dead 
as  Cock-Robin — her  knell  was  rung,  and 
herself  buried  without  honors;  yet,  not 
only  has  she  revived,  but  I  imagine  that 
I  should  have  a  very  respectable  follow- 
ing among  naval  officers  now  in  believ- 
ing, as  I  do,  that  the  broadside  guns,  and 
not  those  in  the  turrets,  are  the  primary 
battery  of  the  ship — primary,  I  mean,  in 
fighting  value.  Whatever  the  worth  of 
this  opinion— which  is  immaterial  to  the 
present  contention — a  change  so  radical 
as  from  broadside  battery  to  turreted 
ships,  and  from  the  latter  back  to  broad- 
side, though  Avithout  entirely  giving  up 
turrets,  should  cause  some  reasonable  hes- 
itancy in  imputing  obsoleteness  to  any 
armored  steamship.  The  present  battle- 
ship reproduces,  in  essential  principles, 
the  sliips  that  preceded  the  epoch-making 
Monitor — the  pivot  guns  of  the  earlier 
vessels  being  represented  by  the  present 
turrets,  and  their  broadsides  by  the  pres- 
ent broadside.  The  prevalence  of  the 
Monitor  type  was  an  interlude,  i)Ower- 
fuUy  affecting  the  development  of  na- 
vies, but  making  nothing  obsolete.  It 
did  not  effect  a  revolution,  but  a  modifi- 
cation— much  as  homoeopathy  did  in  the 
"  regular  practice." 

There  is,  of  course,  a  line  on  one  side 
of  which  the  term  obsolete  applies,  but 
it  may  be  said  that  no  ship  is  obsolete  for 
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which  fighting-work  can  be  found,  with 
a  tolerable  chance — a  fighting  chance — of 
her  being  successful ;  because,  though  un- 
equal to  this  or  that  position  of  exposure, 
she,  by  occupying  an  inferior  one,  releases 
a  better  ship.  And  here  again  we  must 
guard  ourselves  from  thinking  that  infe- 
rior force — inferior  in  number  or  inferior 
in  quality — has  no  chance  against  a  supe- 
rior. The  idea  is  simply  another  phase 
of  "a  navy  equal  to  the  greatest,"  an- 
other military  heresy.  A  ship  i;inder  the 
guns  of  one  thrice  her  force,  from  which 
her  speed  cannot  carry  her,  is  doubtless  a 
lost  ship.  She  may  be  called  even  obso- 
lete, though  she  be  the  last  product  of 
naval  science,  just  from  a  dock-yard.  Be- 
fore such  extreme  conditions  are  reached, 
however,  by  a  ship  or  a  fleet,  many  other 
factors  than  merely  relative  force  come 
into  play;  primarily,  man,  with  all  that  his 
personality  implies  —  skill,  courage,  dis- 
cipline,— after  that,  chance,  opportunity, 
accidents  of  time,  accidents  of  place,  ac- 
cidents of  ground, — the  whole  unforeseea- 
ble chapter  of  incidents  which  go  to  form 
military  history.  A  military  situation  is 
made  up  of  many  factors,  and  before  a 
ship  can  be  called  obsolete,  useless  to  the 
great  general  result,  it  must  be  deter- 
mined that  she  can  contribute  no  more 
than  zero  to  either  side  of  the  equation  — 
or  of  the  inequality.  From  the  time  she 
left  the  hands  of  the  designers,  a  unit  of 
maximum  value,  throughout  the  i)eriod 
of  her  gradual  declension,  many  yeai'S 
will  elapse  during  which  a  shi))  once  lu-st- 
rate  will  be  an  object  of  consideration  to 
friend  and  foe.  She  will  wear  out  like  a 
garment,  but  she  does  not  necessarily  be- 
come ol)solete  till  worn  out.  It  may  be 
added  that  the  indications  now  are  that 
radical  changes  of  design  are  not  to  be 
expected  shortly,  and  that  we  have  reach- 
ed a  type  likely  to  endure.  A  ship  built 
five  years  hence  may  have  various  advan- 
tages of  detail  over  one  now  about  to  be 
launched,  but  the  chances  are  they  will 
not  be  of  a  kind  that  reverse  the  odds 
of  battle.  This,  of  course,  is  only  a  fore- 
cast, not  an  assertion;  a  man  who  has 
witnessed  the  coming  and  going  of  the 
]\Ionitor  type  will  forbear  pro])hecy. 

Now,  as  always,  the  best  ships  in  the 
greatest  number,  as  on  shore  the  best 
troops  in  the  greatest  masses,  will  be  car- 
ried as  speedily  as  possible,  and  maintain- 
ed as  efficiently  as  possible,  on  the  front 
of  operations.      But  in  vaiious  directions 
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and  at  various  ])()iiits  behind  tliat  front 
there  are  other  interests  to  be  subserved, 
by  vessels  of  inferior  class,  as  garrisons 
may  be  made  up  wholly  oi*  in  part  of 
troops  no  h)no-er  well  11  tied  for  tlie  held. 
Ihit  should  disaster  occur,  or  tlie  foe 
])i'ove  unexi)ectedly  str<jng\  the  first  line 
of  resei'ved  shi])s  will  move  forward  to 
lill  the  g'a])s,  analogous  in  this  to  tlie  va- 
rious cori)S  of  reserved  troops  who  have 
])assed  their  lirst  youth,  with  which  the 
Continental  organizations  of  military  ser- 
vice have  made  us  familiar.  This  pos- 
sibility has,  been  recognized  so  Avell  by 
modern  naval  men  that  some  even  have 
looked  for  decisive  results,  not  at  the 
hands  of  the  lirst  and  most  powerful 
ships,  but  fi'om  the  readiness  and  num- 
her  of  those  which  have  passed  into  the 
reserve,  and  Avill  come  into  play  after  the 
lii'st  shock  of  war.  That  a  reserve  force 
should  decide  a  doubtful  battle  or  cam- 
])aign  is  a  frequent  military  experience — 
an  instance  of  superior  staying  power. 

There  is  no  reason,  therefore,  to  worry 
about  a  ship  becoming  obsolete,  any  more 
than  there  is  over  the  fact  that  the  best 
suit  of  lo-day  nuiy  be  that  for  the  otlice 
next  year,  and  may  finally  descend  to  a 
dependent,  or  be  cut  down  for  a  child. 
Whatever  money  a  nation  is  willing  to 
spend  on  maintaining  its  first  line  of 
ships,  it  is  not  weaker,  but  stronger,  when 
one  of  these  drops  into  the  reserve  and  is 
replaced  by  a  newei'  ship.  The  great 
anxiety,  in  trutli,  is  not  lest  the  ships 
should  not  continue  valid,  but  lest  there 
be  not  trained  men  enough  to  man  both 
the  first  line  and  the  reserve. 

Here  the  present  article,  as  at  lirst  con- 
templated,would  have  closed:  but  the  re- 
cent disaster  to  the  Maine  has  produced 
its  own  croj)  of  sudden  and  magnitied  a})- 
pi-eliensions.  Tiiese.  to  the  })rofessional 
mind,  ai'e  necessarily  a  matter  of  concern, 
but  chieily  because  they  have  showed  tlie 
seeds  of  a  i)oi)ular  distrust  before  sown  in 
men's  minds.  As  evinced,  however,  they 
too  are  fallacies  born  of  imi>erfect  know- 
ledge. The  magnitude  of  the  calamity  was 
indisputable;  but  tlic  calm  self-})osst\ssion 
of  the  nation  and  of  the  bolter  portion  oi 
the  })ress.  face  to  face  with  the  possible 
inlei-national  troubles  that  might  ensue, 
conli"ast(Hl  singularly  with  ilie  unroa- 
soned  imaginations  that  imuuHliately 
found  voice  concerning  the  natrii'o  and 
dangers  of  battle  -  ships.  The  political 
self-possession  and  dignity  reposed  upon 


knowledge — not,  indeed,  of  the  eventual 
etlect  u})on  our  intei-natioual  relations — 
but  knowledge,  bred  of  long  acquaintance 
with  public  alfairs,  that,  before  further 
action,  there  must  be  investigation:  and 
that  after  investigation,  action,  if  it  must 
follow,  would  be  taken  with  due  deliber- 
ation. So  men  were  content  to  wait  for 
justice  to  ])ursue  its  even  course. 

But  tlie  fact  that  such  an  appalling 
catastrophe  had  befallen  one  battle-ship 
fell  tipon  the  minds  imperfectly  informed 
in  naval  matters,  and  already  possessed 
by  various  exaggerated  impressions,  loose- 
ly picked  tip  from  time  to  time.  Men 
knew  not  what  to  think,  and  so  thought 
the  worst — as  we  are  all  apt  to  do  when 
in  the  dark.  It  is  possible  that  naval 
otiicers,  being  accustomed  to  live  over  a 
magazine,  and  ordinarily  to  eat  their 
meals  within  a  dozen  yards  of  the  pow- 
der, may  have  a  too  great,  though  inevi- 
table, familiarity  with  the  conditions. 
There  is.  however,  no  contempt  for  them 
among  us:  and  the  precautions  taken  are 
so  well  known,  the  remoteness  of  danger 
so  well  understood,  that  it  is  difficult  to 
comprehend  the  panic  terror  that  found 
utterance  in  the  renutrks  of  some  men, 
presumably  well  -  informed  on  general 
matters.  It  is  evidently  a  very  long  and 
qtiite  illogical  step  to  infer  that,  because 
the  results  of  an  accident  may  be  dread- 
ful, therefore  the  danger  of  the  accident 
occurring  at  all  is  very  great.  On  land 
a  slight  derangement  of  a  rail,  a  slight 
obstacle  on  a  track,  the  breaking  of  a 
wheel  or  of  an  axle,  may  plunge  a  rail- 
road train  to  frightful  disaster:  but  we 
know  from  annual  experience  that,  while 
such  accidents  do  happen,  and  sometimes 
with  appalling  consequences,  the  chance  of 
their  ha])pening  in  a  partictilar  case  is  so 
remote  that  we  disregard  it.  At  sea. every 
day  of  every  year  for  centuries  back,  a 
couple  of  hundred  war-ships — to  speak 
moderately — have  been  traversing  the 
ocean  ov  lying  in  port,  like  the  Maine. 
with  abundance  of  ]X)wder  on  board:  and 
for  the  last  quarter  of  a  century  very 
many  of  these  luive  been,  and  now^  are. 
essentially  o(  thetyi>e  of  that  unfortunate 
vessel.  The  accident  that  befell  her,  if 
its  origin  be  precisely  determined,  may 
possibly  impose  some  further  precaution 
not  hitherto  taken  :  but.  whatever  the 
cause  may  prove  to  have  been,  it  is  clear 
that  the  danger  of  such  an  event  ha])pen- 
inu"    is  at  no  time  great,  becattse  it  is  al- 
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most,  if  not  quite,  unprecedented  among* 
the  great  number  of  war-sliips  now  con- 
tinuously in  service.  Similarly,  on  the 
seas,  the  disasters  to  the  Ville  dii  Havre, 
to  the  Oregon,  and,  only  three  years  ag'o, 
to  the  Elbe,  show  tlie  terrific  results  of 
collision,  to  which  every  ship  crossing  the 
ocean  is  liable.  Collisions  between  ves- 
sels less  known  than  those  named  are  of 
weekly  occurrence.  Yet  no  general  out- 
cry is  raised  against  the  general  safety 
of  the  transatlantic  liners.  People  un- 
consciously realize  that,  where  accidents 
are  so  infrequent,  the  risk  to  themselves 
in  the  individual  case  is  slight,  though 
the  results,  when  they  happen,  are  dread- 
ful. Men  know  instinctively  that  the 
precautions  taken  must  be  practically 
adequate,  or  safety  would  not  be  the  al- 
most universal  rule  which  it  is. 

It  should  be  remembered,  too,  that  the 
present  battle-ship  is  not  a  sudden  inven- 
tion, springing  up  in  a  night,  like  Jonah's 
gourd,  or  newly  contriv^ed  by  a  council 
sitting  for  the  purpose,  like  a  brand-new 
constitution  of  the  French  Revolution. 
The  battle-ship  of  to-day  is  the  outcome 
of  a  gradual  evolution  extending  over 
forty  years.  Its  development  has  been 
governed  by  experience,  showing  defects 
or  suggesting  improvements;  and  the  en- 
tire process  has  been  superintended  by 
men  of  the  highest  practical  and  scien- 
tific   intelligence,    naval    arcliitects    and 


seamen,  constantly  exchanging  ideas,  not 
only  with  their  own  counti'ymen,  but, 
through  the  scientific  publications  of  the 
day,  with  the  whole  world.  What  Rus- 
kin  said  of  the  old  ship  of  the  line  is  still 
more  true  of  the  modern  battle-ship:  no 
higher  exhibition  of  man's  creative  fac- 
ulties is  probably  anywhere  to  be  found. 
In  view,  therefore,  of  its  genesis,  and  of 
the  practical  results  of  yearly  cruisings, 
the  battle-ship  in  its  service  of  peace  is 
entitled  to  the  confidence  we  give  to  the 
work  of  competent  men  in  all  depart- 
ments; nor  should  that  confidence  be 
withdrawn  because  of  a  single  occur- 
rence, if  the  Maine  prove  to  have  fallen 
victim  to  internal  accident.  If,  on  the  oth- 
er hand,  her  destruction  proceeded  from 
an  external  cause  —  that  is,  if  she  fell  as 
ships  fall  in  war — it  may  safely  be  said 
that,  in  actions  between  ships,  no  means 
of  injury  now  in  use  on  shipboard  could 
efl'ect  the  instantaneous  and  widespread 
destruction  manifested  in  her  case,  un- 
less b}'  a  shell  finding  its  way  to  her 
magazine.  This  is  a  remote  possibility, 
though  it  exists:  but  wlicn  it  comes  to 
fighting,  men  must  remember  that  it  is 
not  possible  to  make  war  Avithout  run- 
ning risks,  and  that  it  is  highly  improb- 
able that  one-tenth  as  many  seamen  will 
die  from  the  explosion  of  their  own  mag- 
azines, so  occasioned,  as  from  the  direct 
blow  of  the  enemy's  projectiles. 
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BY   FREDERrC   EE:\riXGTON. 


IT  is  SO  I  have  called  this  old  document, 
which  is  an  extract  from  the  memoirs 
of  le  Chevalier  Bailloquet,  a  Frenchman 
living  in  Canada,  where  he  was"  engaged 
in  the  Indian  fur  trade,  about  the  middle 
of  the  seventeenth  centuiy,  and  as  jet 
they  are  unpublished.  It  is  written  in 
English,  since  the  author  lived  his  latter 
life  in  England,  having  left  Canada  as 
the  result  of  troubles  with  the  authorities. 

He  was  captured  by  the  Iroquois,  and 
after  living  with  them  some  time,  made 
his  escape  to  the  Dutch. 

My  Chevalier  rambles  somewhat,  al- 
though I  have  been  at  pains  to  cut  out 
extraneous  matter.  It  is  also  true  that 
many  will  not  believe  him  in  these  days, 
for   out  of  their   puny  volition  they  will 


analyze,  and  out  of  their  discontent  they 
will  scoff.  But  to  those  I  say,  Go  to  your 
microbes,  your  statistics,  your  volts,  and 
your  bicycles,  and  leave  me  the  truth  of 
other  days. 

The  Chevalier  was  on  a  voyage  from 
Quebec  to  Montreal ;   let  him  begin  : 

The  next  day  we  eiiibarqued,  though  not 
\\"'out  contlilion,  becaule  many  weare  not  content, 
nor  fatiffied.  What  a  pleafure  ye  two  f-ithers  to 
lee  them  trott  up  and  downe  ye  rocks  to  gett 
their  manage  into  ye  boat.  The  boats  weare  lb 
loaded  that  many  could  not  proceed  if  foul  wea- 
ther fliould  happen.  I  could  not  perfuade  myfelf 
to  ftay  w''^  this  concourfe  as  ye  weather  was  faire 
for  my  journie.  W'out  adoe,  I  gott  my  fix  wild 
men  to  paddle  on  )'e  way. 
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Tills  was  a  fatal  (.mharcjuation,  butt  I  did  not 
niiilrull  that  yc  Iiicjiioits  wcare  abroad  in  yc  for- 
est, for  I  had  been  at  yc  Peace.  Neverthekis  I 
find  that  thefe  wikl  men  doe  naught  butt  \\hat 
they  refolve  out  ot  their  bloodie  niindednefs.  We 
paffed  the  Point  going  out  of  ye  Lake  St.  Peter, 
when  ye  Barbars  appeared  on  ye  watter-lide  dis- 
charging their  niulkets  at  us,  and  enibarcjuing  tor 
our  purfuit. 

"Kobe  —  kohe  !"  —  came  nearer  ye  fearfome 
warre  cry  of  ye  Iritpioit,  making  ye   hearts  of  ye 


j)()ore 


lurron  (Sj  tfrench  alike  to  turn  to  water  in 


their  brealts.  2  of  my  lavages  weare  llrook 
downe  at  ye  fiill  dilcharge  cV  an  other  had  his 
paddle  cutt  in  twain,  befides  iliott  holes  through 
^ych  ^J^^.  watter  poured  apace.  Thus  weare  we 
diminiflied  and  could  not  tiraw  off. 

The  Barbars  weare  daubed  w''^  paint,  w='^  is  ye 
figne  of  warre.  They  coming  againit  our  boat 
Itruck  downe  our  Hurrons  w^'^  hattchetts,  fuch  as 
did  not  jump  into  the  watter,  where  alfo  they 
weare  in  no  wife  faved. 

But  in  my  boat  was  a  Hurron  Captayne,  who 
all  his  life-time  hatl  killed  many  Iriquoits  (5j  by 
his  name  for  vallor  had  come  to  be  a  great  Cap- 
tayne att  home  and  abroatl.  We  weare  refolved 
fome  executi(^n  (Sj  w'''  our  gunns  dealt  a  dilcharge 
&  drew  oin-  uttlalFes  to  ibike  ye  foe.  Thev  en- 
vironed us  as  we  weare  Imking,  and  one  fpake, 
faying,  "  Brothers,  cheere  up  and  allure  your- 
felfe  you  fhall  not  be  killed  •  thou  art  both  man 
and  Captayne,  as  I  mylelf  am,  and  I  will  die  in 
thy  defenfe."  And  ye  atioreiaitl  crew  Ihewed 
fuch  a  horritl  noise,  of  a  sudden  yc  Iriquoit  Cap- 
ta)ne  took  hold  about  me — "•  Thou  flialt  not  di^ 
by  another  hand  than  mine." 

The  lavages  layd  bye  our  ai'mes  &  tyed  us  fall 
in  a  boat,  one  in  one  boat  and  one  in  another. 
We  proceedeil  u})  ye  river,  rather  lleeping  than 
awake,  for  I  thought  never  to  efcape. 

Att  near  i'unlett  we  weare  taken  on  \-e  fliore, 
where  ve  wiUl  men  encamped  bve  making  cottages 
of  rind  from  off  ye  trees.  They  tyed  ye  Hurron 
Captayne  to  a  trunk,  he  relojving  moll  bra^elv 
but  dellparred  to  me,  and  I  too  defparred.  Xever- 
thekfs  he  fang  his  fatal  fong  though  ye  hw  made 
him  as  one  w''"  the  ague.  They  tooke  out  his 
heart  and  cut  otfibme  of  \e  Healli  of  ve  miferable, 
bovled  it  and  eat  it.  This  the\-  wilhetl  not  to 
doe  att  this  time,  but  that  ve  Hurron  had  been 
fhott  w^''  a  ball  under  his  giid.le  where  it  was  not 
feen,  though  he  would  haw  died  of  his  dcfperate 
wounil.  That  uas  the  inil\  rable  end  ot  that 
wretch. 

Whilll  they  weare  bufx'  w''-  ve  Hurrt)n,  the\- 
having  llrip]X'd  me  naked,  iNcd  me  abo\-e  ve  el- 
bows, and  wrought  a  rope  al^nit  mv  niiddle. 
They  alked  me  feveral  qucltion-,  I  not  bciiig  able 


to  anfwer,  they  gave  mc  great  blows  w'^  their  fills, 
then  pulled  out  one  of  my  nails.  Having  loft  all 
hopes,  I  refolved  altogether  to  die,  itt  being  folly 
tt)  think  otherwife. 

I  could  not  lleep,  butt  was  flung  into  a  boat  att 
daylight.  The  boats  went  all  abrcaft,  ye  wild  men 
fmging  fome  of  their  fatal  long^,  others  their  howls 
of  victory,  ye  wild  "  Kohes,"  beating  giens  ^' 
parchments,  blowing  \\hiltles,  and  all  manner  of 
tumult. 

Thus  did  we  proceed  w-^  the-^e  ravening  wolves, 
God  luning  delivered  a  Chriltian  into  ve  power 
of  Satan. 

I  was  nott  ye  only  one  in  ve  claws  of  thefe 
wolves,  for  we  fell  in  w'-*^  i;o  more  of  thefe 
cruels,  who  had  Hurron  captyves  to  ve  number  of 
3  3  victlmes,  w*  heads  alfoe  lluck  on  poles,  of  thole 
who  in  God's  mercie  weare  gone  from  their  mis- 
eries. As  for  me,  I  was  put  in  a  boat  w-^  one 
who  had  his  lingers  cutt  ^-  bourned.  I  alked  him 
why  ye  Iriquoits  had  broak  ve  Peace,  and  he  faid 
they  had  told  him  ye  tfrench  had  broak  ye  Peace; 
that  ye  tfrench  had  fet  their  pack  of  doggs  on  an 
olde  Iriquoit  woman  who  was  eat  up  alive,  ^"  that 
ye  Iriquoits  had  told  ve  Hurron  wild  men  that 
they  had  killed  ye  doggs,  alfoe  Hin-rons  and 
Hrench,  saying  that  as  to  ^•e  capt\"\-es,  thev  would 
bovl  doggs,  Hurrons,  and  tfrc-nch  in  ve  fame  ket- 
tle'. 

A  great  rain  arofe,  ve  Iriquoits  going  to  ye 
watter -fide  did  cover  themfclvs  w'"--  their  boats, 
hokling  ye  captyves  ye  meanwhile  b\-e  ropes  bound 
about  our  ancles,  while  we  flood  out  in  ye  llorm, 
w^^^  was  near  to  cauling  me  death  from  my  naked- 
nefs.  When  ve  rain  had  abated,  we  purl'ued  our 
wav  killing  flaggs,  5c  I  was  given  fome  entrails, 
^ych  l^efore  I  had  onlv  a  little  parched  come  to  ^•e 
extent  of  my  hand  full. 

At  a  point  we  mett  a  gang  of  ve  head  hunters 
all  on  ve  ihore,  dancing  about  a  tree  to  w'"-^  was 
tyed  a  fine  ffrench  malliff  dogg,  w*^-'  wa^  llanding 
on  its  hinder  leggs,  being  laliied  up  againfl  a  tree 
bv  its  middle.  The  dogg  was  in  a  great  terror, 
and  frantic  in  Its  bonds.  I  knew  him  for  a  tk^gg 
from  ye  fort  att  Mont-royal,  kept  for  to  give 
wai-nings  of  ve  Ennemvs  approach.  It  was  a 
llrange  fight  for  to  fee  }-e  Heathen  rage  about  ye 
noble  dogg,  but  he  itt  was  neverthekis  n  '^^^^  brought 
ve  Barbars  againft  us.  He  was  only  gott  w^'^ 
great  ditlicultv,  ha^■ilJg  killed  one  Barbar,  and 
near  to  ferving  others  likewlfe. 

Thev  untied  ve  dogg,  holding  him  one  fide 
and  ve  other,  \\"^^  cords  the\-  brought  and  tyed 
him  in  ve  bow  of  a  boat  \\"--  6  warriors  to  paiidle 
him.  The  dogg  boat  was  ye  Head,  while  ye  rell 
came  on  up  ve  river,  linging  fata!  longs,  ti-ium}ih 
fongs,  piping,  howling,  .^'  ve  dogg  above  all  w^'' 
his  oTeat  nolle.     The  Barbars  weare  more  delight- 
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ed   att   yc  captyvc   dogg   than   at   all   of  us  poore  given   us  to  kill  yc   Algonkin^.      Wc  ihould  not 

Chriltians,  for  that  thty  did  fay  he  was  no  dogg.  wane  againll  ye  tfiench,  butt  trade  w'"^  them  tor 

The  doggs  w'''  ye  wild  men  have  are  nott  lb  great  Caltors,  who  arc  better  for  traffic  than  yc  Dutch, 

as  wolves,  they  being   little  elfe  &  fniall   att  that.  I  was  once  a  Captayne  of  13  men  again>t  ye  Al- 

The  maltiff  was  conlkleretl  as  a  confequence  to  l)e  tignaonanton  .Sc  ye  French.      We  Itaycd  3  whole 

a   great    interelt.       This   one    had    near    defeated  winters    among  ye    Enneiiiy,  butt  in   yc   daytime 

their  troupe,  c^'  now  was  to  be  horridly  killed  after  durtt  nott   marchc  nor  ifay  out   of  ye  deep  foreli 

ye  blootlv  wav  of  ve  wild  men.  We  killed  many,  butt  there  wearc  deviN  who  took 

Att   camp  they  weare   (leep   molt   of  ye   night,  my  Ion    up  in  ye  air  fo   I   could   never  again    get 

they    being    aweary  w"'  ye    torture    ot    ye  Hurrt)n  him    back.      Thefe    deviN  weare    as  bigg   as  hor- 

Captaine  previoully.      The  dogg  was  tyetl  c^-  layil  riniac^,''  >i-   ye  little  blue    birds  w^'-'   attcml  upon 

nott  far  oft  from  where  I  was  allbe  tyetl,  butt  over  them  laid  itt  was  time  for  us  to  go  back  to  our 

him  w^eare  2  olde  men,  who  guarded  him  of  a  fear  people,  w^'^  being  refolved   to  do,  we  came  back, 

he  would  eat   awa\-  his  ropes.      Thefe  men  weare  butt   nott  of  a  fear   of  ye  Ennemy.      Our  warre 

Elders  or   Prielts,  fuch   as  are   efteemetl   for  their  i'ong  grew  Ifill  on  our  lipps.  as  ye  fnow  falling  in  yc 

power    over    fpirits,  ^-    they   did    keep    up    their  foreft.     I  have  nott  any  more  warred  to  the  North, 

devifs  foil*'-  ye  ni^'ht  thro.  until   I  was  told   by  ye  ipirlts  to  go  to  yc  ftVench 

I  made  a  vertue  of  necellitv  >Sj  did  lleep,  butt  c^"   recover  my  fon.      My  friend,  I  have   dreamed 

was  early  calt  into  a  boat  to  go  on  toward  ye  En-  you    weare   my   fon  f  and    henceforth  I  was   not 

nemv's  countrie,  tho  we   had   raw  meat  given  u^,  hurted  nor  Itarved  tor  ttjod. 

w^''  blows  on  ye  mouth  to  make  us  ye  more  quick-  We  proceeded  thro  rivers  .N;  lakes  ^Sj  thro  lor- 

ly  devour    itt.      An    Iriquoit  who    was  the   C/d])-  cits  where  I  was  made  to  support  burdens.     When 

tayne  in   our  boat  bade  me  to  be  of  a  gootl  coui-  we  wearc  come  to  ye  village  ot  yc  Iriquoits  we  lay 

ao-e,   as    they    would    not    hurt    me.      The    small  in  yc  woods  becaufc  that  they  would  nott  go  into 

knowledge    I   had   of  their  fpeech    made   a   bettei-  ye  village  in  yc  night  time. 

hope,  butt   one  who  could  have   underltood   them  The  following  day  wc  weare  marched  into  yc 

would  have  been  certainly  in  a  great  terror.  bri)ught    of   ye    Iriquoits.       When    we    came    in 

Thus  we  journied   8    davs  on  ye  Lake  Cham-  liglu  we   heard   nothing   butt  outcryes  from   one 

plaine,  where  ye  wind  and   waves   ilid   fore   befet  lidc  as  from  ye  other.      Then  came  a  mighty  holt 

our  endeavors  att  times.      As  for  meate  we  wanted  of  people  ^Sj  payd  great  heed  to  yc  ftrench  dogg, 

none,  as  we  had  a  Itore  of  Itaggs  along  ye  waiter-  w  '"  was    ledd   bye    2    men,  while  roundabout  his 

fule.      We   killed  fome  every  day,  more   for  fport  neck  was  a  girtlle  ot  porcclainc.      They  torment- 

than  for  need.      We  finding  them  on  Illes,  made  ed  ye  poore  Hurrons  w''^  violence,  butt  about  me 

them  go  into  ve  waiter,  ^Sc  after  we  killed  above  a  was  hung  a  long  piece  of  porcclainc — yc  girdle  of 

fcore,  we  clipped  ye  ears  ot  ve   rclt  cSj  hung  bells  my  captor,.^'  he   Itood  againlt:  me.      In  ye  mean 

onthem,antl  then  Ictt  them  lotjfe.      What  a  fport  while  many  of  ye  village   came  abovit  us,  among 

to  fee  ve  relt  Hve  from  them  that  had  ye  bells!  w^''>  a  got)de  olde  woman  ^Sj  a  lioy  w^-'  a  hattchett 

There   came  out    of  ve  valt  forelt   a  multitude  came  neere  me.       The  olde  woman  covered  me,  c*v 

of  bears,  -00   at   Kalt    together,  making  a   horrid  ye  boy  took  me  by  my  hand  and  led  mee  t)ut  of 

noife,  breaking  ye  fmall  tiees.     We  ihott  att  them.  \e   companie.      What    comforted    me  was   that   I 

butt   they   Itirred    not     a   itep.      We    weare    much  IkuI  efcapeil    ye   blowes.      They  brought   me  into 

frightened  that  thev  Itirred  nott  att  our  Ihooling.  ye  village,  where  ye  olde  woman  showed  me  kind- 

The  great  ftVench  dogg  would  fiin  encounter  them  nefs.      She  took   me  into  her  cottage  c^-  gave   me 

notwithltanding  he  was  tved.     He  made  ye  watter-  to   eat,  butt   my   great    terror    took    my    itumack 

fide   to   ring  w"'  his   h.  aw  voile,  ^^-  from    his  rves  away  tvom   me.      I    had    Itaycd   an    hovn-  wjun    a 

came  Hames  of  fvre  ^S^  cloud-  from  out  his  mouth,  great  companie  came  to  fee   me,  of  olde  men  w''' 

The  bears   did   itraightwav  flv,  w^'>  nuich  cheered  pipes  intluir  mt)uths.      For  a  time  they  fat  about, 

ye  Iricpioits.      One  faiil  to  me  they  weare  refolved  when    they   did    lead    me    to  another    cabbin,  w"^ 

iiott   to   murder  ve  dogg,  w''  was  a  itone-God  in  tluy  smoked  .V  UKule  me  apprehend  they  IhouKl 

ye   dogg  Ihape,  or  a  witih,  butt   I  could  nott  tiillv  throw  me  into  ye  fyre.     Butt  itt  provetl  otherwife, 

underltand.      The  wild   men   laid   thev  b.ad   never  for  ye  olde  woman  followed  me,  fpeaking  aloud, 

heard  their  fathers  Ipeak  ot  \o  man\    bear-.  whome   they  anfwered   w''^   a   loud   Ho.  then   Ihee 

When  we  putt    ve  kettle  on,  ve  wild    man  who  tooke    her   girdle,  and   about    me    Ihe    tved   itt,  fo 

hatl  captureil  me  gave  me  of  meate  to  eat.X  told  brought   me    to    her    cottage    \    matle    me    to  litt 

me   a  itorv.      '' Brother,"  lavs   he.  "  itt   is   a   tiling  downe. 

to  be  admireil  to   goe   afar  to   travel).      ^'oll  mull  Then  itie  gott   me  Indian  corne  toalted,  c*v  took 

know  that  tho  I  am  olde,  I  ha\e   alwav-  loved  \e  away  ye  paint  ye  fellows  hatl  ftuck  to  my  face.     A 

ffrench   for  their    goi)dnels,  but    they   ihould   luive  •■    Moose.                        f   Horoniili. 
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maidc  grcalVd  &  combed  my  liaire,  Sc  ye  okle  wo- 
man dancx'd  and  i'ling,  while  my  I'atlier  hourned 
tobacco  on  a  Itone.  They  gave  me  a  blew  cover- 
litt,  ftockings,  and  fhoes.  I  layetl  w"'  her  Ion  (Sc 
did  w'  I  could  t(j  get  familiarity  w^''  them,  and  I 
suffered  no  wrong,  yet  I  was  in  a  terror,  for  ye 
fatal  fongs  came  from  ye  poore  Hurrons.  The 
olde  man  inquired  whether  I  was  AlTerony,  a 
ffrench.  I  alfured  him  no,  faying  I  was  Panu- 
gaga,  that  is,  of  their  nation,  for  w^'^  he  was 
})leaied. 

i\Iy  father  fealted  200  men.  My  I'lllers  matle 
me  clean  for  that  purpofe,  and  grealed  my  haiie. 
They  tyed  me  w"'  2  necklaces  of  porcelaine  ^' 
garters  of  ye  fame.  My  f  ither  gave  me  a  hattchett 
in  my  hand. 

My  father  matle  a  ipeech,  fhowing  many  dem- 
onstrations of  vallor,  broak  a  kettle  of  cagamite 
w'^'  a  hattchett.  80  they  I'ung,  as  is  their  iil'ual 
cuftom.  The  banquette  being  over,  all  cryed  to  me 
"  Shagon,  Orimha  !"  — that  is, "Be  heartv!"  Ev- 
ery one  withdrew  to  his  cjuarters. 

Hero  follows  a  long-  account  of  liis 
daily  Vii'e  among*  the  Indians,  his  hunt- 
ing', and  observations  wliich  our  space 
forbids.  He  liad  become  meanwhile 
more  familiar  with  the  language.  He 
goes  on : 

My  father  came  into  ye  cabbin  from  ye  grand 
calHe  ^  he  lat  him  downe  to  fmoke.  He  said  ye 
Elders  had  aj)proved  after  much  debate,  ^'  that  ve 
ffrench  dogg  was  not  a  witcii,  but  ye  great  warrior 
Mahongui,  gone  before,  whole  Ipirit  had  rofe  up 
into  ye  ffrench  dogg  .Sj  had  Ipyed  ye  ffrench.  Att 
ye  council  even  ibe  ye  ilogg  had  walkeil  into  ye 
centre  of  ye  great  cabbin,  there  laying  loudly  to 
ye  Elders  what  he  was  &  that  he  mull  be  heanl. 
His  voice  mult  be  obeyed.  His  wa^  not  ve  mock- 
ing cryes  ot  a  witch  from  untler  an  olde  snake- 
fkin,  butt  a  chief  come  from  ParadilV  to  comfort 
his  own  people.  My  father  alked  me  if  I  was 
agreed.  I  laitl  that  witches  did  not  battile  as 
openly  as  ye  ilogg,  butt  doe  tlieir  evil  in  ve  dark. 

Thefe  wild  nun  are  lore  belet  w'''  witches 
and  devils — more  than  Chrilfians,  as  they  deferve 
to  be,  for  they  are  of  Satan's  own  belonging. 

My  father  dreamed  att  night,  t'v"  fang  about  irt, 
making  ye  fire  to  bourne  in  our  cabbin.  We  latt 
to  lilfen.  He  had  mett  \e  ffrench  dogg  in  ve  for- 
efl  patii  b\e  night — he  ifanding  aecroNS  his  wa\-, 
&  ye  forelt  was  light  ti-om  ye  dogg\  e\e<,  who 
fpake  to  my  father,  la\  ing,  '•  I  belong  to  ve  dead 
folks — my  hattchett  is  rult — my  bow  is  mould — I 
can  no  longer  battile  w'''  our  Enncnn-,  butt  I  hover 
over  you  in  warre — I  ttirect  your  arrou^  to  their 
brealls — I  fmot)the  ve  little  drv  Itick^;  \'  wett  \  e 
leaves   imder   ve    Ihots — I   di-aw   ve    mc^rnin^-  mat 


accrofs  to  fliield  you — I  carrv  ve  'Kohes'back 
and  fore  to  bring  your  terror — I  fling  alidc  ye  foe- 
man's  bulletts — go  back  and  be  Itrong  in  coun- 
cil." 

•My  father  even  in  ye  night  drew  ve  Elders  in 
ye  grand  cabbin.  He  I'aid  what  he  had  feen  and 
heard.  Even  th.en  the  great  ffrench  dogg  gott 
from  ye  darknels  of  ye  cabin,  ^-  ifrode  into  ye 
tyre.  He  roared  enough  to  blow  downe  caf'tles  in 
his  might,  ^'  they  knew  he  was  fa\  ing  what  he 
luul  told  unto  mv  father. 

A  great  Captavne  fent  another  night  5:  had  ve 
Elders  for  to  gather  at  ye  grande  cabbin.  He  had 
been  paddling  his  boat  upon  ve  river  when  ve  dogg 
of  Mahongui  had  walked  out  on  ve  watter  thro  ve 
milf.  He  was  taller  than  ye  forelt.  So  he  fpake, 
faying,  "  Mahongui  favs — go  tell  ve  people  of  ve 
Panugaga,  itt  is  time  for  warre — ye  corne  is  gath- 
ered— ve  deer  has  changed  his  coat — there  are  no 
more  Hurrons  for  me  to  eat.  What  is  a  Panu- 
gaga village  w''^  no  captyves  ?  The  voung  men 
will  talk  as  women  doe,  .Sj  ve  Elders  will  grow 
content  to  watch  a  fnow-bird  hopp.  Mahongui 
fa\s  itt  is  time.  ' 

Again  att  ye  council  fvrc  ye  fpirit  dogg  llrode 
from  ye  darknels  ^-  faid  itt  was  time.  The  tobacco 
was  bournetl  b\-  ye  Priells.  In  \e  fmoke  \e  Eld- 
ers beheld  \"e  Spirit  of  Mahongui.  "  Panugaga 
—Warre."'' 

Soe  mv  father  faw  ye  ghoft  of  ve  departed  one. 
He  fmoked  long  b\e  our  cabbin  fvre.  He  fang 
his  battile  long.  I  alked  him  to  goe  mvfelt',  even 
w^''  a  hattchett,  as  I  too  was  Panugaga.  Butt  he 
would  in  no  wife  lillen.  "  You  are  nott  meet,'' 
he  favs  •  "  vou  lave  that  your  God  is  above.  How 
will  vou  make  me  believe  that  he  is  as  goode  as 
your  black  coats  sav  ?  They  doe  lie,  &  you  fee  ye 
contrary  •  ffor  firlf  of  all,  ve  Sun  bournes  us  often, 
ve  rain  wetts  us,  %-e  winde  makes  us  have  fliip- 
wrake,  ve  thunder,  ye  lightening  bournes  &  kills  us, 
^-  all  comes  from  abo\e,>.\:  \ou  fa\-  that  itt  is  goode 
to  be  there.  For  m\  part,  I  will  nott  go  there. 
Contrarv  they  fay  that  ye  reprobates  ,!•  guilty 
goeth  downe  e^'  bourne.  The\-  are  mlitaken  5  all 
is  goode  heare.  Do  nott  vou  fee  that  itt  is  ye 
Earthe  that  nouriflies  all  living  creatures,  ye  wat- 
ter, ve  tithes  c'c  ve  vus,  and  that  corne  ^  all  other 
fruits  come  up,  ^'  that  all  things  are  nott  foe  con- 
trar\-  to  u^  as  that  from  above?  The  devils  live  in 
ve  air,  ,S:  thev  took  mv  ibn.  When  you  fee  that 
\e  Earthe  Is  our  Mother,  then  vou  will  fee  that  all 
things  on  itt  are  gooile.  The  Earthe  was  made  for 
ve  Panugaga,  ^."  ve  fouls  of  oiu"  warriors  help  us 
againll  our  Ennemw  The  ffrench  dogg  is  Mahon- 
gui's  fpirit.  He  telK  us  to  goe  to  warre  againll: 
\e  ffrench.  Would  a  ffrench  tlogg  doe  that? 
Vou  are  nott  vett  Panuira2:a  to  follow  your  father 


THE   TKOLLEY   IX    liUIiAL    TAliTS. 


r.V    SYLVESTER    DAXTEK 


^l^lIK  rusticatiiiii-i'ity  dwclliM- is  sainittM'-  inu-.  ami  iriiiuniims  of  nickel    and   brass. 

JL     in^-  tln'ouu'li   sunlit   meadows,  stroll-  A  sense  of  (exasperation  ovei-comes   liim. 

in<>-  in  woodland  solitiicUvs.      The  country  One  of  the  city's  i;iulilmai'e  brood  lias  es- 

(liiiet,  (ills  liis  soul  with  peace.      Tlie  only  caped  the  ur]>an  cane  ami  ])msued  hiin  to 

sounds  that  strike  his  ears  are  the  so nu"  of  his  i'e>iine--plac(\      In  his  imagination  all 

birds,  the  chirpinu"   of   insects,  and.  at    in-  ilu"  rest   comes  foUowino-  upon  its  heels: 

tei'vals.  the    lowinu'    of   kine.   the    distant  tht^  heavy   wauons    rund)linu"   over  })ave- 

cries  of  sportinu"  chihlriMi.  \]\o  harking'  «>f  menis.  ilu^   roar  and  the  tii'ivina-   rush   o( 

a  dou'   now    anil    iIkui— things    that    only  tratlic.  the  whole  city's  overwiielmino- din. 

acc(Mit   the  p(M'vadlnu'  calm.  Is  thert^  no  escaiu'.' 

SuddcMily  he  iu»tes  a  faint  hunimiuL;-  in  Ti)e  swi^h   and    i;um  of  the  trolley,  the 

the    air       somethinu'    ^tranu'ely    familiar,  imrrinu-  ^A^  tlie    motor,  have    i^i'own   faint 

It   gradually  u't'ows    loud.'r.  and  a    >teady  a^ain  and  iiave  tliedi  away  in  the  distance 

purriii.u-     undertoiH'     keeps     it    com}iany.  — the  rural  sihuice  is  oiu'c  moi'e  absolute. 

IJefore  he  can   realize   tlie  meaninu-  of    it  Ti    was    not    really   disturbed:    tliei-e   was 

all     tlieiH^    (hishes    across    his    a>toni>hed  only   a    rip])le    in    the   calm.      There    was 

vision — tlyini:"    swiftly    ibnvn     the    rural  no  cause  for  alarm,  afttu-  all  :    there  is  no 

hi^-hway  or  dartinu'  through   the  siViomn  dauiier  that  tlu^  inlerrnpt  ion  may  become 

woods — a    siu'lit    all    too   common    in    his  coniinmius.  that   it   may  briiii:-  other  city 

eyes:   a  o'ay  h^okinu"  elei-tric  car  in  all  its  sii:hts  and    sounds   in    its   wake.      In    the 

splendor  of    fresh    v;irn;sh.   bright    letter-  country  the  troll(\v-car  is  no  more  to  be 
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feared  than  is  tlie  well-o-roomed  and  styl- 
ish buggy  tliat  stands  in  the  prosperous 
farmer's  carriage-house,  or  the  gi'oup  of 
family  bicycles  waiting  about  his  door. 

The  latter  mean  an  assurance  of  good 
roads  all  through  the  country.  The  trol- 
ley in  rural  pai'ts  is  another  civilizing  in- 
fluence of  great  significance.  The  claws 
of  the  monster  are  clipi)e(l,  as  it  were. 
Afar  from  town  its  power  for  harm  is 
broken.  The  city  needs  quiet;  it  de- 
mands relief  from  its  nerve-shattering  fer- 
ment. But  the  country  likewi.se  needs 
the  quickening  of  sluggish  blood.  For 
the  rusticating  cit^^-dweller,  therefore,  all 
sense  of  vexation  vanishes  with  a  realiza- 
tion of  wdiat  the  trolley  means  as  an  in- 
strumentality for  awakening  country  dis- 
tricts from  their  dull  life,  filling  them 
with  healthy  movement,  mobilizing  an 
inert  population,  and  bringing  new  in- 
terests and  fresh  activities  into  dormant 
existences. 

The  trolley  is  weaving  over  the  land  a 
finer  mesh  of  steel  within  the  coar.ser  net- 
work formed  by  the  steam  i-ailway^,  carry- 
ing out  by  a  sort  of  village-to-village  and 
house-to-house  shuttle- work  the  mission 
instituted  by  the  puffing  locomotive — that 
of  substituting  among  men  solidarity  for 
isolation,  breaking  up  self-centred  satis- 
faction, self-satisfied  ignorance;  making 
communities  and  individuals — once  mu- 
tually jealous,  suspicious,  distrustful,  and 
hostile — ever  more  and  moi-e  acquainted 
with  each  other,  interested  in  each  other, 
andconsequently  friendly  with  the  growth 
of  understanding  of  othei's;  alive  to  the 
reality  of  the  larger  world,  and  their  parts 
and  relations  therein. 

A  decade  has  worked  wonders  in  the 
evolution  of  the  electric  railway,  as  in 
many  other  modern  things.  It  has  grown 
from  an  experiment  to  a  universal  insti- 
tution. It  is  to  be  found  in  all  parts  of 
the  world.  It  has  cheapened  very  ma- 
terially the  cost  of  transportation.  Its 
general  utility  in  ordinary  traffic  is  ri- 
valled in  importance  by  its  recreative 
uses.  On  perha])s  a  large  majority  of 
trolley  lines  the  summer-excursion  busi- 
ness is  depended  upon  to  mak^e  the  under- 
takings profitable.  The  ordinaiy  traffic 
may  possibly  pay  operating  expenses,  but 
the  dividends  comefromthe  summer  trav- 
el. There  are  some  highly  profitable  lines 
that  run  only  in  the  summer.  In  the 
great  cities,  even,  the  summer  traffic  shows 
an  enormous  increase  over  that  of  winter. 


The  oi)en  car  is  the  phaeton,  the  landau, 
of  th(^  multitude.  The  business  of  trans- 
porting the  })ublic  to  and  from  the  parks, 
the  baseball  and  racing  grounds,  etc.,  to- 
gether witli  suburban  trips  and  fresh-air 
outings,  assumes  enormous  proportions. 

In  the  country  the  same  lines  of  traffic 
have  developed  on  a  relatively  greater 
scale.  Thousands  of  women  and  chil- 
dren, for  instance,  who  hitherto  have 
rarely  found  the  opportunity  to  get  out- 
side of  their  own  door-yards,  now  are  en- 
abled, at  a  sliglit  outlay,  to  enjoy  regular 
weekly  outings:  long  trips  through  plea- 
sant scenery,  shop])ing  and  sight-seeing 
ex])editions  to  neighboring  lai'ge  towns 
and  cities,  with  tlie  prospect  of  a  theati-e 
nudinee  or  perhaps  a  popular  concert;  or 
a  visit  to  one  of  the  great  recreation- 
grounds  run  by  the  street-railway  coni- 
l)any,  with  all  soi-ts  of  attractions — band 
concerts,  variety  ])erformances.  a  men- 
agei-ie,  swings,  teeter-boards,  I'oller-coast- 
ers,  firewoi'ks.  etc. 

These  street-rail  way  reci*eati(Mi-gi-ounds 
are  now  very  numerous  throughout  the 
country.  Routes  are  laid  out  to  beauti- 
ful lakes  that  had  been  visited  only  by 
occasional  fishermen  or  hunters,  or  to 
])icturesque  spots  on  river  or  sea-shoi-e. 
Here  delightful  electric-launch  trips  ai'e 
to  be  had,  with  powder  obtained  from  the 
trolley  wii-e;  and  there  are  also  sail-boats, 
row^  -  boats,  canoes,  and  pei'haps  Vene- 
tian gondolas.  Church  societies,  Sunday- 
schools,  and  other  organizations  charter 
open  cars  for  picnic  trijis  to  these  i)laces, 
and  the  going  and  connng  ai-e  as  enjoy- 
able featui-es  of  the  day's  pleasure  as  the 
})icnic  itself.  In  these  recreation-grounds 
we  have  a  peculiarly  Anu^i-ican  variation 
of  the  Gei'man  beer-garden  —  without  the 
beer.  The  r(^{)roach  that  we  take  our 
pleasures  sadly  can  no  longer  be  made. 
The  American  pe()])]e — or  at  least  a  very 
large  part  of  the  American  people — has 
become  a  pleasure-loving  folk.  Is  there 
a.  more  festive-looking  vehicle  than  the 
open  electric  car,  with  its  hap])y-faced  oc- 
cupants:* A  sort  of  semi-holiday  aspect  is 
imj)arted  even  to  the  loads  of  operatives 
on  their  way,  morning  and  evening,  be- 
tween their  work  in  the  factory  towns 
and  the  country  homes  that  so  many  of 
them  have  the  good  fortune  to  live  in. 

The  love  of  natural  scenery — the  most 
univei'sal  of  the  aesthetic  ])assions — finds 
a  means  for  its  gratification  and  cultiva- 
tion in  tJK^  riii'al  trolhnOine  that  on!  v  the 


— —^'  - 


A    SUNDAY-SCHOOL    PICNIC. 


bicycle  lias  equalled.  There  are  few  rural 
liii^-liways  in  New  Eng-laiid,  or  elsewhere 
in  the  Eastern  United  States,  that  do  not 
pass  through  pleasant  scenery  of  some 
kind;  and  the  trolley  lines,  as  a  rule,  fol- 
low the  highways. 

It  is  not  long  since  the  lield  of  a,  street- 
railway  company  was  contined  to  a  single 
municipality  and  its  immediate  environ- 
ment. The  adoption  of  electricity  as  a 
motive  power  has  radically  changtHl  these 
conditions.  The  local  transit  system  for 
large  groups  of  municipalities  is  now  com- 
monly monopolized  hy  single  companies, 
and  thes(!  com})anies  are  in  turn  con- 
trolled hy  gr<'at  syndicates  of  ca])ila]ists. 
The  ownership  of  all  the  lines  in  a  large 
section  of  a  State  will  thus  frequently  he 
found  to  reside  in  ])ractically  the  same 
hands.  Tliere  is  an  advantage  in  this. 
for  the  lint^s  thus  controlled  are  oj)erat(Hl 
in  harmony,  with  through  cars  run  over 
long  distances,  and  making  close  connec- 
tion with  other  lines. 

The  mileage  of  some  of  these  electric- 
railway  systems  sometimes  a]ipr(\iclH>s 
that  of  important  systems  of  steam  I'uil- 
way.      In  the  densely  i^opulated  districts 


of  eastern  ^lassachusetts  through  cars  are 
run  hetween  cities  lying  considerahle  dis- 
tances a])art  —  for  example.  l)etween  Lynn 
and  Lowell.  Salem  and  ^ilalden.  Salem  and 

A\' ,  \1  \ii  1.11  T"l  1  1',  All  <i-l  1     <->ol>i:     -iTii     mIc/^     >M111     1-»A- 


AVohurn.      Through  cars  are  also  run  be- 
tween Taunton  and  Xantasket  Beach,  hy 


I  \N  t^t  IJ     _L  it  1 1  1 1  I » '  1 1     iiiiv-i    ^>  ii  1 1  la.'M^  ir  I    jj^.in.11.    yiy 

way  of  Ih'idgewater  and  Brockton.  Xan- 
task-et  Beach  is  an  ohjective  })oint  for 
many  trolley  lines  in  the  Norfolk  and 
Plymouth  county  districts  southward 
from  Boston.  The  New  York-.  New 
Haven,  and  Hartford  Kailroad  Com])an3^ 
has   also   adoi)ted    eliH'lricity   for  its  Nan- 


aiiopieu    eici'M  It  1 1_\     lur    Ji>    ^>aM- 

anch.  with  fares  reduced   to  the 


has   also   ailo] 
task(^t    hr 
tr()lh>y  1);..  .   . 

One  may  now  travel  hy  trolley-car 
in  eastern  ^lassachusetts  very  long  dis- 
tances ill  continuous  directions.  The 
lono-est  continuous  trij)  that  mav  be  made 

•hu 


ances  iii  continuous  directions.  Tl 
longest  continuous  tri)>  that  may  be  mane 
is  that  between  New  B)edford.  Massachu- 
setts, and  Nashua.  New  Hampshire.  This 
rcnite  lakt^s  (me  from  the  holiday  shores 
of  P)uzzards  Bay  to  ^Mount  lIoi)e  Bay  at 
Fall  Liver,  thenct^  to  'J^iunton,  along  the 
I'ight  hank  o{  the  Ix^uitiful  Taunton  Liv- 
er the  greater  ])art  of  the  way.  and  thence 
to  Boston  hy  way  of  Ih'ockton  and  Quincy. 
From  I'oston  to  Lowell  there  is  a  choice 
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of  several  routes  as  far  as  Reading-,  by 
way  of  Lynn,  of  Maiden,  of  Medford,  and 
Winchester,  or  of  Cambridge  and  Win- 
chester. At  Lowell  the  Merrirnac  Riv- 
er is  crossed  to  the  left  bank,  and  a  re- 
turn to  the  right  bank  is  made  not  far 
from  Nashua.  Tliere  are  also  continuous 
trolley-car  connections  between  Boston 
and  Worcester  and  Boston  and  Newbury - 
port,  the  latter  city  being-  reached  by  plea- 
sant routes  along  the  Merrirnac  through 
the  ''  Whittier  country  "  by  way  of  Low- 
ell, Lawrence,  and  Haveriiill. 

These  numerous  long -distance  I'outes 
are  in  such  great  favor  witli  summer  ex- 
cursionists that  for  the  eastern  Massachu- 
setts districts  several  special  guide-books 
have  been  published.  One  of  these,  by  a 
Lowell  lady,  is  a  prettily  illustrated  little 
pocket  volume,  with  accounts  of  notable 
scenes  and  historic  places.  The  charm 
of  such  excursions  is  next  to  that  of  a 
long-distance  carriage  journey  over  good 
roads.  Pilgrimages  to  many  historic  or 
famous  spots  may  be  taken  in  this  way. 
The  routes  in  tlie  North  Sliore  country — 
from  Boston  to  Lynn,  Swampscott,  Mar- 
blehead,  Salem,  Danvers,  and  the  lovely 
Cape  Ann  and  eastern  Essex  i-egions— 
are  rich  in  such  attractions. 

In  1897  there  were  in  Massachusetts 
1325  miles  of  electric  railway,  the  propor- 
tion of  mileage  to  the  ai'ca  of  the  State  be- 
ii]g  the  largest  in  the  Union.  Tiie  elec- 
tric-railway mileage  in  New  York  State, 
in  the  same  year,  was  1550;  in  Pennsyl- 
vania it  was  166S,  in  Ohio  1171,  and  in 
Illinois  1113.  Tiie  total  electric  i-ail way 
mileage  in  the  United  States  was  13,765. 

In   ami  around  Greater  New  York  the 
long-distance  trolley  lines  extend  beyond 
the   Harlem,  up  tlie   Hudson  to  Yonkers 
and   beyond,  and    out    on    the    shores   of 
Long  Island    Sound   in   tlie  Westchester 
region;   far   out    into   I'ural    Long   Island 
from  Brooklyn;   all    over  Staten    Island; 
and  from  Jersey  City  and  lloboken  a  long 
wa\^  out  into  New  Jer.sey.      Philadelphi 
Baltimore,    and     Washington 
are    other   centres    for    impor- 
tant long-distance  lines.    Prom 
Cleveland    there    are    several 
lines   from   20   to   38   miles   in 
length,     running     to     Akron, 
Painesville,     Chagrin      Palls, 
Elyria,     Lorain,     and       othei* 
towns.      In  Ohio  there  is  also 
the  line  of  the  Miami  Traction 
Compan\^ — common  1\'  known 
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as  the  Dayton  Fast  Line — between  Dayton 
and  Hamilton,  a  distance  of  38  miles. 
New  long  lines  have  also  lately  been 
built  in  Wisconsin.  Pennsylvania,  Illi- 
nois, Missouri,  and  New  Jei'sey ;  their  con- 
struction is  so  rapid  that  it  is  difficult  to 
keep  run  of  them. 

The  competition  of  the  ti'olley  lines 
with  the  steam  railways  has  beconie  sei'i- 
ous  in  local  traffic,  but  it  has  not  yet  af- 
fected the  long-distance  traffic  of  the  lat- 
ter to  any  considerable  extent.  Nor  does 
it  seem  likely  that  it  will.  The  limita- 
tions of  the  ti'olley  line  in  the  way  of 
speed  are  altogether  too  great,  for  the 
conditions  of  the  highway  will  not  admit 
of  as  I'apid  a  ])ace  as  the  steam  lines  are 
free  to  make.  The  trolley  excursion  busi- 
ness is  an  entirely  new  development  in 
railway  passenger  traffic.  It  has  been 
made  possible  only  by  the  conditions  of 
pure  air  and  broad  prosi)ects  over  the 
country  from  the  open  cars;  conditions 
that  cannot  exist  on  the  steam  lines,  with 
their  smoke  and  cinders. 

The    street  -  I'ail  way     com])anies     have 
learned  to  cater  to  this  long-distance  ex- 
cui'sion  traffic.      For  exam))le,  there  was 
at  first    much    annoyance    from    fi"e(|ii(Mit 
changes  of  cars: 
])assengers,  com- 
foi'tably    seated, 
were   obliged    to 
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sci';iinl)lo  foi"  <i()()(l  phuM's  when  ti';uist'(M-s  not  in  friMiuciill y  iiuluces  women  to  jro 
\v('i'(;  ni;i(l(\  ))('i-]i;ij)s  spoilin;^'  tlie  rest  of  twenty  or  thirty  miles  l)y  trolley  on  a 
the   ti'ij)    foi'   tiiem.        \\y    the   ninniiig"  of     shoi)pin;i- expedition. 

tln'on;;ii     cars    this    ti'ouhle     is    avoided.  The   liahits    of    the    trolley-oar  clianare 

Tlie  v(M'y  convenient  sliding-  curtains  very  materially  in  the  country.  Its  nr- 
now  in  ns(!  on  the  ojxmi  cars,  intended  ban  mate  is  commonly  circumspect  in  its 
for  rainy  weather,  ai'e  often  the  means  ^ail  sober-u-oinu"  and  sedate.  Its  maii- 
of  s«'riously  marring-  the   i)leasure  of  ex-     ner  is  u'uarded  and  reserved.      It  picks  its 

way  cautiously  throug-li 
i'rt)wded  tliorougli fares. 

and    has    conti'acted    a 

plodding  beariiiff.  At 
times  it  seems  nervous- 
ly apprehensive,  and 
never  i-ealiy  "lets  itself 
iro.""  In  tlie  country. 
liowever.  the  trolley- 
car  becomes  anotlier 
creature.  When  it 
starts  from  its  city  ter- 
minal, to  l)e  sure,  it  is 
on  its  good  behavior — 
maintaining  a  conven- 
tional air.  with  sti-ict 
regai'd  to  all  the  pro- 
})rieties  of  the  street. 
Once  at  the  city  line, 
and  what  a  change  1  It 
is  like  that  which  comes 
over  a  boy  let  loose  from 
school,  or  a  colt  turned 
into  its  jiasture.  With 
cursionists.  It  is  not  uncommon  for  \w\'-  a  zi})  and  a  whiz  it  darts  forward,  taking 
sons  to  occuj^y  the  end  seats  and  to  be  so  the  free  track  with  a  bound  that  l^rings 
inditlerent  to  the  view,  and  at  the  same  laughter  to  careworn  lips  and  blood  to 
time  so  afi-aid  of  the  sunlight,  that  they  the  cheeks.  Pulses  beat  quicker  and  eyes 
pull  down  the  curtains  to  shade  them-  s})arkle.  The  holiday  mood  of  the  passen- 
selves,  unmindful  that  tlH\v  thus  efface  gei-s  is  infectious:  the  car  itself  catches  it. 
for  their  neighbors  half  of  the  scenery  The  gong  ceases  its  querulous  clang,  and 
and  ])(M'haps  the  mor(^  beautiful  half.  It  tlie  car  rushes  along  at  a  speed  that  at  (irst 
would  1)(^ Well  for  this  us(^  of  th*^  curtains  setuus  a  bit  i-eckless  to  those  accustomed 
to  be  forbidden.  To    the   creeping    })act>    of    m-ban    transit. 

The  unit  of  fai-e,  as  a  rult\  is  hve  cents.  Nmv  and  then.  ]>erliaps.  the  highway's 
and  the  chargecommonly  amounts  to  that  conlines  are  scorned  in  the  exuberance 
figure  betw(>en  the  limits  of  each  tc^vn-  of  its  spirit:  it  suddenly  departs  from 
ship  through  which  the  line  ])asses  On  the  road,  like  a  dog  that  spies  a  cat  in  a 
some  lines  through  tickets  are  sold  for  the  neighboring  held,  and  whisks  across  }>as- 
entire  trip.  IhU  tli*^  usual  custom  is  (or  turt^-lands  to  {:\kv  a  short-cut  across  a 
the  conductor  to  collect  a  nickel  at  stated  curvt^  made  by  the  road  that  it  comnunily 
intei'vals.  Tlu^  rate  on  trollt\v  lines  is  follows.  Again.  mayl)e.  in  going  through 
much  less  tlian  on  steam  lines — ))erhaps  a     tiie    woods,    it    bounds    aside    and     ])lays 
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(juarter  to  a  third  lower,  on  tiie  avei'age. 
Oh(\i])  fares  have  naturally  done  much  to 
dcn-elop  the  excursi.)n    tratlic.      The  time 


hide-and-seek  through  the  trees  with 
the  t'ai-m  wagtuis  on  tlie  road  it  has 
left,  for  the   track   maia^s  a   nt>w  riu'lit   of 


recjuired  for  tlies(>  long-tlisiaut-e  journ(\vs      way  for  itself     a  way  arched  by  a  d(>light- 

fiii  sylvan  tunnel,  wikmh^  the  air  is  sw<M^t 
with  the  resiiu)us  bn^ath  of  ])ine-ti'ees. 
Auain  the  car  counts  to  a  steam  railwav 


is  too  long  to  div«M-l  regular  business  trav- 
el to  the  stre(M  r;iihvays.  Timt>  is  money 
for  men    in  a  huri'v.      To  women   time  is 


of  h^ss   account,  and    tlu^   savinu-  in    fares      which   has  jeah^usly  barrtul  to   its  young 
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rival  the  passage  across.  Never  niiiul! 
It  jumps  over,  clearing'  the  obstacle  by  a 
leap  through  tlie  air!  It  might  be  more 
accurate  to  say  that  it  climbs  a  ladder, 
very  much  as  a  cat  climbs  a  tree,  and  is 
on  the  other  side  in  a  jitt'y.  The  ladder 
is  a  light  skeleton  bridge  of  steel,  which 
Yankee  ingenuity  has  devised  for  con- 
tingencies like  this. 

The  conductor  and  the  motorman  are 
also    of    types   different    from  tlieir    city 


brethren.  They  come  from  the  neigh- 
boring counti'y-side,  and  they  call  each 
other  by  their  front  names — Abner  and 
Seth,  Obed  and  Ezekiel,  or  <^)ther  pra:'n()- 
mens  of  that  sort.  They  take  a  friendly 
interest  in  their  passengers,  and  are  on  a 
fraternal  footing  with  those  who  regular- 
ly patronize  the  line.  They  know  who 
live  in  every  house  along  the  way,  and 
all  the  family  histories. 

There  are  long  pauses  between  fares,  and 


()(') 
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for    somebody    up 
tlie  line. 

Oil  tlie  steani- 
i-ailway  lines  it  is 
an  old  ciisioni.  in 
some  })ai'ts  of  New 
Enii'land.  to  give 
the  name  of  ""  huc- 
kleberry train  ""  to 
certain  accommo- 
dation trains  that 
are  distinguished 
by  a  very  leisure- 
ly gait.  While  tlie 
trolley-cai'  in  the 
country  lias  tlie 
reverse  of  a  lei- 
surely air  —  speed- 
ing its  way  with 
the  nervous  haste 
so  characteristic  of 
thecentury'send — 
yet  something  of 
tlie  old-time  mood 
tliat  goes  with  the 
o})en  highway's 
freedom  of  move- 
ment has  been  in- 
herited with  the 
new  conveyance. 
There  is  related  a 
wry  entei'taining 
true  story  of  the 
early  weeks  of  a 
trolley  line  built 
between  a  great 
shoe  town  in  tlie  Old  Colony  and  a  quiet 
village  a  few  miles  away  :  how  an  old  lady 
who  had  all  her  life  been  tln^  autocrat  of 
the  village,  and  who  set  out  to  ta^^e  her 
lirst  tri})  on  the  trolley-car  which  passed 
her  door,  fcuind.  after  she  had  gone  some- 
thing liia^  a  half  mile  on  the  way.  that 
she  had  foi'gotten  her  gloves.  She  at 
onc(^  oi'dered  the  conductor  to  turn  back. 
Act'ustomed,  like  all  his  fellow-villagers, 
to  yield  unquestioning  obedit^ice  to  com- 
ments in  ]>oint  mands  from  that  quarter,  he  held  a  brief 
inii"  out  all  the  conference  with  the  niotorman.  Tlie  car 
features  of  in  then  reversed  its  course,  halted  before 
teresl  to  strangers  among  the  excursion-  the  old  lady's  gate,  and  waited  until  she 
ists.  Sometimes,  in  goml  couiury-iieigli  waddled  into  the  house  and  up  stairs  to 
boi-  fashion,  the  conductor  does  erramls  get  her  gloves  out  of  the  buiH^au  drawer, 
for  his  friends  along  the  way.  A  farm-  and  then  caim^  back  again — the  other 
er's  wife  hears  the  trolley  bunnnini;-  in  ])a>sengers.  with  the  national  docility  of 
the  distance,  and  comes  to  the  gate  I'ov  the  American  ])eople.  submitting  unconi- 
the  i)ackage  which  the  conductor  brings  plainingly  to  the  delay, 
from    town  and  tosses  at   her  feet  as  the  [Many  excursionists  bring  their  lunches 

car  Hies  past:  or  a  diiiner-]iail  is  taken  .ui     along  on  these  long-dislance  trolley  trips, 


>S. 


the     ccniductor 
(^iijovs  tht^  em 
])loyment         of 
his  leisure  mo 
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sometimes  eating  them  en  route,  but  usu- 
ally choosing  some  pleasant  spot  in  the 
woods,  the  fields,  or  by  the  water  for  the 
scene  of  a  cozy  little  picnic.  Or  per- 
haps they  resort  to  some  nice  way-side 
inn — for  touring  wheelmen  and  the  pop- 
ularity of  carriage  journeys  through  the 
country — caused  by  the  development  of 
good  roads— have  revived  the  prosperity 
of  the  country  tavern,  with  its  traditional 
comfort  and  good  cheer,  as  known  in 
stage-coach  days. 

It  is  not  uncommon  for  parties  to  en- 
gage special  cars  for  these  long-distance 
excursions.  In  the  large  cities  it  is  now 
a  common  thing  for  the  street-railway 
companies  to  have  special  drawing-room 
cars,  fitted  with  all  the  luxurious  ap- 
pointments of  a  Pullman,  to  be  let  for 
special  occasions,  such  as  theatre  parties 
from  the  suburbs,  etc.  These  cars,  being 
of  the  "box"  type,  are  not  adapted  to 
summer  excursions,  the  charm  of  which 
lies  in  the  open-air  character  of  the  trip. 
It  is  the  custom,  therefore,  to  engage  or- 
dinary open  cars  for  this  purpose,  and 
tliey  answer  the  requirements  very  well. 
With  a  car  specially  chartered  there  is 
not  the  annoyance  from  crowding-  so 
often  attendant  upon  the  regular  trips, 
and  therefore  the  fatigue  of  a  long  jaunt 
is  reduced  very  materially.  One  has 
plenty  of  elbow-room  and  considerable 
freedom  of  movement.  Seats  may  be 
reversed  and  space  made  for  stretching 
the  legs,  while  cushions  and  wraps  may 
be  spread  out  for  comfort.  An  ordinary 
open  car  may  temporarily  and  expedi- 
tiously be  made  over  into  a  very  com- 
fortable special  car  for  excursion  use. 
All  that  need  be  done  is  to  strip  it  of  its 
seats,  construct  some  sort  of  a  light  guard 
at  the  sides — such  as  a  top  rail,  with  wire 
netting  below — spread  the  floor  with  rugs 
or  matting,  and  then  dispose  easy-chairs 
about  according  to  the  number  of  the 
party,  with  perhaps  a  table  in  the  centre. 
If  a  particularly  festive  appearance  is 
wanted  for  the  evening,  additional  elec- 
tric lamps  may  be  put  in,  with  Japanese 
lanterns  suspended  to  enclose  them. 

At  the  present  rate  of  electric-i-ailway 
construction  the  principal  portions  of  a 
State  like  Massacliusetts  will  soon  be  made 
accessible  for  trolley  excursions  through- 
out its  length  and  breadth.  It  will  then 
be  possible  to  take  long  holiday  trips  for 
days  at  a  time  over  these  routes,  visiting 
many  points  of  varied  interest,  and  niak- 
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ing  vacation- journeys  of  a  delightful 
character.  For  such  purposes  special 
private  cars  will  come  into  use,  and 
Yankee  ingenuity  may  be  trusted  to  give 
vehicles  of  this  kind  a  form  that  will 
make  them  marvels  of  convenience  and 
luxury.  A  combination  of  the  open  and 
box  types  of  car  suggests  itself  as  the 
proper  design  to  be  adopted  for  these 
uses.  The  closed  portion  would  be  re- 
quired for  shelter  in  inclement  weather, 
and  for  use  at  night.  The  open  portion 
should  occupy  a  liberal  section  of  the 
car,  and  would  be  similar  to  the  "obser- 
vation "  portion  of  a  private  car  for  steam 
railways.  Instead,  however,  of  being  at 
the  rear  end  of  the  car,  it  would  naturally 
occupy  the  front,  commanding  the  full 
view  ahead  as  the  car  advances.  The 
roof  of  the  car  might  also  be  used  as  a 
"  hurricane- deck."  The  closed  portion 
would  be  fitted  with  all  the  comforts  of 
a  drawing-room,  and  would  contain  a  li- 
brary for  reading  in  the  evening  and  on 
rainy  days.  Beds  might  easily  be  pro- 
vided, so  that  nights  could  be  spent  on 
board  very  comfortably.  A  snug  kitchen, 
with  electric  cooking  appliances,  would 
be  an  appropriate  feature.  Large  win- 
dows of  plate -glass,  letting  down  into 
the  sides,  would  practically  convert  this 
part  into  an  open  section  when  desired. 
On  the  other  hand,  the  open  portion, 
closed  in  with  wire  screens  to  keep  out 
mosquitoes  and  other  insects,  and  also 
with  curtains  when  needed,  would  like- 
wise be  available  for  sleeping  purposes 
on  summer  nights.  A  hammock  could 
be  slung  here,  just  as  on  the  veranda 
of  a  country  house.  A  portable  siding 
might  be  provided,  so  that  the  car  could 
be  switched  from  the  line  at  any  place 
that  might  be  selected.  This  would  make 
it  possible  to  pass  the  nights  in  retired 
and  pleasant  spots  by  the  way-side,  with 
pure  air  and  quiet  surroundings. 

The  transportation  of  merchandise  is 
a  feature  of  the  long-distance  trolley  lines 
to  which  little  attention  has  yet  been 
paid,  but  which  has  great  possibilities. 
These  lines  offer  remarkable  opportuni- 
ties for  the  development  of  convenient 
express  and  parcels-delivery  service  be- 
tween cities  and  their  suburbs,  and  even 
far  out  into  the  country.  Freight  could 
also  be  cheaply  carried  in  this  way  from 
town  to  town,  and  a  large  business  might 
be  built  up  in  the  transportation  of  mar- 
ket produce  and  of  milk  from  the  coun- 
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try  into  the  city.  Platform  cars  might 
be  arrang-ed  so  that  heavily  loaded  wag- 
ons could  be  taken  bodily  for  long  dis- 
tances at  a  material  saving  in  time  and 
expense.  The  relief  of  the  highways  from 
heavy  traflic  might  thus  be  very  great; 
it  would  also  save  the  community  large 
expenses  for  repairs  and  renewal  of  roads, 
for  there  would  be  a  corresponding  re- 
duction in  the  wear  and  tear  of  the  way 
from  heavy  teaming  and  the  destructive 
chopping  action  of  steel  horseshoes. 

The  question  as  to  how  far  the  occupa- 
tion of  the  public  highways  by  trolley 
lines  shall  be  permitted  to  proceed  is  a 
serious  one.  It  cannot  be  denied  that 
the  ordinary  use  of  the  highways  is  made 
more  hazardous  by  this  form  of  occu- 
pancy, and  the  tracks  are  often  laid  in 
such  a  manner  as  to  make  the  cost  of 
maintaining  the  roadway  in  good  condi- 
tion very  much  greater  for  the  public 
authorities.  On  the  other  hand,  the  in- 
creased convenience  to  the  public  is 
urged  as  an  offset  to  these  objections. 
But,  with  the  universal  tendency  towards 
the  improvement  of  roads,  and  their 
growing  utility  through  the  introduc- 
tion oi  new  forms  of  vehicular  transit,  it 
would  seem  evident  that  it  will  be  neces- 
sary to  impose  restrictions  against  undue 
encroachments  upon  the  highways  on  the 
part  of  street  railways. 

In  the  residential  districts  of  some  of 
our  great  cities,  and  in  their  suburbs,  this 
difficulty  has  been  met  in  an  admirable 
manner  by  the  adoption  of  the  "boule- 
vard "  form  of  highway,  w4th  a  double 
line  of  roadway  separated  by  a  central  re- 
served space, where  electric-railway  tracks 
run  through  a  belt  of  well-kept  turf.  The 
development  of  a  new  and  high-class  res- 
idential quarter  in  Greater  Boston  gave 
the  opportunity  for  the  first  example  of 
this  type  of  highway,  in  the  construction 
of  an  amplification  of  Beacon  Street.  The 
convenience  and  beauty  of  the  improve- 
ment were  so  great  that  several  great  ra- 
dial avenues  in  the  metropolitan  area  of 
Greater  Boston  have  since  been  laid  out 
upon  similar  lines,  and  the  example  has 
been  extensively  followed  elsewhere. 

It  has  been  noted  that  occasionally  an 
electric  railway  will  be  found  departing 
from  the  highway  to  skirt  it  in  adjacent 
fields  or  woods.  This  suugests  that  a 
universal  adoption  of  the  practice  would 
offer  a  thoroughly  satisfactory  soluticMi 
of  the  problem  raised  by  threatened  dan- 


gers from  encroachment  upon  the  high- 
ways.     The  boulevard  form  of  construc- 
tion is,  of  course,  too  costly  for  general 
adoption    away   from    the    vicinities    of 
large   cities.       The   foregoing   expedient, 
however,  would   provide    an   economical 
and  thoroughly  practical  modification  of 
the  boulevard  idea,  adapting  it  to  rural 
conditions.      Land  in  rural  districts  is  so 
cheap,  as  a  rule,  that  it  should  be  easy  to 
obtain  a  strip   adjacent  to  the  highway 
along  the  greater  portions  of  the  routes 
desired    for    railway   purposes,   sufficient 
for  the  accommodation  of  the  tracks.      In 
view  of  the  advantages  gained  from  the 
relief  of    the   highway,  this  strip  might 
well  be  taken  under  the  right  of  eminent 
domain,  being  considered  as  a  part  of  the 
highway  reserved   for  railway  purposes. 
The   cost    of    grading    and    construction 
would  be  so  much  less,  in  most  instances, 
than  in  the  roadway  that  the  projectors 
of  the  railway  could  well  afford  the  out- 
lay for  this  strip,  which  would  also  con- 
fer the  advantages  of  greater  attractive- 
ness for  passengers  by  reason  of  increased 
speed,  diminished  dust,  and  a  pleasanter 
environment.       The   lawnlike   treatment 
of  the  road-bed  on  boulevarded  lines  pre- 
vents the  dust  nuisance,  and  also  reduces 
noise.      It  would  be  hardly  practicable  to 
treat  the  road-bed  in  this  fashion  on  rural 
lines,  even  where  the  railway  has  its  own 
right  of  way.      But  it  is  now  the  custom 
to  ballast  very  thoroughly  the  track  of 
an   electric   railway  in  the  country,  and 
this  reduces  the   trouble  from  dust   in  a 
highly  gratifying  degree.      It  has  lately 
been  discovered  that    by  sprinkling   the 
road  -  bed  with  crude  petroleum  once  or 
twice   in  a   season   the   great  annoyance 
from  dust  on  a  steam  railway  can  be  en- 
tirely   overcome.       The    same   treatment 
should  also   prove  effective  on  the  rural 
trolley  lines. 

The  great  expansion  and  consolidation 
of  these  electric  lines  throughout  the 
countr}'  has,  in  a  measure,  complicated 
the  question  of  public  ownership  of  street 
railways,  in  behalf  of  which  a  powerful 
agitation  has  developed  in  recent  years. 
AVhen  street  railways  comprised  but  a 
few  miles  of  horse- car  routes  within  the 
limits  of  a  city  or  town,  and  wei'e  design- 
ed exclusively  for  local  accommodation, 
tlie  problem  of  municipal  ownershij)  of 
such  entei-prises  was  relatively  simple. 
But  with  the  growth  and  unification  of 
these  lines  into  great  systems,  providing 
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interurban  and  rural  transit  facilities 
over  large  territories,  tliey  appear  to  have 
transcended  the  scope  of  purely  munici- 
pal ownership  and  operation.  If  they  are 
to  come  into  public  hands,  it  would  seem 
that  the  controlling-  authority  must  be 
either  vested  directly  in  the  State  itself, 
or  intrusted  to  some  larger  administra- 
tive entity  than  the  municipalities;  such 
as  the  counties,  perhaps,  or  speciall}^  con- 
stituted local -transit  districts  formed  of 
groups  of  municipalities  that  would  nat- 
urally have  common  interests  in  local 
transportation. 

It  is  noteworthy  that  municipal  groups 
of  this  kind  were  contemplated  in  a  bill 
advocated  by  the  Citizens  Committee  for 
the  Municipal  Ownership  of  Street-Rail- 
ways, in  a  strong  presentation  of  the  case 
before  the  Massachusetts  Legislature.  A 
feature  of  this  bill  is  the  authorization 
of  "municipal  street-railway  companies" 
in  which  cities  and  towns  are  share- 
holders, being  represented  upon  the  board 
of  directors  in  proportion  to  their  respect- 
ive holdings. 

Communities  throughout  the  country 
have,  as  a  rule,  been  so  eager  to  secure 
the  conveniences  of  street-railway  trans- 
portation that  they  have  recklessly  given 
away  to  private  corporations  the  use  of 
their  highways  for  these  purposes.  This 
has  commonly  been  done  with  few  or  tio 
restrictions,  and  often  indefinitely.  For- 
tunately there  has  lately  been  aroused  a 
keener  public  sense  of  the  value  of  these 
franchises,  and  it  is  not  uncommon  now 
for  the  corporations  themselves  to  offer 
compensation  for  the  privileges,  while  in 
the  communities  there  is  a  growing  dispo- 
sition to  insist  upon  favorable  terms  for 
the  public,  and  to  hold  to  a  strict  account- 
ability the  authorities  who,  under  corrupt 
influence,  are  too  ready  to  sacrifice  the 
public  rights  intrusted  to  their  guardian- 
ship. 

Can  the  rights  and  values  that  have 
thus  been  heedlessly  thrown  away  or 
corruptly  sacrificed  ever  be  recovered? 
With  a  growing  sense  of  their  greater 
worth  when  held  in  public  hands,  and 
with  the  increasingly  frequent  demonstra- 
tions of  the  practicability  and  economy 
of  public  ownership  and  o})eration,  it  is 
likely   that    communities   will  more  and 


more  insist  upon  their  restoration.  Cost- 
ly as  the  exercise  of  the  right  of  public 
domain  might  be, when  not  duly  provided 
for  by  conditions  imposed  in  the  giving 
of  the  franchises,  it  will  doubtless  be  re- 
sorted to. 

One  method  of  recovery  that  has  been 
suggested  prescribes  conditions  that  ap- 
pear to  be  alike  favorable  to  the  public 
and  to  private  interests  in  the  properties. 
This  method  would  substitute  for  the 
bonds  and  stock  of  the  private  corpora- 
tions owning  the  lines  bonds  bearing  a 
municipal  or  State  guarantee,  while  addi- 
i\ous  to  the  capitalization  made  to  provide 
for  extensions  and  improvements  would 
also  be  made  by  the  issue  of  such  bonds. 
The  accumulation  of  a  sinking  -  fund 
would  provide  for  the  redemption  of  these 
bonds  upon  their  maturity,  and  the  prop- 
erty would  pass  into  the  possession  of  the 
public  without  the  expenditure  of  a  dollar 
on  the  part  of  the  latter.  Meanwhile  the 
management  would  reside  in  a  board  of 
directors,  one  half  of  whom  would  repre- 
sent the  owners  of  the  securities,  and  the 
other  half  the  public  interest.  Since  pub- 
lic securities- have  a  market  value  much 
liiglier  than  those  of  private  corporations, 
the  exchange  would  be  manifestly  to  the 
advantage  of  the  owners  of  the  proper- 
ties. 

On  the  side  of  the  public  there  would 
be  a  great  economy  in  the  lower  rate  of 
interest  at  which  public  securities  can  be 
issued.  Another  great  economy  would 
lie  in  the  saving  of  the  enormous  expen- 
ditures for  legal  expenses,  fancy  salaries, 
and  "legislative  influence,"  which  are  pro- 
lific sources  of  outgo  in  the  finances  of  pri- 
vate corporations. 

This  method  is  the  same  as  that  adopted 
by  the  city  of  Spi'ingfield,  Illinois,  in  rela- 
tion to  its  lighting  service.  By  this  course 
it  will,  in  a  comparatively  few  years, 
acquire  without  cost  a  fully  equipi)ed  mu- 
nicipal plant  for  electric  lighting.  Pri- 
vate capital  finds  it  profitable  to  pay  for 
a  limited  franchise  on  these  terms.  The 
fact  that  the  city  of  Melbourne,  Australia, 
will.b\^  a  similar  arrangement,  obtain  pos- 
session of  its  street  railways  without  cost, 
indicates  that  the  method  is  equally  ap- 
plicable to  street-railway  conditions  in 
ceneral. 


A  TOAST. 

BY  FRANCIS  JAMES  MACBEATH. 

TO  the  Crystal   of  Desii-e, 
To  the  Wheel  of  Mystic  Birth, 
Child  of  the  Mine  and  Fire, — 
Drink,  Riders  of  the  Earth  ! 

To  tlie  lium   of  tlie  whirring  wire 

In   tlie  rusli   of  the   air  disturbed  ; 
To  the  purr  of  the  spurning  tii'e. 

And  tlie  speed   of  tlie  steed  uncui-bed. 
To  the  stroke  of  tlie  corded  muscle. 

And   the  rise  of  the  warming   thigh  ; 
To  the  lift  and  drop  of  the  hills  we  top. 

And  the  woodlands  rolling  by. 

To  the  deep  exhilaration, 

To  the  brawn,  and  the  tcnich  that  guides; 
To  the  freedom   of  creation — 

The  world  is  his  who  rides. 
To  the*  spindrift  mists  of  morning. 

To  noon,  of  the  golden   light; 
To  the  tints   t,hat  fade,  and  the  mystic  shade, 

To  the  Moon,  and   the  mottled   night. 

To  the  air,   to  the  winds  that  buifet, 

And  the  will   to  which  they  bend  ; 
To  life,  and   the  way  we  rough  it, 

To  the  roads  that  never  end. 
To  the  vilest  and  the  velvet. 

To  the  wind-flung   leaves  we  toss; 
To  the  birds  that  race  at  a  breathing  pace, 

And   the  bird   that  darts  across! 

To  a  joy  beyond  dimensions. 

To  a   pleasure   never  old  ; 
To  the  Prince  of  all  Inventions. 

To  the  steel   worth   more  than  gold. 
We,  Heirs  of  an  Age  of  Science, 

With  leaping  Life  shall  ride. 
From   the  purple  dawn  of  manhood,   on 

To  the  ebbing  eventide. 

A  Toast   to  the  Child  of  Fire, 

To  the  Wheel   of   :\rystic  Birth, 
To  the  End  of  all   Desire. — 

Drink.   Kiders  of   the  Earth  '. 
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CHAPTER   XXI. 

A   COMBINED   FORCE. 

"Hear,  but  be  faithful  to  your  interest  still. 
Secure  your  heart,  then  fool  with  whom  you  will." 

MRS.  VANSITTART  walked  to  the 
g-ate  of  the  Malgamite  works,  think- 
ing- that  Von  Holzen  was  following-  her 
on  the  noiseless  sand.  At  the  gate,  which 
the  porter  threw  open  on  seeing  her  ap- 
proach, she  turned  and  found  that  she 
was  alone.  Von  Holzen  was  walking 
quietly  back  towards  the  factory.  He 
was  so  busy  making  his  fortune  that  he 
could  not  give  ]\Irs.  Vansittart  more  than 
a  few  minutes.  She  bit  her  lip  as  she 
went  towards  her  horse.  Neglect  is  no 
balm  to  the  wounds  of  the  defeated. 

She  mounted  her  horse  and  looked  at 
her  watcl).  It  was  nearly  five  o'clock, 
and  Percy  Roden  was  doubtless  w^aiting 
for  her  in  Park  Straat.  It  is  a  woman's 
business  to  know  what  is  expected  of  her. 
Mrs.  Vansittart  recalled  in  a  very  matter- 
of-fact  way  the  wording  of  her  letter  to 
Roden.  She  bruslied  some  dust  from  her 
habit,  and  made  sure  that  her  hair  was 
tidy.  Then  she  fell  into  deep  thought, 
and  set  her  mind  in  a  like  order  for  the 
work  that  lay  before  her.  A  man's  deep- 
est schemes  in  love  are  child's  play  beside 
the  woman's  schemes  that  meet  or  frus- 
trate his  own.  Mrs.  Vansittart  rode  rap- 
idly home  to  Park  Straat. 

Mr.  Roden,  the  servant  told  her,  was 
awaiting  her  return  in  the  drawing-room. 
She  walked  slowly  up  stairs  with  a  queer 
smile.  Some  victories  are  only  to  be  won 
with  arms  that  hurt  the  bearer.  Mrs.  Van- 
sittart's  mind  was  warped,  or  she  must 
have  known  that  she  was  going  to  pay  too 
dearly  for  her  revenge.  She  was  sacri- 
ficing invaluable  memories  to  a  paltry 
hatred. 

"Ah!"  she  said  to  Roden,  whose  man- 
ner betrayed  the  recollection  of  her  invi- 
tation to  him,  "  So  I  have  kept  you  w^ait- 
ing — a  minute,  perhaps,  for  each  day  that 
you  have  staid  away  from  Park  Straat." 

Roden  laughed,  with  a  sliade  of  embar- 
rassment, which  she  was  quick  to  detect. 

*  RepTun  in  Janu 


"Is  it  your  sister,"  she  asked,  "who 
has  induced  you  to  stay  away?" 

"  Dorothy  has  nothing  but  good  to  say 
of  you,"  he  answered. 

"Then  it  is  Herr  von  Holzen,"  said 
Mrs.  Vansittart,  laying  aside  her  gloves 
and  turning  towards  the  tea  table.  She 
spoke  quietly  and  rather  indifferently,  as 
one  does  of  persons  who  are  removed  by 
a  social  grade.  "I  have  never  told  you, 
I  believe,  that  I  happen  to  know  something 
of  your — what  is  he? — your  foreman.  He 
has  probably  warned  you  against  me. 
My  husband  once  employed  this  Von 
Holzen,  and  was,  I  believe,  robbed  by 
him.  We  never  knew  the  man  socially, 
and  I  have  always  suspected  that  he  bore 
us  some  ill  feeling  on  that  account.  You 
remember — in  this  room,  wlien  you 
brought  him  'to  call  soon  after  your 
works  were  built — that  he  referred  to 
having  met  my  husband.  Doubtless  with 
a  view  to  finding  out  how  much  I  knew, 
or  if  I  was  in  reality  the  wife  of  Charles 
Vansittart.  But  I  did  not  choose  to  en- 
lighten him."  She  had  poured  out  tea 
while  she  spoke.  Her  hands  were  un- 
steady still,  and  she  drew  down  the 
sleeve  of  her  habit  to  hide  the  discolor- 
ation of  her  wrist.  She  turned  rather 
suddenly'  and  saw  on  Roden's  face  the 
confession  that  it  had  been  due  to  Von 
Holzen's  influence  that  he  had  absent- 
ed himself  from  her  drawing  -  room, 
"  However,"  she  said,  with  a  little  laugh, 
and  in  a  final  voice,  as  if  dismissing  a 
subject  of  small  ini])ortance —  "  how^- 
ever.  I  suppose  Hen*  von  Holzen  is  rising 
in  the  world,  and  has  the  sensitive  vanity 
of  persons  in  that  trying  condition." 

Slie  sat  down  slowly,  remembering  her 
pretty  figure  in  its  smart  habit,  Roden's 
slow  eyes  noted  the  pretty  figure  also, 
Avhich  she  observed,  one  may  be  sure. 

"  Tell  me  your  news,"  she  said.  '*  You 
look  tired  and  ill.  It  is  liard  work  mak- 
ing one's  fortune.  Be  sure  tliat  you  know 
what  you  want  to  buy  before  you  make 
it,  or  afterwards  you  ma}"  find  that  it  has 
not  been  worth  while  to  have  worked  so 
hard." 
ary  number,  1898. 
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"Perliaps  what  I  want  is  not  to  be 
bought,"  be  said,  with  bis  eyes  on  tbe 
carpet.  For  be  was  an  awkward  player 
at  tliis  ligbt  game. 

"  Ab  !"  sbe  exclaimed.  ''  Tben  it  must 
be  eitber  worthless  or  priceless.'' 

He  looked  at  her,  but  be  did  not  speak, 
and  tbose  wbo  are  quick  to  detect  tbe 
fleeting  shade  of  pathos  might  have  seen 
it  in  tlie  glance  of  tbe  tired  eyes.  For 
Percy  Roden  was  only  clever  as  a  finan- 
cier, and  women  bave  no  use  for  such 
cleverness — only  for  the  results  of  it.  Ro- 
den was  conscious  of  making  no  prog- 
ress with  Mrs.  Vansittart.  who  handled 
him  as  a  cat  handles  a  disabled  mouse 
wbile  watching  anotber  bole. 

"You  have  been  busier  than  ever,  I 
suppose,"  sbe  said,  "since  you  have  bad 
no  time  to  remember  your  friends." 

"Yes,"  answered  Roden,  brightening. 
He  was  so  absorbed  in  the  most  absorb- 
ing and  lasting  employment  of  wbich  tbe 
human  understanding  is  capable  that  be 
could  talk  of  little  else,  even  to  Mrs.  Van- 
sittart. "Yes,  we  have  been  very  busy, 
and  are  turning  out  nearly  ten  tons  a  day 
now.  Vnd  we  have  bad  trouble  from  a 
quarter  in  wbich  we  did  not  expect  it. 
Von  Holzen  has  been  much  worried,  I 
know,  though  he  never  says  anything. 
He  may  not  be  a  gentleman,  Mrs.  Van- 
sittart, but  be  is  a  wonderful  man." 

"Ah!"  said  Mrs. Vansittart,  indifferent- 
\y,  and  something  in  her  manner  made 
him  all  the  more  desirous  of  explaining 
his  reasons  for  associating  himself  with  a 
person  wbo,  as  she  bad  subtly  and  flat- 
teringly binted  more  tban  once,  was  far 
beneath  him  from  a  social  point  of  view. 
This  desire  rendered  him  less  guarded 
tban  it  was  perhaps  w^ise  to  be  under  the 
circumstances. 

"  Yes,  he  is  a  very  clever  man — a  gen- 
ius, I  think.  He  rises  to  each  difhciilty 
without  any  effort,  and  every  day  shows 
me  new  evidence  of  his  foresight.  He 
has  done  more  than  you  think  in  tbe 
Malgamite  works.  His  share  of  tbe  work 
has  been  greater  than  anybody  knows. 
I  am  only  the  financier,  you  understand. 
I  know  about  bookkeeping  and  about  — 
monev — bow  it  should  be  bandied — that 
is  all.""' 

"You  are  too  modest.  I  think."  said 
Mrs.  Vansittart,  gravely.  "You  fcn-get 
that  the  scheme  was  yours;  you  forget 
all  that  you  did  in  London." 

"Yes — wbile  Von    Holzen    was  doing 


more  here.  He  bad  the  more  dilhcult 
task  to  perform.  Of  course  I  did  my 
share  in  getting  the  thing  up.  It  would 
be  foolish  to  deny  that.  I  suppose  I  have  a 
bead  on  my  shoulders,  like  other  people." 
And  Mr.  Percy  Roden,  with  bis  band 
at  his  mustache,  smiled  a  somewhat  fat- 
uous smile.  He  thought,  perhaps,  that  a 
woman  will  love  a  man  the  more  for  be- 
ing a  good  man  of  business. 

"Yes,"  said  Mrs. Vansittart,  softly. 
"  But  I  should  like  Von  Holzen  to  bave 
his    due,''  said    Roden,    rather  grandly. 
"He  has  done  wonders,  and  no  one  quite 
realizes  that — except,  perhaps,  Cornish." 

"  Indeed  I  Does  Mr.  Cornish  give  Herr 
von  Holzen  his  due,  tben?" 

"Cornish  does  his  best  to  upset  Von 
Holzen's  plans  at  every  turn.  He  does 
not  understand  business  at  all.  When 
that  sort  of  man  goes  into  business  be  in- 
variably ge.ts  into  trouble.  He  has  what 
I  suppose  be  calls  scruples.  It  comes,  I 
imagine,  from  not  having  been  brought 
up  to  it."'  Roden  spoke  rather  hotly.  He 
was  of  a  jealous  disposition,  and  disliked 
Mrs.Vansittart's  attitude  towards  Cornish. 
"But  be  is  no  match  for  Von  Holzen." 
he  continued, "as  be  will  find,  to  bis  cost. 
Von  Holzen  i^  not  the  sort  of  man  to 
stand  any  kind  of  interference."' 

"Ah?"  said  Mrs.  Vansittart  again,  in 
tbe  slightly  questioning  and  indifferent 
manner  with  wbich  she  received  all  de- 
fence of  Otto  von  Holzen.  and  which  bad 
the  efiect  of  urging  Roden  to  further  ex- 
planation. 

"He  is  not  a  man  I  should  care  to 
cross,  myself,"  be  said,  determined  to  se- 
cure Mrs.  Vansittart's  full  attention. 
"He  has  tbe  whole  of  tbe  IMalgamiters 
at  bis  beck  and  call,  and  is  pretty  power- 
ful, I  can  tell  you.  They  are  a  desperate 
set  of  fellows:  men  engaged  in  a  danger- 
ous industry  do  not  wear  kid  gloves." 

!Mrs.  Vansittart  was  watching  him 
across  tbe  low  tea  table:  for  Roden  rarely 
looked  at  his  interlocutor.  He  had  more 
of  her  attention  than  he  perhaps  sus- 
pected. 

."Ah!""  she  said,  rather  more  indiffer- 
ently tban  before.  "I  think  you  exag- 
gerate Herr  von  Holzen's  importance  in 
tbe  world."' 

"I  do  not  exaggerate  the  danger  into 
which  Cornish  will  I'un  if  be  is  not  care- 
ful." retorted  Roden,  half  sullenly. 

Tliere  was  a  i-ing  of  anxiety  in  bis 
voice.      ]\Irs.  Vansittart  glanced   sharply 
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at  liim.  It  was  borne  in  upon  her  that 
Roden  liimself  was  afraid  of  Von  Holzen. 
This  was  more  serious  than  it  liad  at  first 
appeared.  There  are  periods  in  every 
man's  liistory  wlien  human  affairs  sud- 
denly appear  to  become  unmanageable, 
and  the  course  of  events  gets  beyond 
any  sort  of  control — when  the  hand  at 
the  helm  falters,  and  even  the  managing 
female  of  the  family  hesitates  to  act. 
Roden  seemed  to  have  reached  such  a 
crisis  now,  and  Mrs.  Vansittart,  charm 
she  never  so  wisely,  could  not  brush  the 
frown  of  anxiety  from  his  brow.  He 
was  in  no  mood  for  love-making,  and  men 
cannot  call  up  this  fleeting  humor,  as  a 
woman  can,  when  it  is  wanted.  So  they 
sat  and  talked  of  many  things,  both 
glancing  at  the  clock  with  a  surreptitious 
eye.  They  were  not  the  first  man  and 
woman  to  go  liunting  Cupid  with  the 
best  will  in  the  world — only  to  draw  a 
blank. 

At  length  Roden  rose  from  his  chair 
with  slow,  lazy  movements.  Physically 
and  morally  he  seemed  to  want  tighten- 
ing up. 

"I  must  go  back  to  the  works,"  he 
said.      "  We  work  late  to-night." 

"Then  do  not  tell  Herr  von  Holzen 
where  you  have  been,"  replied  Mrs.  Van- 
sittart, with  a  warning  smile.  Then,  on 
the  threshold,  with  a  gravity  and  a  glance 
that  sent  him  away  happy,  she  added, 
"  I  do  not  want  you  to  discuss  me  with 
Otto  von  Holzen,  you  understand!" 

She  stood  with  her  hand  on  the  bell, 
looking  at  the  clock,  while  he  went 
down  stairs.  The  moment  she  heard  the 
street  door  closed  behind  him  she  rang 
sharply. 

"The  brougham,"  she  said  to  the  ser- 
vant, "at  once." 

Ten  minutes  later  she  was  rattling 
down  Maurits  Kade  towards  the  Villa  des 
Dunes.  A  deep  bank  of  clouds  had  risen 
from  the  west,  completely  obscuring  tlie 
sun,  so  that  it  seemed  already  to  be  twi- 
light. Indeed  nature  itself  appeared  to 
be  deceived,  and  as  the  carriage  left  the 
town  behind  and  emerged  into  the  sandy 
quiet  of  the  suburbs,  the  countless  spar- 
rows in  the  lime-trees  w^ere  preparing  for 
the  night.  The  trees  themselves  w^ere 
shedding  an  evening  odor,  while  from 
canal  and  dike  and  ditch  there  arose 
that  subtle  smell  of  damp  weed  and  grass 
which  hangs  over  the  whole  of  Holland 
all  night. 


"The  place  smells  of  calamity,"  said 
Mrs.  Vansittart  to  herself  as  she  quitted 
the  carriage  and  walked  quickly  along 
the  sandy  path  to  the  Villa  des  Dunes. 
Dorothy  was  in  the  garden,  and  seeing 
her,  came  to  the  gate.  Mrs.  Vansittart 
had  changed  her  riding-habit  for  one  of 
the  dark  silks  she  usually  wore,  but  she 
had  forgotten  to  put  on  any  gloves. 

"  Come,"  she  said,  rapidly,  taking  Dor- 
othy's hand  and  holding  it — "come  to 
the  seat  at  the  end  of  the  garden  where 
we  sat  one  evening  when  we  dined  alone 
together.  I  do  not  want  to  go  in-doors. 
I  am  nervous,  I  suppose.  I  have  allowed 
myself  to  give  way  to  panic  like  a  child 
in  the  dark.  I  felt  lonely  in  Park  Straat, 
with  a  house  full  of  servants,  so  I  came 
to  you." 

"I  think  there  is  going  to  be  a  thun- 
der-storm," said  Dorothy. 

And  Mrs.  Vansittart  broke  into  a  sud- 
den laugh. 

"I  knew  you  would  say  that.  Be- 
cause you  are  modern  and  practical — or, 
at  all  events,  you  show  a  practical  face  to 
the  world,  which  is  better.  Yes,  one  may 
say  that  much  for  the  modern  girl,  at  all 
events — she  keeps  her  head.  As  to  her 
heart  —  well,  perhaps  she  has  not  got 
one." 

"  Perhaps  not,"  admitted  Dorothy. 

They  had  reached  the  seat  now,  and 
sat  down  beneath  the  branches  of  a  weep- 
ing-willow, trimly  trained  in  the  accurate 
Dutch  fashion.  Mrs.  Vansittart  glanced 
at  her  companion  and  gave  a  little,  low, 
wise  laugh. 

"  I  did  well  to  come  to  you,"  she  said, 
"for  you  have  not  many  words.  You 
have  a  sense  of  humor — that  saving  sense 
which  so  few  people  possess — and  I  sus- 
pect you  to  be  a  person  of  action.  I 
came  in  a  panic,  which  is  still  there,  but 
in  a  modified  degree.  One  is  always 
more  nervous  for  one's  friends  than  for 
one's  self.  Is  it  not  so?  It  is  for  Tony 
Cornish  that  I  fear." 

Dorothy  looked  steadily  straight  in 
front  of  her,  and  there  was  a  short  si- 
lence. 

"I  do  not  know  Avhy  he  stays  in  Hol- 
land, and  I  wish  he  would  go  home," 
continued  Mrs.  Vansittart.  "It  is  un- 
reasoning, I  know,  and  foolish,  but  I  am 
convinced  that  he  is  running  into  dan- 
ger." She  stopped  suddenly,  and  laid 
her  hand  upon  Dorothy's;  for  she  had 
caught  man}^  foreign  ways  and  gestures. 
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"Listen,"  she  said,  in  a  lower  tone. 
"It  is  useless  for  you  and  me  to  mince 
matters.  The  Malgamite  scheme  is  a 
terrible  crime,  and  Tony  Cornish  means 
to  stop  it.  Surely  you  and  I  have  long- 
suspected  that.  I  know  Otto  von  Hol- 
zen.  He  killed  my  husband.  He  is  a 
most  dangerous  man.  He  is  attempting- 
to  frig-hten  Tony  Cornish  away  from 
here,  and  he  does  not  understand  tlie  sort 
of  person  he  is  dealing  with.  One  does 
not  frighten  persons  of  the  stamp  of  Tony 
Cornish,  whether  man  or  woman.  I  have 
made  Tony  promise  not  to  leave  his  rooms 
to-day.  For  to-moi-row  I  cannot  answer. 
You  understand?" 

"Yes,"  answered  Dorothy,  with  a  sud- 
den light  in  her  eyes,  "I  understand." 

"  Your  brother  must  take  care  of  him- 
self. I  care  nothing  for  Lord  Ferriby 
or  any  others  concerned  in  this,  but  only 
for  Tony  Cornish,  for  whom  I  have  an 
affection,  for  he  was  part  of  my  past  life 
— when  I  was  happy.  As  for  the  Mal- 
gamiters,  they  and  their  works  may — go 
hang!"  And  Mrs.  Yansittart  snapped  her 
fingers.  "  Do  you  know  Major  White?" 
she  asked,  suddenly. 

"  Yes;   I  have  seen  him  once." 

"So  have  I  —  only  once.  But  for  a 
woman  once  is  often  enough — is  it  not 
so? — to  enable  one  to  judge.  I  wish  we 
had  him  here." 

"  He  is  coming,"  answered  Dorothy. 
"  I  think  he  is  coming  to-morrow.  When 
I  saw  Mr.  Cornish  yesterday,  he  told  me 
that  he  expected  him.  I  believe  he  wrote 
for  him  to  come.  He  also  wrote  to  ]\Ir. 
Wade,  the  banker,  asking  him  to  come." 

"Then  he  found  things  worse  than  he 
expected.  He  has,  in  a  sense,  sent  for  re- 
enforcements.  When  does  Major  White 
arrive — in  the  morning?" 

"No;  not  till  the  evening." 

"Then  he  comes  by  Flushing,"  said 
Mrs.  Yansittart.  practically.  "You  are 
thinking  of  something.      What  is  it?" 

"  I  was  wondering  how  I  could  see 
some  of  the  ]\Ialgamite-workers  to-mor- 
row, I  know  some  of  them,  and  it  is 
from  them  that  the  danger  may  be  ex- 
pected. They  are  easily  led,  and  Herr 
von  Holzen  would  not  scruple  to  make 
use  of  them." 

"  Ah!"  said  Mrs. Yansittart,  "  you  have 
guessed  that,  too.  I  have  more  than 
guessed  it  —  I  know  it.  You  must  see 
these  men  to-morrow." 

"I  will,"  answered  Dorothy,  simply. 


Mrs.  Yansittart  rose  and  held  out  her 
hand.  "Yes,"  she  said,  "I  came  to  the 
right  person.  You  are  calm,  and  keep 
your  head;  as  to  tlie  other,  perhaps  that 
is  in  safe-keeping  too.  Good-night,  and 
come  to  lunch  with  me  to-morrow." 

CHAPTER    XXII. 

GRATITUDE. 

"  On  se  gut'rit  de  la  hieufnisance  par  la  connais- 
sance  de  ceux  qu'on  ohlifre.'' 

"Can  you  tell  me  if  there  is  a  moon 
to-night?"  Mrs.  A^ansittart  asked  a  porter 
in  the  railway  station  at  the  Hague. 
The  man  stared  at  her  for  a  moment,  then 
realized  that  the  question  was  a  serious 
one, 

"I  will  ask  one  of  the  engine-drivers, 
my  lady,"  he  answered,  with  his  hand  at 
the  peak  of  his  cap. 

It  was  past  nine  o'clock,  and  Mrs.  Yan- 
sittart had  been  waiting  nearly  half  an 
hour  for  the  Flushing  train.  Her  car- 
riage was  walking  slowh'  up  and  down 
beneath  the  glass  roof  of  the  entrance  to 
the  railway  station.  She  had  taken  a 
ticket  in  order  to  gain  access  to  the  plat- 
form, and  was  almost  alone  there  with 
the  porters.  Her  glance  travelled  back- 
wards and  forwards  between  the  clock 
and  the  western  sky,  visible  beneath  the 
great  arch  of  the  station.  The  evening 
was  a  clear  one,  for  the  month  of  June 
still  lingered,  but  the  twilight  was  at 
hand.  The  Flushing  train  was  late  to- 
night of  all  nights,  and  Mrs.  Yansittart 
stamped  her  foot  with  impatience.  What 
was  worse,  was  Dorothy  Roden's  lateness, 
Dorothy  and  Mrs.  Yansittai't,  like  two 
generals  on  the  eve  of  a  battle,  had  been 
exchanging  hurried  notes  all  day;  and 
Dorothy  had  promised  to  meet  Mrs.  Yan- 
sittart at  the  station  on  the  arrival  of  the 
train. 

"  The  moon  is  rising  now,  my  ladj' — a 
half-moon,"  said  the  porter,  approaching 
with  that  leisureliness  which  character- 
izes railway  porters  between  trains. 

"  Win'  does  your  stupid  train  not 
come?"  asked  Mrs.  Yansittart,  with  un- 
reasoning anger. 

"It  has  been  signalled,  ni}'  lady — a 
few  minutes  now." 

Mrs.  Yansittart  gave  a  quick  sigh  of 
relief  and  turned  on  her  heel.  She  had 
long  been  unable  to  remain  quietly  in 
one  place.  She  saw  Dorothy  coming  up 
the  slope  to  the  i)latform.      At  last  mat- 
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ters  were  taking-  a  turn  for  the  better — 
except,  indeed,  Dorotliy's  face,  wliich  was 
set  and  white. 

"I  have  found  out  soniethino-,'"  she 
said  at  once,  and  speaking-  quickly  but 
steadil3^  "It  is  for  to-niglit,  between 
half  past  nine  and  ten.'' 

She  had  her  watch  in  her  Ijand,  and 
compared  it  quickly  with  the  station 
clock  as  she  spoke. 

"I  have  secured  Uncle  Ben/'  she  said 
— all  the  ridicule  of  the  name  seemed  to 
have  vanished  long  ago.  '"  He  is  drunk, 
and  therefore  cunning.  It  is  only  when 
he  is  sober  that  he  is  stupid.  I  have  him 
in  a  cab  downstairs,  and  have  told  your 
man  to  watch  him.  I  have  been  to  Mr. 
Cornish's  rooms  again,  and  he  has  not 
come  in.  He  has  not  been  in  since  morn- 
ing, and  they  do  not  know  where  he  is. 
No  one  knows  where  he  is." 

Dorothy's  lip  quivered  fov  a  moniont, 
and  she  held  it  with  hei*  t(^eth.  Mi-s. 
Vansittart  touched  her  ai"m  lightly  with 
her  gloved  fingers — a  strange,  quick,  wo- 
man's gesture. 

"I  went  up  stairs  to  his  rooms,"  con- 
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tinned  Dorothy.  "It  is  no  good  think- 
ing- of  etiquette  now — or  ])relending — " 

"No,"  said  Mrs.  Vansittart,  hurriedly, 
so  that  the  sentence  Avas  never  finished. 

"I  found  nothing  exce])t  two  torn  en- 
velopes in  the  waste-paper  basket.  One 
in  an  uneducated  hand — ])erhaps  feigned. 
The  other  was  Otto  von  Holzen's  writing." 

''Ah  I  In  Otto  von  Holzen's  writing — 
addressed  to  Tony  at  the  'Zwaan'  at 
Scheveningen?" 

''Yes." 

"Then  Otto  von  llolzen  knows  where 
Tony  is  staying,  at  all  events.  We  have 
learnt  something.  You  have  kept  the 
envelopes?" 

"  Yes." 

They  both  turned  nt  the  rumble  of  the 
ti-ain  outside  the  station.  The  great  en- 
gine came  clanking  in  over  the  points, 
its  lam])  glaring  like  the  eye  of  some 
monstei'. 

"Provided  ]\Iajoi'  White  is  in  the 
ti'ain,"  mnttered  Mrs.  Vansittart,  tappin^g 
on  the  pavement  with  her  foot.  "If  he 
is  not  in  the  train,  Dorothy — ?" 

"Then  we  must  go  alone." 
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Mrs.  Vansittart  turned  and  looked  lier 
slowly  up  and  down. 

"You  are  a  brave  woman/"  she  said, 
tlioug-btfully. 

P>ut  Major  White  was  in  tlie  train, 
being- a  man  of  his  word  in  small  things 
as  well  as  in  great.  They  saw  him  i)ush- 
ing-  his  way  ])atiently  through  the  crowd 
of  hotel  porters  and  others  who  had  ad- 
vice or  their  services  to  oft'ei*  him.  Then 
he  saw  Mrs.  Vansittart  and  Dorothy,  and 
recog-nized  them. 

"Give  your  lug-g-ag-e  ticket  to  the 
hotel  porter  and  let  him  take  it  straight 
to  the  hotel.     Yon  are  wanted  elsewhere." 

Still  Major  White  was  only  in  his  nor- 
mal condition  of  mild  and  patient  sur- 
prise. He  had  only  met  Mrs.  Vansittai't 
twice,  and  Dorothy  as  often.  He  did  ex- 
actly as  he  was  told  without  asking  one 
of  those  hundred  questions  which  would 
inevitably  have  been  asked  by  many  men 
and  more  women  under  such  circum- 
stances, and  followed  the  ladies  out  of 
the  crowd. 

"We  must  talk  here,''  said  Mrs.  Van- 
sittai't. "One  cannot  do  so  in  a  carriage 
in  the  streets  of  the  Hague." 

Major  White  bowed  gravely  and  looked 
from  one  to  the  other.  He  was  rather 
travel-worn,  and  seemed  to  be  feeling  the 
heat. 

"Tony  Cornish  has  probably  written 
to  you  about  his  discoveries  as  to  the 
Malgamite  works.  We  have  no  time  to  go 
into  that  question,  howevei-,"  said  Mrs. 
Vansittart,  who  was  already  beginning  to 
be  impatient  with  this  placid  man.  "  He 
has  earned  the  enmity  of  Otto  von  Hol- 
zen — a  man  who  will  stop  at  nothing — 
and  the  Malgamiters  ai'<'  btMiig  i-aised 
against  him  by  Von  Holzen.  Our  infoi"- 
mation  is  vi'vy  vague,  but  we  ar(^  almost 
certain  that  an  attempt  is  going  to  be 
made  on  Tony's  life  to-night  between  half 
past  nine  and  ten.      You  uiuhM'stand  .'"" 

Mrs.  Vansittart  almost  stam])ed  her  foot. 

"Oh  yes."  answered  White,  looking 
at  the  station  clock.  "Twenty  minutes 
time." 

"We  have  the  infoi'mation  from  ouo 
of  the  Malgamiters  tliems(»]  ves.  who  knows 
the  time  and  the  place,  but  he  is  lij^sy. 
He  is  in  a  carriage  outside  the  station." 

"How  tipsy/'  asked  ^lajoi'  Wliite.  and 
both  his  hearers  shrugged  their  shouhlers. 

"How  can  we  tell  you  that?"  snapped 
^Nlrs.  Vansittart,  and  Major  White  dropped 
his  glass  from  his  eve. 


'■  Where  is  your  brollier?"  he  said,  turn- 
ing to  Dorothy.  He  was  evidently  rather 
afraid  of  ^Irs.  Vansittart.  as  a  quick- 
s})oken  {)ers()n  not  likely  to  have  patience 
with  a  slow  man. 

"He  has  gone  to  Utrecht,"  answered 
Dorothy.  "And  Mi*.  Von  Holzen  is  not 
at  tbe  works,  which  are  locked  up.  I 
have  just  come  from  there.  By  a  lucky 
chance  I  met  this  man  Ben.  and  have 
brought  him  hei-e." 

White  looked  at  Dorothy  tlioughtful- 
ly,  and  something  in  his  gaze  made  her 
change  color. 

"Let  me  see  this  man."  he  said,  mov- 
ing towards  the  exit. 

"  He  is  in  that  carriage,"  said  Dorothy. 
when  they  had  reached  a  quiet  corner  of 
the  station-yard.  "You  must  be  quick. 
We  have  only  a  quarter  of  an  hour  now. 
He  is  an  Englishman." 

White  got  into  the  cab  with  Uncle 
Ben,  who  a})peared  to  be  sleeping,  and 
closed  the  door  after  him.  In  a  few  mo- 
ments he  emerged  again. 

"Tell  the  man  to  di-ive  to  a  chemist's," 
he  said  to  ^Ii-s.  Vansittart.  "  The  fellow 
is  not  so  bad.  I  have  got  something  out 
of  him,  and  will  get  more.  Follow  in 
yoiu"  carriage — you  and  Miss  Roden." 

It  was  ]\Iajor  White's  turn  now  to  take 
the  lead,  and  ^Ii-s.  Vansittart  meekly 
obeyed,  though  Wliite's  movements  were 
so  leisurely  as  to  madden  her. 

At  the  chemist's  sho]-), White  descended 
fi'om  th(^  cari'iage  and  appeared  to  have 
some  language  in  common  with  the  drug- 
gist, for  he  ])resently  returned  to  the  car- 
riage carrying  a  tumblei'.  After  a  mo- 
ment he  W(Mit  to  the  window  of  Mi'S.  Van- 
sittart's  nt\>t  hrongham. 

"  I  must  bring  him  in  here,"  he  said. 
""  Y(^u  have  a  ])air  of  horses  which  look 
as  if  th(\v  could  go.  Tell  your  man  to 
drive  to  the  pumping-station  on  the  dunes, 
wherever  that  may  be." 

Then  he  went  and  ftnched  Uncle  Ben, 
whom  he  bi-ought  by  one  arm,  in  a  dislo- 
cated condition,  trotting  feebly  to  keep 
])ace  with  the  ^lajor's  long  stride. 

^fi's.  A'ansittai't's  coachman  must  have 
received  very  decichnl  ordtM's.  for  he  skirt- 
ed the  town  at  a  rattling  trot,  and  soon 
emerged  from  tlie  streets  into  the  quiet 
of  tlu^  wcM-^d,  which  was  dai'k  and  desert- 
ed. ller(\  in  a  sandy  and  lonely  alley, 
he  ]n\t  the  horses  to  a  gallop.  The  car- 
riage swayed  and  bumped.  Those  inside 
excliano-ed  no  words.      From  time  to  time 
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Major  White  shook  Uncle  Ben,  whicli 
seemed  to  be  a  part  of  his  strenuous  treat- 
ment. 

At  lengtli  the  carriaoe  stopj)ed  on  tlie 
narrow  road,  paved  with  the  little  bricks 
they  make  at  Gouda,  that  leads  from 
Scheveningen  to  the  pumping-station  on 
the  dunes.  Major  White  was  the  first  to 
quit  it,  draggino-  Uncle  Ben  unceremoni- 
ously after  him.  Then,  with  his  disen- 
g-aged  hand,  he  helped  the  ladies.  He 
.screwed  his  g-lass  tightly  into  his  eye  and 
looked  round  him  with  a  measuring- 
glance. 

"This  place  will  be  as  light  as  day.'' 
he  said,  "  when  the  moon  rises  from  be- 
hind those  trees." 

He  drew  Uncle  Ben  aside,  and  talked 
with  him  for  some  time  in  a  low  voice. 
The  man  was  almost  sober  now,  but  so 
weak  that  he  could  not  stand  without 
assistance.  Major  White  was  an  advo- 
cate, it  seemed,  of  heroic  measures.  He 
appeared  to  be  asking  many  questions, 
for  Uncle  Ben  pointed  from  time  to  time 
with  an  unsteady  hand  into  the  darkness. 
When  his  mind,  muddled  with  Malga- 
mite  and  drink,  failed  to  rise  to  the  occa- 
sion. Major  White  shook  him  like  a  sack. 
After  a  few  minutes'  conversation  Ben 
broke  down  completely,  and  sat  against 
a  sand  bank  to  weep.  Major  White  left 
him  there  and  went  towards  the  ladies. 

"Will  you  tell  3'our  man,"  he  said  to 
Mrs.  Vansittart,  "to  drive  back  to  the 
junction  of  the  two  roads  and  wait  there 
under  the  trees?"  He  paused,  looking 
dubiously  from  one  to  the  other.  "  And 
you  and  Miss  Roden  had  better  go  back 
with  him  and  stay  in  the  carriage." 

"  No,"  said  Dorothy,  quietly. 

"Oh  no!"  added  Mrs.  Vansittart. 

And  Major  AViiite  moistened  liis  li])s 
with  an  air  of  patient  toleration  for  the 
ways  of  a  sex  which  had  ever  been  far 
beyond  his  compreliensioii. 

"It  seems,"  he  said,  when  the  carriage 
had  rolled  away  over  the  noisy  stones, 
"that  we  are  in  good  time.  They  do 
not  expect  him  until  nearly  ten.  He  has 
been  attempting  for  some  time  to  get  the 
men  to  refuse  to  work,  and  these  same 
men  have  written  to  ask  him  to  meet 
them  at  the  works  at  ten  o'clock,  w^hen 
Roden  is  at  Utrecht,  and  Von  Holzen  is 
out.  There  is  no  question  of  reaching 
the  w^orks  at  all.  The\^  are  going  to  lie 
in  ambush  in  a  hollow  of  the  dunes  and 
knock  him  on  the  head  about  half  a  mile 


from  here— northeast — "and  Major  AVhite 
paused  m  this  great  conversational  effort 
to  consult  a  small  gold  compass  attached 
to  his  watch-chain. 

The  two  women  waited  patiently. 

"Fine  ])lace,  these  dunes,"  said  the 
Major,  aftei*  a  pause.  "Could  conceal 
three  thousand  men  between  here  and 
Sell  evenin  gen." 

"  But  it  is  not  a  question  of  hiding  sol- 
diers," said  Mrs.  Vansittart,  sharply,  with 
a  movement  of  the  head  indicative  of  su- 
preme contem])t. 

"  No,"  admitted  White.  "  Better  hide 
ourselves,  perhaps.  No  good  standing 
liei'e  where  everybody  can  see  us.  Ill 
fetcli  our  friend.  Think  he'll  sleep  if  we 
let  him.  Ciiemist  gave  him  enough  to 
kill  a  horse." 

"But  haven't  you  any  plans?"  asked 
Mrs.  Vansittart,  in  despair.  "What  are 
you  going  to  do?  You  are  not  going  to 
let  these  brutes  kill  Ton\'  Cornish?  Sure- 
ly you,  as  a  soldier,  must  know  how  to 
meet  this  crisis." 

"Oh  yes.  Not  much  of  a  soldier, 
3'ou  know,"  answered  White,  soothingly, 
as  he  moved  away  towards  Uncle  Ben. 
"But  I  think  I  know  how  this  business 
ought  to  be  managed.  Come  along — hide 
ourselves." 

He  led  the  way  across  the  dunes,  drag- 
ging Uncle  Ben  by  one  ai'm,  and  keeping 
in  the  hollows.  The  two  women  followed 
in  silence  on  the  silent  sand.  The  band 
at  the  Kurhaus  at  Scheveningen  was  in 
full  blast,  and  the  sound  of  certain  time- 
keei)ing  instruments  reached  tliem  as  they 
walked  towards  the  northeast. 

Once  JMajor  White  paused  and  looked 
back. 

"DoiTt  talk,"  he  said,  holding  up  a 
large  fat  hand  in  a  ridiculous  gesture  of 
warning  wiiicli  he  must  have  learnt  in 
the  nursery.  He  looked  like  a  large  baby 
listfMiing  for  a  bogie  in  the  chinine\\ 

Once  or  twice  lie  consulted  Uncle  Ben, 
and  as  often  glanced  at  his  compass. 
There  was  a  certain  skill  in  his  attitude 
and  demeanor,  as  if  Ikj  knew  exactly  what 
he  was  about.  Mi's.  Vansittart  had  a  hun- 
dred questions  to  ask  him,  but  the}^  died 
on  her  lips.  The  moon  i-ose  suddenly 
over  the  distant  trees  and  ilooded  all  the 
sand  hills  with  light.  IMajor  White  halt- 
ed his  little  party  in  a.  deep  hollow,  and 
consulted  Uncle  Ben  in  whispers.  Then 
bidding  him  sit  down,  he  left  the  three 
alone  in  their  hiding-place  and  went  away 
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by  himself.  He  climbed  almost  to  the 
summit  of  a  neigliboring  mound,  and 
stopped  suddenly,  with  his  face  uplifted, 
as  if  smelling  something.  Like  many 
short-sighted  persons,  he  had  a  keen 
scent.  In  a  few  minutes  he  came  back 
again. 

"  I  have  found  them,"  he  whispered  to 
Mrs.  Vansittart  and  Dorothy.  "Smelt 
'em— like  sealing- w^iix.  Eleven  of  them — 
waiting  there  for  Cornish,"  and  he  smiled 
with  a  sort  of  boyish  glee. 

"What  are  you  going  to  do?"  whis- 
pered Mrs.  Vansittart. 

"Thump  them,"  he  answered,  and 
presently  went  back  to  his  post  of  obser- 
vation. Uncle  Ben  had  fallen  asleep, 
and  the  two  women  stood  side  by  side 
waiting  in  the  moonlight.  It  was  chilly, 
and  a  keen  wind  swept  in  from  the  sea. 
Dorothy  shivered.  They  could  still  hear 
certain  notes  of  certain  instruments  in 
the  band  of  the  Scheveningen  Kurhaus, 
nearly  two  miles  away.  It  was  strange 
to  be  within  sound  of  such  evidences  of 
civilization,  and  yet  in  such  a  lonely 
spot — strange  to  reflect  that  eleven  men 
were  waiting  within  a  few  yards  of  them 
to  murder  one.  And  yet  they  could  safe- 
ly have  carried  out  their  intention,  and 
have  scraped  a  hole  in  the  sand  to  hide 
his  body,  in  the  certainty  that  it  would 
never  be  found;  for  these  dunes  are  a 
miniature  Desert  of  Sahara,  where  no- 
thing bids  men  leave  the  beaten  paths, 
where  certain  hollows  have  probably 
never  been  trodden  by  the  foot  of  man, 
and  where  the  ever-drifting  sand  slowly 
accumulates— a  very  abomination  of  des- 
olation. 

At  length  White  rose  to  his  feet  agilely 
enough,  and  crept  to  the  brow  of  the  dune. 
The  men  were  evidently  moving.  Mrs, 
Vansittart  and  Dorothy  ascended  the  bank 
to  the  spot  just  vacated  by  White. 

Only  a  few  dozen  yards  away  they 
could  see  the  black  forms  of  the  Malga- 
miters  grouped  together  under  the  covert 
of  a  low  hillock.  Hidden  from  their 
sight,  Major  White  was  slowly  stalking 
them. 

Dorothy  touched  Mrs.  A^ansittart's  arm, 
and  pointed  silently  in  the  direction  of 
Scheveningen,  A  man  was  approaching, 
alone,  across  the  silvery  sand  hills.  It 
was  Tony  Cornish,  walking  into  the  trap 
laid  for  him.  Major  White  saw  him  also, 
and  thinking  himself  unobserved,  or  from 
mere  habit  acquired  among  his  men,  he 
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moistened  the  tips  of  his  fingers  at  his 
lips. 

The  Malgamiters  moved  forward,  and 
White  followed  them.  They  took  up  a 
position  in  a  hollow  a  few  yards  away 
from  the  foot-path  by  which  Cornish 
must  pass.  One  of  their  number  remained 
behind,  crouching  on  a  mound,  and  evi- 
dently reporting  progress  to  his  compan- 
ions below.  When  Cornish  was  within 
a  hundred  yards  of  the  ambush.  White 
suddenly  ran  up  the  bank,  and  lifting 
this  man  bodily,  threw  him  down  among 
his  comrades.  He  followed  this  vigorous 
attack  by  charging  down  into  the  con- 
fused mass.  In  a  few  moments  the  Mal- 
gamiters streamed  away  across  the  sand 
hills  like  a  pack  of  hounds,  though  pur- 
sued and  not  pursuing.  They  left  some 
of  their  number  on  the  sand  behind 
them,  for  White  was  a  hard  hitter. 

"Give  it  to  them,  Tony!"  White  cried, 
with  a  certain  ring  of  exultation  in  his 
voice,     "  Knock  'em  down  as  they  come !" 

For  there  was  only  one  path,  and  the 
Malgamiters  had  to  run  the  gauntlet  of 
Tony  Cornish,  who  knocked  some  of  them 
over  neatly  enough  as  thej^  passed,  select- 
ing the  big  ones,  and  letting  the  others 
go  free.  He  knew  them  by  the  smell  of 
their  clothes,  and  guessed  their  intention 
readily  enough. 

It  w^as  a  strange  scene,  and  one  that 
left  the  tw^o  women,  watching  it,  breath- 
less and  eager. 

"  Oh,  I  wish  I  w^ere  a  man!''  exclaimed 
Mrs.  Vansittart,  wntli  clenched  fists. 

They  hurried  toward  Cornish  and 
White,  w^ho  were  now  alone  on  the  path. 
White  had  rolled  up  his  sleeve,  and  was 
tying  his  handkerchief  round  his  arm 
with  his  other  hand  and  his  teeth, 

"It  is  nothing,"  he  said,  "  One  of  the 
devils  had  a  knife.  Must  get  my  sleeve 
mended  to-morrow," 

CTIAPTRll  xxiir. 
A    KK-ENFORCEMEXT. 

"  Prends  moy  telle  que  je  suy." 

When  Mnjor  White  came  down  to 
breakfast  at  his  hotel  the  next  morning, 
he  found  the  large  room  deserted  and  the 
windows  thrown  open  to  the  sun  and  the 
garden.  He  was  selecting  a  table,  when 
a  step  on  the  veranda  made  him  look  uj). 
Standing  in  the  window,  framed,  as  it 
were,  b3^  sunshine  and  trees,  was  Mar- 
guerite Wade,  in  a  white  dress,  with  de- 
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mure  li])S,  and  tlie  complexion  of  a  wild 
rose.  She  was  the  incarnation  of  youth 
—of  that  spring'-time  of  life  of  which  the 
sight  tug'S  at  the  strings  of  older  hearts; 
for  surely  that  is  the  only  part  of  life 
which  is  really  and  honestly  worth  the 
living. 

Marguerite  came  forward  and  slioolv 
hands  gravely.  Major  White's  left  eye- 
hrow  quivered  for  a  moment  in  indica- 
tion of  his  usual  mild  surprise  at  life  and 
its  changing  surface. 

"  Feeling  pretty  —  bobbish  ?''  inquired 
Marguerite,  earnestly. 

White's  eyebrow  went  right  up  and  his 
glass  fell.  "  Fairly  bobbish,  thank  you." 
he  answered,  lookiiig  at  her  with  stupen- 
dous gravity. 

"You  look  all  right,  you  know." 

"You  should  never  judge  by  appear- 
ances,'' said  AV-iite,  with  a  fatherly  sever- 
ity. 

Marguerite  pursed  up  her  lips  and  look- 
ed his  stalwart  frame  up  and  down  in 
silence.  Then  she  suddenly  lapsed  into 
her  most  confidential  manner,  like  a 
schoolgirl  telling  her  bosom  friend,  for 
the  moment,  all  the  truth  and  more  than 
the  truih. 

"You  are  surpi'ised  to  see  me  here; 
thought  you  would  be,  you  know.  I 
knew  you  were  in  the  hotel — saw  your 
boots  outside  j^our  door  last  night — knew 
they  must  be  yom-s.  You  went  to  bed 
very  early." 

"  I  have  two  pair  of  boots,"  replied  the 
Major,  darkly. 

"Well,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I  have 
brought  papa  across.  Tony  wrote  for  huu 
to  come,  and  I  knew  papa  would  be  no 
use  by  himself,  so  I  came.  I  told  you 
long  ago  that  the  Malgamite  scheme  was 
up  a  gum-tree,  and  that  seems  to  be  pre- 
cisely where  you  are." 

"  Precisely." 

"And  so  I  have  come  over,  and  papa 
and  I  are  going  to  put  things  straiglit."" 

"I  shouldn't,  if  I  were  you." 

"  Sliouldn't  what?"  inquired  Margue- 
rite. 

"Shouldn't  ])ut  other  people's  aiYairs 
straight.  It  does  not  })ay,  es})ecially  if 
other  people  happen  to  be  up  a  gum-tree 
— make  yourself  all  sticky,  you  know." 

Marguerite  looked  at  him  doubtfully. 

"  AlU"  she  said.     "  That's  what— is  itf 

"That's  what,"  admitted  Majcu*  White. 

"That  is  the  difference,  I  supjiose,  be- 
tween a  man  aiul  a  woman,''  said   ]^Iar- 


guerite,  sitting  down  at  a  small  table 
where  breakfast  had  been  laid  for  two. 
"A  man  looks  on  at  things  going— well, 
to  the  dogs-rand  smokes  and  thinks  it 
isn't  his  business.  A  woman  thinks  the 
whole  world  is  her  business." 

"So  it  is,  in  a  sense — it  is  her  doing,  at 
all  events." 

Marguerite  had  turned  to  beckon  to  the 
waiter,  and  she  paused  to  look  back  over 
her  shoulder  with  shrewd,  clear  eyes. 

"  Ah  I"  she  said,  mystically.  Then  she 
addressed  herself  to  the  waiter,  calling 
him  "  Kellner,"  and  speaking  to  him  in 
German,  in  the  full  assurance  that  it 
vrould  be  his  native  tongue. 

"' 1  have  told  him,''  she  explained  to 
White,  '*to  bring  your  little  cotfee-pot 
and  your  little  milk-jug  and  your  little 
pat  of  butter  to  this  table." 

"So  I  understood." 

"Ah!  Then  you  know  German  r"  in- 
quired Marguerite,  with  another  doubtful 
glance. 

"I  get  twopence  a  day  extra  pay  for 
knowing  German." 

Marguerite  paused  in  her  selection  of  a 
breakfast  roll  from  a  silver  basket  con- 
taining that  Continental  choice  of  breads 
which  look  so  different  and  taste  so  much 
alike. 

"  Seems  to  me,"  she  said, confidentially, 
"  that  you  know  more  than  you  appear 
to  know.'' 

"  Not  such  a  fool  as  I  look,  in  fact." 

"  That  is  about  the  size  of  it,''  admitted 
Marguerite,  gravely.  "  Tony  always  says 
that  the  world  sees  more  than  any  one 
suspects.     Perhaps  he  is  right." 

And  both  ha])pening  to  look  up  at  this 
moment,  their  glances  met  across  the  little 
table. 

"  Tonv  often  is  right,"  said  Major 
White. 

There  was  a  pause,  during  which  Mar- 
guerite attended  to  the  two  snu^ll  coffee- 
pots for  which  she  had  such  a  youthful 
and  outspoken  contempt.  The  privileges 
of  her  sex  were  still  new  enough  to  her 
to  afford  a  certain  pleasure  in  pouring 
out  beverages  for  other  peojile  to  drink. 

•"Why  is  Ton}-  so  fond  of  the  Hague? 
Who  is  Mrs.  Vansittart?''  she  asked,  with- 
out looking  up. 

Major  White  looked  stolidly  out  of  the 
open  window  for  a  few  moments  before 
answei'ing. 

"Two  questions  don't  make  an  an- 
swer." 
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"Not  these  two  questions?"  asked  Mar- 
guerite, with  a  sudden  laugh. 

' '  No ;  Mrs.  Vansittart  is  a  widow,  young, 
and  what  they  usually  call  'charming,'  I 
believe.  She  is  clever,  yes,  very  clever; 
and  she  was,  I  suppose,  fond  of  Vansit- 
tart; and  that  is  the  whole  story,  I  take 
it." 

"Not  exactly  a  cheery  story." 

"No  true  stories  are,"  returned  the 
Major,  gravely. 

But  Marguerite  shook  her  head.  In 
her  wisdom — that  huge  wisdom  of  life  as 
seen  from  the  threshold — she  did  not  be- 
lieve Mrs.  Vansittart's  story. 

"Yes,  but  novelists  and  people  take  a 
true  story  and  patch  it  up  at  the  end. 
Perhaps  most  people  do  that  with  their 
lives,  you  know ;  perhaps  Mrs.  Vansit- 
tart— " 

"Won't  do  that,"  said  the  Major,  star- 
ing in  a  stupid  way  out  of  the  window 
with  vacant,  short-sighted  eyes.  "Not 
even  if  Tony  suggested  it — w^hicli  he  won't 
do." 

"You  mean  that  Tony  is  not  a  patch 
upon  the  late  Mr.  Vansittart — that  is  what 
you  mean,"  said  Marguerite,  condescend- 
ingly. "Then  why  does  he  stay  in  the 
Hague?" 

Major  White  shrugged  his  shoulders 
and  lapsed  into  a  stolid  silence,  broken 
only  by  a  demand  made  presently  by 
Marguerite  to  the  waiter  for  more  bread 
and  more  butter.  She  looked  at  her  com- 
panion once  or  twice,  and  it  is  perhaps 
not  astonishing  that  she  again  concluded 
that  he  must  be  as  dense  as  he  looked. 
It  is  a  mistake  that  many  of  her  sex  have 
made  regarding  men. 

"Do  you  know  Miss  Roden?"  she  asked, 
suddenly.  "I  have  heard  a  good  deal 
about  her  from  Joan." 

"Yes." 

"Is  she  pretty?" 

"Yes." 

"Very  pretty?"  persisted  Marguerite. 

"Yes,"  replied  the  Major.  And  they 
continued  their  breakfast  in  silence. 

Marguerite  appeared  to  have  something 
to  think  about.  Major  White  was  in  the 
habit  of  stating  that  he  never  thought, 
and  certainly  appearances  bore  him  out. 

"Your  father  is  late,"  he  said  at 
length. 

"Yes,"  answered  Marguerite,  with  a 
gay  laugh.  "Because  he  was  afraid  to 
ring  the  bell  for  hot  water.  Papa  has  a 
rooted  British  conviction  that  Continental 


chambermaids  always  burst  into  your 
room  if  you  ring  the  bell,  whether  the 
door  is  locked  or  not.  He  is  nothing 
if  not  respectable,  poor  old  dear — would 
give  points  to  any  bishop  in  the  land." 

As  she  spoke  her  father  came  into  the 
room,  looking,  as  his  daughter  had  stated, 
eminently  British  and  respectable.  He 
shook  hands  with  Major  White,  and 
seemed  pleased  to  see  him.  The  Major 
was,  in  truth,  a  man  after  his  own  heart, 
and  one  whom  he  looked  upon  as  solid. 
For  Mr.  Wade  belonged  to  a  solid  genera- 
tion that  liked  the  andante  of  life  to  be 
played  in  good  heavy  chords,  and  looked 
with  suspicious  eyes  upon  brilliancy  of 
execution  or  lightness  of  touch. 

"  I  have  had  a  note  from  Cornish,"  he 
said,  "  who  suggests  a  meeting  at  this 
hotel  this  afternoon  to  discuss  our  future 
action.  The  other  side  have,  it  a})pears, 
written  to  Lord  Ferriby  to  come  over  to 
the  Hague."  There  had  in  Mr.  Wade's  life 
usually  been  that  "other  side,*"  which  he 
had  treated  with  a  good  honest  respect  so 
long  as  they  proved  themselves  worthy 
of  it,  but  which  he  crushed  the  moment 
they  forgot  themselves.  For  there  was 
in  this  British  banker  a  vast  spirit  of 
honest,  open  antagonism,  by  which  he 
and  his  likes  have  built  up  a  scattered 
empire  on  this  planet.  "At  three  o'clock," 
he  concluded,  lifting  the  cover  of  a  silver 
dish  which  Marguerite  had  sent  back  to 
the  kitchen  awaiting  her  father's  arri\T\l. 
"And  what  will  you  do,  my  dear?''  he 
said,  turning  to  her. 

"I?"  replied  Marguerite,  who  always 
knew  her  own  mind.  "I  will  take  a  car- 
riage and  drive  down  to  the  Villa  des 
Dunes,  to  see  Dorothy  Roden.  I  iiave  a 
note  for  her  from  Joan." 

And  Mr.  Wade  turned  to  his  breakfast 
with  an  appetite  in  no  way  diminished  by 
the  knowledge  that  the  "other  side"  were 
about  to  take  action. 

At  three  o'clock  the  carriage  was  await- 
ing Marguerite  at  the  door  of  the  hotel, 
but  for  some  reason  ^Marguerite  lingered 
in  the  porch,  asking  questions,  and  abso- 
lutely refusing  to  drive  all  the  way  to 
Scheveuingen  by  the  side  of  the  "  Queen's 
Canal."  When  at  length  she  turned  to 
get  in,  Tony  Cornish  was  coming  across 
the  Toornoifeld  under  the  trees:  for  the 
Hague  is  the  shadiest  cit}'  in  the  woi'ld, 
with  forest  trees  growing  amid  its  great 
houses. 

"Ah!"    said    Marguerite,    holding   out 
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her  hand.  "  You  see  I  have  come  across 
to  give  you  all  a  leg-uj).  Seems  to  me 
we  are  going-  to  have  rather  a  spree." 

"The  S})ree,"  I'eplied  Cornisli.  ^vith  liis 
light  laugh,  "has  already  heguii." 

Marguei'iie  drove  away  towards  the 
Hague  wood,  and  disappeared  among  tlie 
transparent  green  sliadows  of  that  won- 
derful forest.  Tlic  man  had  been  in- 
structed to  take  her  to  the  Villa  des  Dunes 
by  way  of  the  Leyden  Road,  making  a 
round  in  the  woods.  It  was  at  a  point 
near  the  farthest  outskirts  of  the  forest 
that  Marguerite  suddenly  turned  at  the 
sight  of  a  man  sitting  upon  a  bench  at 
the  road-side  reading  a  sheet  of  paper. 

"Tiiat,"  she  said  to  hei'self,  '"is  the 
llerr  Professor — but  I  cannot  remember 
his  name." 

Marguerite  was  naturally  a  social)le 
person.  Indeed  a  woman  usually  stops 
an  old  and  half-foi'g-otten  acquaintance, 
w^iile  men  are  accustomed  to  let  such  b}'- 
gones  go.  She  told  the  driver  to  turn 
round  and  drive  back  again.  The  man 
upon  the  bench  had  scarce  looked  up  as 
she  passed.  He  had  the  air  of  a  German, 
whicli  suggestion  was  accentuated  by  the 
solitude  of  his  position  and  the  poetic  sur- 
roundings which  he  had  selected.  A 
German,  be  it  recorded  to  his  credit,  has 
a  keen  sense  of  the  beauties  of  nature. 
and  would  rather  drink  his  beer  before  a 
fine  outlook  than  in  a  comfortable  chair 
in-doors.  When  Marguerite  returned. this 
man  looked  up  again  with  the  absorbed 
ail-  of  one  repeating  something  in  liis 
mind.  When  he  perceived  that  she  was 
undoubtedly  coming  towards  himself,  he 
stood  u])  with  heels  clapped  together,  and 
took  oil'  liis  hat.  He  was  a  sn\all.sqiu\re- 
bnilt  man,  with  upriglil  hair  turning-  to 
gray,  and  a  quiet,  thoughtful,  clean-sha- 
ven face.  His  attitiule  and  indeed  his 
])erson  dimly  suggested  some  pictures  that 
iiave  been  painted  of  the  great  Napoleon. 
His  measuring  ghmce — as  if  the  eyes  were 
weigiiing  the  face  it  looked  upon — dis- 
tinctly suggested  his  great  prototype. 

"You  do  not  remember  me.  llerr  Vvo- 
fessor."  said  ^Marguerite,  holding  out  iier 
hand  with  a  frank  laugh.  "You  have 
forgotten  Dresden  and  the  chemi>:ry 
classes  at  Friiulein  Weber's:" 

"No.  Friiulein  ;  I  remember  those  class- 
es," the  professor  answered,  with  a  grave 
bow. 

*'  And  yoti  remember  the  girl  wlio 
dropped  the  sulphuric  acid  into  the  some- 


thing   of    potassium?     I    nearly  made    a 
great  discovery  then,  mein  Herr." 

' '  You  nearly  made  the  greatest  discovery 
of  all,  Friiulein.  Yes.  I  remember  now — 
Friiulein  Wade." 

"Yes.  I  am  ^Mai'guerite  Wade."  she 
aiiswered,  looking  at  him  vrith  a  little 
frown,  "but  I  can't  remember  your 
name.  You  were  always  Herr  Professor. 
And  we  never  called  anything  by  its  right 
name  in  the  chemistry  classes;  you  know; 
that  was  part  of  the  —  er  —  trick.  We 
called  water  H.2.  or  something  like  that. 
'AVe  called  you  J.H.U..  Herr  Professor." 

"  What  does  that  mean.  Friiulein:" 

"  Jolly  hard  up."  rettirned  3Iargtterite. 
with  a  laugh,  whicli  suddenly  gave  place, 
with  a  bewildering  rapidity,  to  a  confi- 
dential gravity.  "  You  wei'e  poor  then, 
mein  Herr." 

"  I  have  always  been  poor.  Fi-iiulein, 
until  now." 

But  Marguerite's  mind  had  flown  to 
other  things.  She  was  looking  at  him 
again  with  a  frown  of  concentration. 

"  I  am  beginning  to  remember  your 
name."  she  said.  "Is  it  not  strange  how 
a  name  comes  back  with  a  face  :  And 
I  had  quite  forgotten  both  your  face 
and  your  name.  Herr.  .  .  .  Herr.  .  .  .von 
Holz" — she  broke  olf.  and  stepped  back 
from  him—"  von  Holzen,"  she  said,  slow- 
ly.   "  Then  you  are  the  Malgamite  man  r"' 

"  Yes.  Friiulein."  he  answered. with  his 
gi'ave  smile.  "  I  am  the  Malgamite  man.'' 

?ilarguerite  looked  at  him  with  a  sort 
of  wonder,  for  she  knew  enough  of  the 
Malgamite  scheme  to  realize  that  this  was 
a  man  who  rnled  all  that  came  near  him, 
against  whom  her  ow-n  father,  and  Tony 
Coi-nish,  and  Major  White,  and  Mrs.Van- 
sittart,  had  been  able  to  do  nothing — who 
in  the  face  of  all  opposition  continued 
calmly  to  make  ]\[algamite.  and  sell  it  daily 
to  the  world  at  a  preposterous  ]n'olit,  and 
at  the  cost  only  of  n^ien's  lives. 

"And  you.  Friiulein.  are  the  daughter 
of  'Mv.  Wade  the  banker:" 

"  Yes."  she  answered,  feeling  suddenly 
that  she  was  a  schoolgirl  again,  stand- 
ing before  her  master. 

"  And  why  are  vent  in  the  Hagne.'" 
"Oh."    re}>lied     I\Iarguerite.  hesitating 
for  }ierliai)s  th.e  lirst  time  in  her  life,  "  to 
enlarge  otir  minds,  mein  Herr." 

She  was  looking  at  the  paper  he  held 
in  his  hand,  and  he  saw  the  direction  of 
her  glance.  In  response,  he  laughed  quiet- 
Iv  and  held  it  out  towards  her. 


"  LEARNING    IT    BY    HEART." 


"Yes,"  he  said,  "you  have  guessed 
right.  It  is  tlie  Vorschrift,  the  prescrip- 
tion for  the  manufacture  of  Malgamite." 

She  took  the  paper  and  turned  it  over 
curiously.  Then,  with  her  usual  audacity, 
she  opened  it  and  hegan  to  read. 

"  Ah,"  she  said,  ''  it  is  \\\  Hebrew.'' 

Von  Holzen  nodded  his  head,  and  held 
out  his  hand  for  the  paper,  which  she  gave 
to  him.  She  was  not  afraid  of  the  man  — 
but  she  was  very  near  to  fear. 

"And  I  am  sitting  here  quietly  uiuler 
the  trees,  E^riiulein,"  he  said.  ''  leai'uing  it 
by  heart." 

CIIATTER   XXIV. 
A    BRIGHT    AND    SHINING    LIGHT. 

"  Un  liomiiie  serieux  est  celui  qui  se  cMoit  regaide." 

When  Lord  Ferriby  decided  to  accede 
to  Roden's  earnest  desire  that  he  should 
go  to  the  Hagu(%  he  was  conscious  of  con- 
ferring a  distinct  favor  U])on  the  Low 
Countries. 

"  It  is  not  a  place  one  would  choose  to  go 
to  at  this  time  of  year,"  he  said  to  a  friend 
at  the  club.      ''  In  the  winter  it  is  ditf'er- 
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ent;  for  the  season  there  is  in  the  winter, 
as  in  many  Continental  capitals." 

One  of  the  numei'ous  advantages  at- 
tached to  a  hereditary  title  is  the  cer- 
tainty that  a  hearer  of  some  sort  or  an- 
other will  always  be  forth-coming.  A 
commoner  finds  himself  snubbed  or  quiet- 
ly abandoned  so  soon  as  his  rei)utati()ii 
for  the  utterance  of  egoisms  and  })lati- 
tudes  is  sutliciently  established,  but  tliere 
are  always  ])lenty  of  i)(H)i)le  r(>ady  and 
willing  to  be  bored  by  a  lord.  A  high- 
class  club  is,  moreover,  a  vei'v  mushi'oom- 
bed  of  bores,  whei-e  elderly  gentlemen 
who  have  ti'avelled  quite  a,  distance  down 
the  road  of  life  without  finding  out  that 
it  is  bordered  on  eitlun*  side  by  a  series  of 
small  events  not  worth  commenting  ui)on 
meet  to  discuss  trivialities. 

"  Truth  is,"  said  his  lordshi])  to  one  of 
these  ])ersons.  **this  INIalgamite  scheme  is 
one  of  the  largest  charities  that  I  have 
conducted,  and  carries  with  it  ciM'tain  re- 
sponsibilities—  yes,  certain  res})onsibili- 
ties." 

And  he  assumed  a  grave  air  of  im})or- 
tance  almost  anu:>unting  to  wori'v.      For 
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Lord    Fei-riby  did  not  Iciiow   tliat  ;>   woi--  in    a    new    name,  and    faitli    is    still    tlie 

ried   loolt  is  an  almost  eei-tain  indication  greatest  healer  of  liunian  ills, 
of  a  suKill    mind.      Nor  bad  he  observed  .loan    therefore    proposed    to    can-v    t<» 

that  those  who  Ijear   the  greatest  respon-  the  llajiaie  the  ^lad   tidin.Lfs   of  the   sani- 

sibilities,  and     have    ])roved      themselves  tai'v  millennium,  fnlly  con  vinced  that  this 

worthv  of  tln^  Ixirden.  are  ])r<'cisely   they  had  come  to  a  sutferinu-  world  nnder  the 

who  show  the  serenest  face  to  thti  world,  name   t)f   ""  Niixine."*   in    small    bottles,   at 

It  must,  not,  however,  be  imagined  that  the    [)rice    of    one    shilling-    and    a    penny 

Lord  Ferriby  was  in  reality  at  all  nncasy  half-penny.      The    penny   half-})enny,   no 

respect  in u'  tlu^  JMalgamite  scheim^      Here  doubt,  represented  the  cost  of  bottle  and 

ai>-ain  he  eujoycul  one  of   the  advantages  drug-  and  the  small  blue  ribbon  securing- 

of  having-  been  ])receded  by  a  grandfather  the  stop})er,  while  the  shilling-  went  very 

able  and  willing-  to  serve  his  ])ai'ty  with-  i)roi)erly  into  tlie  mannfacturer's  jioeiset. 

out  too  minute  a  scruple.    For  if  the  king-  It  was  at  this  time  the  fashion  in  Joan's 

can  do  no  wrong",  the  nobility  niay  surely  world  to  smell  of  "'Nuxine,"  which  could 

claim  a  certain  immunity  from  criticism,  also    be    had    in    the    sweetest    little    blue 

aud  those   who   have  allowance  made    to  tabloids,  to    })lace    in    the    wardrobe    and 

them    must,   inevitably  learn   to   make   al-  among-    one's    clean    clothes.      Joan    liad 

Iowa,nce    for   themselves.      Lord     FcM'i'iby  g-iven   ^lajor  White   a    box   of  these   tal)- 

was,  in  a  word,  too  self  satisfied  to  harbor  loids.  which  g-ift  had  been  accepted  with 

any  doubts  respecting"  his  own    conduct,  becomini;-    g-i'avity.       Indeed,   tlie    Major 

Self-satisfaction  is,  of  course,  indolence  in  seemed    never   to    tire    of   heai'ing-   Joan's 

disg'uise.  exordiums,  or    of    ^vatching-    her    pretty. 

It  was  easy  enoug-h  for  Lord  Ferriby  to  earnest    face    as    she    ui'g'ed    liini    to    use 

])ersuade  himself  that  Cornish  was  wi-ong-  "•Nuxine"  in    its   various    forms,  and    it 

and  Roden  in  the  right;   es])ecially  when  was  only  when  he  heard  tliat  cig:ar-hold- 

Uoden.  in  the  most   gentlemanly  manner  ei's   nuide   of  "Nuxine"  absorbed  all   the 

])ossil)le.  ])a,id   a  check,  not  to  Lord  Ferri-  deleterious  ■|)roi)erties  of  tobacco  that  his 

1)V  dire(  t,  but   to  his  bankei-s.  in  what   he  stout  lu^art  failed  him. 

g-rac(>fullv    tei-med   the    fcuMn    of   a    bonus  '"  Yes."  he  ]deaded.  "  but  a  fellow  nmst 

upou    the    heavy  sul)script ion    orig-inally  draw  the  line  at  a  sky-blue  cigar-holder. 

advanced    by    his    lordship.        There    are  y(ni  kmnv." 

many  peo[)le  in  the  world  who  will  accept  And  .loan  had  to  content  herself  with 

money  so  long-  as  their  delicate  suscepti-  the  jiromise  that  he  would  use  none  other 

bilities  are  not  offended  by  an  actual  sight  than  '"  Nuxine  "  dentifrice, 
of  the  check.  Lord    Ferriby   and   Joan,  therefore,  set 

*'Anthonv  Cornisli."  said  Lord  F(M'ri-  out  to  the  Hague,  his  lordship  in  the 
by,  i)ulliug  down  his  waistcoat.  ""  like  full  convicticui  (enj(\ved  l)y  so  many  use- 
many  men  who  have  had  neitluM*  train-  less  i^m'sousi  that  his  ]n'esence  was  in  it- 
iug-  lujr  experience,  does  not  ([uite  under-  s«df  of  beneticial  ell'ect  u})on  the  course 
stand  the  ethics  of  conunerc(\"  of  events,  and  Joan   with  liei- '"  Nuxine  " 

Ilis  lordshi)).  like  otluu-s.  se(Mneil  to  un-  and.  in  a  minor  degree  now.  her  "  ^lalga- 

derstand  these  to  mean  that  a   man  nuiy  miiers"  aud   her  •'Haberdashers*   Assist- 

take   anvthinu-   that    his   neighbor  is   fool  ants."     Lady  Ferril)y  ])referred  to  remain 

em)uu-h  to  part   with.  at    rambridge  Tei-race.  chiefly  because  it 

.b)an  was  willing  enough  to  accompany  was  cheaper,  and  also  because  the  cook 
her  father.  be('auv(>  in  the  gr(\tt  march  o(  i-e.iuired  a  holiday,  and,  with  a  kitchen- 
social  prouress  she  had  ])asstHl  on  from  maid  only,  she  could  indulge  in  her  gi-eat- 
charity  to  sanitation,  and  was  convinced  (\si  ]ileasure  —  a  useless  economy.  The 
tliat  the  mortality  among  tlu^  ]\lalga-  cook  refuseil  to  starve  her  fellow->ei'vants, 
mitei's,  which  had  ixHui  moi-e  than  hinted  whiK^  the  kitchen-maid,  mindful  of  a 
at  in  the  Ferriby  family  circlt\  was  tMi-  writttui  charact(U' in  tluM'utur(\  ilid  as  her 
lirelv  du(^  to  tlu^  n(>L:lii:-tuu'e  of  the  vie-  ladyship  baile  her  hashing  and  mini'ing 
tims  in  not  usini:-  an  old  disinfectant  in  a  manuei-  ([uile  iia-econcilahle  with 
served  up  in  artistic  tlagons  under  a  new  forty  ])ouuds  a  year  and  beer-m(m(\v. 
name.  Pin-manu-anaK^  o\'  ]^.>tash  umler  Major  White  met  tlu^  trav(dlers  at  tlu^ 
aiH)th(n'  name  will  not  only  snudl  as  Hague  station,  and  .loan,  who  had  had 
sweet,  but  will  perform  greater  sanitai-y  some  trouble  with  her  father  during  tht^ 
wonders,  because   the  world  places   faith  simjile    journey,    was    conscious    for    the 
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first  time  of  a  sense  of  orderliness  and 
rest  in  the  presence  of  the  stout  soldier 
who  seemed  to  walk  heavily  over  difli- 
culties  when  they  arose. 

•'Eh — er,"  beo-an  liis  lordship  as  they 
walked  down  the  ])latform,  ''have  you 
seen  anythino'  of  Roden?" 

For  Lord  Eerriby  was  too  self-centred 
a  man  to  be  keenly  observant,  and  bad 
as  yet  failed  to  detect  Von  llol/.en  be- 
hind and  overshadowing-  his  partner  in 
the  Malgamite  scheme. 

"No — cannot  say  I  have,"  re})lied  the 
Major. 

He  had  never  discussed  tbe  jMalg-amite 
affairs  with  Lord  Ferriby.  Discussion 
was,  indeed,  a  pastime  in  which  tlu*  IMajor 
never  indulged.  His  position  in  the  mat- 
ter was  clearly  enoug-h  defined,  but  he 
had  no  intention    of  explain i no*   why  it 


was  that  he  ranged  himself  stolidly  on 
Cornish's  side  in  the  differences  that  had 
arisen. 

Loi'd  Ferriby  was  dimly  conscious  of  a 
smouldering"  antag'onisni,  but  knew  the 
Major  sufliciently  well  not  to  fear  an  out- 
break of  hostilities.  Men  who  will  face 
opposition  may  be  divided  into  two  class- 
es— tbe  one  taking'  its  stand  upon  a  con- 
scious rectitude,  the  other  half  hiding  with 
the  cheap  and  transparent  cunning'  of  the 
ostrich.  Many  men,  also,  are  in  the  for- 
tunate condition  of  believing-  themselves 
to  be  invariably  right  nnless  they  are  told 
quite  plainly  that  they  are  wrong'.  And 
there  was  nobody  to  tell  Lord  Ferriby 
this.  Cornish,  with  a  sort  of  respect  for 
the  head  of  the  family — a,  reg-ard  for  the 
office  irrespective  of  its  holder — was  so 
far  from   wishing  to  convince  his  uncle 
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of  error  that  lie  volmilaril y  i-cliiKiuisiicd  nation  not  to  he  fru.>lrated.  could  not  act 

certain  strong-  points  in  liis  ))()sition  i-ath-  — for  Dorolliys  sake. 

er  tlian  strike  a  l>lo\v  that  would  ini^vita-  A  strinu"  t)l"  tli«'  (lui-'t  .ui-ay  carts  ]>as>ed 

bly   I'eacli   Jjord  J^'crriby,  tiiou^h  dircclcd  np  J*ark  Straa.t  \\  Ihmi  the  j)arty  assembled 

towards  Uoden  or  \'om  Jlol/.en.  there  had  i-i>fn   tVeni   liu-  hincheon  talile. 

Jjord  Ferrihy  iieai'd,  howevei-.  with  some  .Mrs.  Van>illart  and  ^^1  '.  W'ade  were  stand- 
uneasiness,  thai  the  \Va(h\s  were  in  the  ini;-  together  at  tiie  window,  which  was 
lia<iue.  hirue  even   in  this  ciiy  ol"  lame  and  spot- 

"A  worthy  man      a  \-ei'y  worthy  man,""  less  windows.     I  )orolhy  aiuH"oi'ni>h  were 

he  said,  al)stracledly  ;    Cor  he  looked  upon  talldnu-  ton-ether  at   the  other  end  <»f  tiie 

the  banker  with  that  dim  sus{)ici()n  wliich  I'oom.  and  ^lar^uei'ite  was  sn])po>ed  to  he 

is  aroused  in  certain  minds  by  uncompro-  lookinu'  at  a  book  of  })hotoL:i'aphs. 

misin^"  honesty.  ""Tliere   uoes   a    consionment   of  mt-n's 

The    travellers   ])i'oc(M'd(Hl   to   the  hotel,  lives, '"  said    !Mrs.  \'an>ittart    to    ]iov  com- 

where  rooms  had  \)oo\\  prepared  for  them,  panicui. 

There  were  flowers  in  ,)oan"s  i-oom.  which  "'  A  human  life,  madam.""  answered  the 

lier  maid  said  she  had  reai'i-anuiHl.  so  a  wk-  banker,    "'like    ail    else    on    earth,    varies 

wardly  had  they  bec^n  ))laced  in  th(^  vastv  mucli  in  value."" 

The    Wades,   it    ai)[)eared.  wei-e    out,  and  For   ^Iv.  Wade   l)elonoed   to  that   class 

had  announced  their  intention  of  not  re-  of  Knulishmen   winch  has  a  horror  of  all 

turning-  to  lunch.      They  wei-e,  the  hotel  sentiment,  and  lakes  care  to  cloak  its  <:ood 

porter  thou,<;'ht,  to  take  that  meal  at  ]\Irs.  actions  by  the  assumption  of  an    unwor- 

Vansittart's.  thy    motive.      And    who    shall    say    that 

"I  think,"  said  Tjord  Ferriby.   '"ihat  I  this  man   of   business   was    wrong-   in    his 

will  g-o  dowji  to  the  works."  statement.'      Which  of  us  has   not  a   few 

"Yes,  do,"  answ(M'etl    While,  with    an  friends  and  I'elations  who  can  only  have 

expre.ssionl(\ss  countenance.  been  created  as  a  solemn  warning.^ 

"  Perha])s    you    will    accompany   me?"  As  ]\lrs.  Vansitiart  and  iMr.  Wade  stood 

suggested  .Ioan"s  father.  at   the   wimlow.  ^^larguerite  joined   them. 

"No — thiidv  nol.      (''an"l  hit  it  otl'  with  slipping- her  hand  within  her  father"s  arm 

Hoden.      l^erhaps  .loan  would  like  to  see  with  thai  air  of  ])rotection  which  she  usu- 

the  Palace  in  the  Wood.""  ally  assumed  towards  him.      She  was  gay 

Joan  thought  that  it  was  liiu'  duty  to  and  lively,  as  she  ever  was.  and  ^Mrs.Van- 

g-o  to  the  ]\[alg-aniite  works,  and  nuirmur-  sitlarl  glanced  al  her  more  than  once  with 

ed  the  word  "  Nuxint\'"  without,  however,  a  sort  of  envy.      ]\Irs.  Vansiltart  diil  not, 

much   enlhusiasm:    l)ut  White   happened  in  truth,  always  understand  ^Marguerite  or 

to  remember  that  il  was  mixiuL;-  day.     So  her  English,  which  wasessentiallynuxlern. 

Lord  Ferriby   wiMit  ott'  alone   in    a  \\\vvd  They   were   standing    and    laughing-  at 

cai-riage,  as  had  been   his   intention   from  the   window,  when    ]\Iarg-uerite   suddenly 

the  (irst;   for  White  knew  even  less  about  drew  them  back. 

the  ethics  of  conunerce  than  did  Cornish.  •'  What  is  it.'""  asked  Mrs.  Vansittart. 

The  account  of  alVairs  that  awaited  his  "It  is  Lord  Feri-iby.""  replied  ]\Iargue- 

lordship  al  the  works  was.  lu)  doubt,  sat-  rite. 

isfactory  enough,  foi-  the  manufacture  o'l  And    looking    cautiously    between    the 

]\hilgamile  had  l)een   ]>i-ocee(ling   at   high  lace    curtains,   they    >aw    the    g-reat    man 

])ressui-e    night    and    day.      Von    llol/.cu  drive  past  in  his  hired  caniaiie. 

iiad,  as  he  told  ^[arguerite.  been  \)00v  all  "  He  has  recently  bought  Park  Straat,"" 

his  life,  and  ])ovei-ty   is  a   hard  task-ma^-  commented    31arguerile.       And   his    lord- 

ter.       lie  was  not  goinu-  to  be  pocn*  again,  siiip's  condescending  air  certainly  sccmuchI 

The  gi';>y  carts  had  been   ]>assini:-  up  and  to  suggest  tiiat  the  >tr(H't.if  not  the  whole 

down   Park  Stt-aat   more  (>ften  than  ever.  city,  belonged  to  him. 

taUiiig  llieir  loads  to  one  or  other  o(  tlu^  Mr. Wade  iiointed  with  his  thick  thumb 

railway    stations,   and    l)rinL:'ing.   as    th(\v  in    the   ilirection    in    which   Lord   Ferriby 

passtMl    her    houst\   a    gh-am    of    anut-r    to  was  di'iving. 

.Mrs.  \'ansin;irt's  eyes.  -•  Where  is  h(\o-oing .'""  he  askinl. bluntly. 

"Tiie  M'i>undre]s  ;"'  slu^  muttiM-ed.    "  The  "  To  the  Malgamite  works.""  r(>j)lied  "Mi-s. 

scoundrels:      Why  does  nol  Tony  act:""  Van>ittart.  with  signiticance. 

1)111     Tony    Cornish,    who    aloiu^    knew  And     Mr.    Waiie     made     no    comment, 

the  full  extent  o(  \\)n  llolzen's  iltMermi-  iMrs.  \'an>ittart  spoke  tii-st. 
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"I  asked  Major  White,"  she  said,  "to 
lunch  with  us  to-day,  but  he  was  pledged, 
it  appeared,  to  meet  Lord  Ferriby  and  his 
daughter,  and  see  them  installed  at  their 
hotel." 

"Ah!"  said  Mr.  Wade. 

Mrs.  Vansittart,  who  in  truth  seemed  to 
find   the  banker   rather   heavy,   allowed 


some  moments  to  elapse  before  she  again 
spoke. 

"Major  White,"  she  then  observed, 
"does  not  accompany  Lord  Ferriby  to 
the  Malgamite  works." 

"  Major  White,  "replied  Marguerite,  de- 
murely, "has  other  fish  to  fry." 
[to  be  continued.] 


BY   HAMBLEN    SEARS. 


IT  has  not  been  given  to  many  to  know 
William.  Those  who  do  know  him 
must  have  been  in  the  North-of-Maine 
w^oods,  for  he  only  came  out  of  his  lair 
once,  which  was  sufficient  for  William,  as, 
indeed,  it  was  for  me.  That  occasion  was 
one  of  importance  in  the  history  of  both 
our  lives.  William  and  I  had  been 
friends  for  many  years,  as,  I  believe,  we 
shall  be  for  as  many  years  as  are  allotted 
us  upon  this  game-stocked  earth;  but 
that  single  step  of  his  out  of  the  world 
and  into  the  city  was  near  being  the  close 
of  all  friendly  relations  between  us.  It 
happened  that  at  my  suggestion  William 
appeared  in  New  York  once  on  a  time, 
and  before  I  had  succeeded  in  transport- 
ing him  from  the  railway  to  the  seclu- 
sion of  my  four  walls  he  had  attracted 
the  attention  of  some  twenty  thousand 
persons  on  Broadway,  and  had  very  near- 
ly decapitated  a  policeman. 

Yet  he  is  remarkable  for  other  things 
than  his  looks.  He  is  an  original  in  ev- 
ery way,  is  William,  more  especially  in 
his  birth.  No  one  to  look  upon  him 
could  doubt  that  he  was  an  Indian  some 
centuries  back.  Some  time  after  the  ar- 
rival of  the  Mayflower  he  took  upon 
himself  the  qualities  of  the  Puritan;  and 
finally,  no  one  to  know  him  could  doubt 
that  he  had  developed  from   some  New 
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England  ancestor  a  very  generous  share 
of  Yankee  keenness  and  wit.  As  an  Ind- 
ian he  travels  and  lies  with  prodigious 
ease.  As  a  Puritan  he  not  only  objects 
to  deceit  in  others,  but  takes  the  severest 
measures  at  hand  to  punish  it.  As  a 
Yankee  he  usually  secui'es  whatever 
moneys  you  may  have  brought  into  his 
country. 

Nevertheless,  if  it  were  not  for  the  ex- 
traordinary wisdom  of  William  he  would 
long  ago  have  spiked  his  metaphorical 
guns  and  gone  over  to  the  kingdom  of 
Rock  and  R\'e.  Man}^  a  time  when  money 
fails  to  persuade  him  to  a  bit  of  still-hunt- 
ing, whiskey  will  quicken  his  sporting 
spirit,  and  all  the  tales  which  he  has  but 
a  moment  before  poured  forth  to  show 
that  neither  moose  nor  deer  ever  haunted 
this  or  that  particular  region  are  airily 
waived,  and  acknowledged  to  be — what  in 
reality  they  have  been  all  along  —  lies 
such  as  are  only  heard  in  the  Canada 
timber. 

Still  there  never  was  an  honester  chap. 
He  will  bring  you  up  to  a  moose  with  the 
utmost  skill  after  hours  of  work,  unless 
you  have  come  into  the  w^oods  to  bag  a 
cart-load  of  heads.  Then  William  takes 
on  the  robes  of  governmental  office.  He 
has  been  running  over  Maine  these  twen- 
ty years.  He  has  seen  practical  demon- 
strations   of  what    the  game  laws    have 
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done  to  increase  the  ^ame,  and  liis  third 
ancestor,  the  Yankee,  tells  him  that  if  he 
1  in) its  a  man  to  one  head,  there  are  sui-e 
to  be  more  left  for  others.  He  therefoi-e 
becomes  tlie  enforcer  of  the  laws,  and 
tlierein  lies  a  touch  of  the  Puritan.  His 
method  of  showing?  you  the  physical  im- 
possibility of  coming-  up  with  more  than 
one  moose  is  eminently  Indian. 

You  have  become  <,'-reedy,  we  will  say. 
One  head  is  already  in  the  camp,  but  you 
must  have  another,  one  for  each  of  the 
cliildren,  and  a  promise  of  6=6  instead  of 
$5  a  day  finally  overcomes  William's  ex- 
])ressed  scruples.  He  leads  the  way  all 
day  and  all  nig-ht.  You  follow.  By-and- 
by  there  stands  the  moose  feeding  in  a 
swale.  All  goes  well;  you  crawl  here 
and  there  and  everywhei'e,  and  are  on  the 
point  of  bringing  him  under  the  sights, 
when  a  twig  mysteriously  breaks,  or  the 
canoe  brings  up  suddenly  on  a  rock,  or 
AVilliam's  paddle  flashes  in  the  sun,  and 
the  moose  is  gone.  There  comes  in  the 
William  of  the  woods,  who  ought  to  have 
been  named  *' Rain -in -the- Face."  or 
' '  You ng-Man-afi-aid-of-his-Horses. " 

Such  is  the  friend  of  my  v^-oodland 
days,  the  man  who,  in  late  Sejitember, 
after  our  Broadwa\'  episode,  sent  me  a 
note  to  the  efl'ect  that  he  believed  the 
moose  were  as  usual  rutting,  and  that  if 
I  would  leave  Broadway  behind  and  pro- 
ceed in  back  of  the  Rangeleys,  that  beau- 
tiful series  of  ponds  and  lakes  in  Maine, 
he  felt  reasonably  certain  that  we  might 
search  out  one  and  bring  him  to  the  end 
of  his  days. 

You  may  go  into  Rangeley  to-day  in  a 
Pullman  car,  reading  the  morning  paper 
you  have  bought  in  Boston.  There  are 
hotels  and  electric  lights,  trolleys,  and 
such ;  but  northward  ihe  ]Maine  woods 
are  still  primeval.  Our  journey  beyond 
Rangeley  consisted  of  several  days  of 
])addling  northward,  with  now  and  then 
a  carry  around  some  rapids,  or  out  of 
one  lake  and  into  another,  as  tinally  we 
began  to  get  into  moose  country,  cold  and 
clear,  with  a  touch  of  snow  in  the  air, 
and  th(^  feeling  of  stalking  sifting  into 
our  veins  as  the  snow  would  soon  be  sift- 
ing through  the  trees. 

II. 

xVs  William  said  to  me  on  the  day  we 

made  the  New  Brunswick  line,  "  ^loose, 

liim   no   picnic,  you  see.      See   you  mos' 

time  'fore  you  see  him.      Come  u})  quiet 


like;  look  'round;  sneak  um  off.  Next 
morning  moose  track  thirty  yard  off. 
Moose  vamoose."  Herein  lies  more  wis- 
dom than  is  contained  in  some  of  the 
prophets.  You  may  call:  in  which  case 
you  get  nothing.  William  may  call;  in 
which  case  you  receive  replies,  and  some- 
times get  a  shot.  You  may  stalk,  or.  as 
it  is  called,  "still-hunt."  and  with  Wil- 
liam, perhaps  come  up  with  the  game: 
never  without  him.  Indeed,  you  can  run 
down  a  big  bull  on  snow-shoes  when  the 
animal's  feet  cut  through  to  the  ground, 
and  you  can  kill  him  with  a  club,  but 
this  you  may  not  do.  Somewhat  betwixt 
and  between  you  may  get  into  a  boat  at 
night,  light  a  torch,  and  fascinate  the  big 
beast  until  3-ou  are  fifteen  or  thirty  yards 
away.  Here  again,  follow  William — in 
fact,  William  is  Appendix  No.  1  to  the 
Encyclopanlia  of  the  Woods — "Hit  um 
square,  back  shoulder,  sure.  Big  moose 
no  like  fool.  Maybe  jump;  then  better 
canoe  and  two  men  somewheres  else."* 

According  to  theory,  stalking — that  is. 
crawling  through  tlie  labyrinth  of  the 
woods  by  skill  and  by  stealth,  playing 
with  your  ears  and  eyes  against  his  ears 
and  nose,  coming  up  with  him  on  his 
own  terms,  your  better  intelligence  pitted 
against  his  better  senses,  is  the  only  way 
to  hunt  the  lordly  moose.  As  a  matter 
of  fact,  good  sportsmen,  after  many  days 
of  stalking  and  no  shooting,  spend  their 
nights  with  their  Willinms  making  the 
long  yearning  call  of  tlie  cow  moose 
through  a  birch-hark  cone-shaped  horn, 
calling  the  old  bulls  in  the  rutting  sea- 
son. Unquestionably  this  is  proper  sport; 
])artly  because  thorough  sportsmen  con- 
sider it  as  such,  which  is  sufficient  reason 
for  me.  as  they  kncnv  more  of  it  than  I 
do:  partly  because  the  exti-aordinary  skill 
requii-ed  in  calling  is  as  great  in  its  way 
as  the  extraordinary  skill  in  still-hunt- 
ing. Flaring  the  moose  is  only  resorted 
to  by  sportsmen  when  they  have  nearly 
exhausted  their  time,  and  have  entirely 
exhausted  their  patience  to  no  purpose. 
It  is  close  to  the  border-line  between  our 
friend  the  sport  and  our  necessary  ani- 
mal the  butcher.  Running  a  beast  down 
on  snow-shoes,  on  the  other  hand,  is  sole- 
ly the  property  of  the  latter;  and  as  the 
moose  is  not.  like  the  sheep,  plentiful  and 
necessary  foi*  food,  the  sportsmen  have 
stepped  in  and  ]U'ocured  certain  written 
laws  to  assist  those  that  have  been  un- 
writien    for  some    time,  which   take  that 
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particular  food  animal  out  of  tlie  steak-, 
chop-,  and  hide-dealers'  hands. 

And  hence  abideth  still-hunting-,  call- 
ing, and  flaring,  these  three ;  but  the 
greatest  of  these  is  still-hunting". 

The  difficulty  of  getting  at  the  game, 
the  setting  in  which  the  sport  lies,  make 
it  the  most  interesting  as  well  as  the 
most  beautiful  of  big-game  work.  In  the 
fall  of  the  year,  for  about  six  weeks,  dur- 
ing late  September  and  through  all  Oc- 
tober, when  the  bulls  begin  to  go  about 
the  country  in  the  rutting  season,  the 
woods  of  northern  Maine  and  New  Bruns- 
wick, brown,  red,  and  yellow  in  their 
autumn  dresses,  are  warm  in  the  day- 
time, cold  at  night,  and  beautiful  always. 
By  day  the  stalking  is  a  game  beyond  all 
description,  wherein  you  follow  the  wan- 
derings of  your  wonderful  Indian,  which 
at  first  seem  to  be  without  reason.  He  will 
look  at  the  ground,  then  high  up  on  the 
tree  trunks,  and  in  a  moment  he  is  strid- 
ing off  at  right  angles,  moving  gradually 
to  the  direction  whence  comes  the  wind. 

At  another  time,  after  an  examination, 
he  falls  flat  upon  his  stomach.  You  fol- 
low the  lead,  and  there  is  nothing  in  the 
world  so  important  as  to  avoid  the  liule 
dead  branches  and  twigs  along  the  way. 
Should  your  gun  scrape  along  one  of  the 
leafless  twigs  lying  all  about,  should  your 
hand  or  elbow  press  too  heavily  upon  a 
pile  of  leaves,  you  might  not  hear  a 
sound  in  all  this  stillness, but  two  hundred 
yards  further  on  you  would  come  upon 
displaced  moss  here  and  there,  telling 
the  inevitable  story  of  the  keen  animal's 
discovery  that  man  had  come  his  way. 
Or  perhaps  you  are  close  on  him — here 
where  you  have  been  trying  to  get  these 
two  weeks.  Nothing  but  care  is  needed 
now,  when  the  blessed  wind  shifts  and 
comes  out  of  some  other  quarter,  and  the 
jig  of  that  particular  moose-hunt  is  up. 

Such,  no  doubt,  has  been  the  misfort- 
une of  many  a  disappointed  man.  Such, 
at  all  events,  had  been  the  luck  of  William 
and  myself  on  a  certain  afternoon  some 
ten  days  after  getting  into  the  timber, 
and  as  we  had  come  upon  the  fruitless 
trail  after  a  muscle  -  straining  paddle 
across  lakes  and  up  rivers,  interspersed 
with  heart-rending  carries  over  tlie  dry 
land,  where,  although  he  bore  the  heavy 
canoe,  the  huge  pack  of  blankets,  tin 
cans,  provisions,  and  rifles,  which  fell 
metaphorically  to  and  physically  upon 
me,  was  in    close   proximity  to   the   last 


straw.  There  was  no  talk  of  moving 
our  kit  from  the  spot  where  the  unsports- 
manlike wind  had  changed,  and  there  we 
slept,  therefore,  in  an  impromptu  lean- 
to.  Next  day,  returning  to  the  canoe,  we 
spent  the  daylight  houi-s,  and  some  of 
those  which  were  dark,  in  building  the 
"William  "  Camp. 

As  every  man  has  his  own  idea  of  a 
house,  so  every  hunter  has  his  own  con- 
ception of  a  camp.  Furthermore,  each 
season  and  each  particular  country  has 
its  idea  of  a  camp  as  well.  Sometimes 
man  and  Nature  collide  as  to  these,  and 
usually  man  gets  the  worst  of  it;  so  that 
he  becomes  courteous  to  Nature,  asks  her 
what  will  suit  her  liighness,  and  if  he 
have  a  level  head,  such,  for  example,  as 
William  possesses,  he  modifies  his  idea  to 
please  the  lady. 

In  September  and  October  the  days 
and  nights  are  ideal  in  the  North-of-Maine 
country,  and  therefore  our  camp  was  sim- 
ple. William  cut  some  logs,  and  laid 
them  two  deep  in  the  form  of  a  square. 
This  was  the  foot-high  foundation  of  oui* 
house.  Between  these,  long  poles  were 
stuck,  and  where  they  came  together  at 
their  top  they  were  securely  fastened. 
On  the  outer  side  of  these  poles  were  laid 
bark  and  leaves  and  anything  we  hap- 
pened t(-»  have.  And  here  were  our  walls 
extending  to  within  a  foot  or  two  of  the 
top,  which  was  left  open  for  the  several 
very  necessary  purposes  of  light,  ventila- 
tion, and  chimney. 

At  the  front  of  the  camp  the  logs  for 
a  distance  of  three  feet  were  cut  nearly 
to  the  ground,  and  a  blanket  was  laid 
across  outside,  so  that  we  could  have  our 
door  open  or  shut  as  the  spirit  and  tlie 
weather  might  move.  Inside,  for  a  dis- 
tance of  three  feet  from  the  three  walls 
towards  the  centre  of  our  residence,  the 
ground  was  covered  with  a  foot  of  balsam 
boughs;  and  I  have  found,  as  others 
found  several  years  befor*^  I  had  tlie  fort- 
une to  be  born,  that,  provided  the  boughs 
are  sufficiently  small,  thei-e  is  nothing 
short  of  a  spring  bed  and  mattress  to 
equal  tliem  for  buoyancy.  Thus  we  had 
a  berth  on  three  sides  of  our  house,  we 
had  a  fire  in  the  centre,  and  we  stretched 
lines  across  from  side  to  side  close  to  the 
walls,  where  wet  clothes  and  all  the  par- 
aphernalia of  camp  might  be  hung. 

It  would  be  dishonest  not  to  confess 
that  I  prefer  a  twenty-foot  house  on  Fifth 
Avenue  with   five   stoi'ies   and  an   exten- 
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sion.  Furiliorniore,  Fraiu/ois,  if  I  had 
him,  would  no  doubt  be  a  belter  cJief 
than  William.  There  are  spoi'tsmen — 
some  of  them  known  everywhere  for 
their  truth-tellin<>-  and  tlii^ir  <^()od  shots — 
wlio  not  only  smv,  but  appear  to  believe, 
tliat  balsam  is  liner  than  the  linens  of 
Gei'many,  that  the  mystical  odor  of  the 
boughs  is  better  than  all  the  perfumes  of 
Arabia,  not  to  mention  the  city,  and  that 
a  tin  can  of  tea  and  some  di'ied  bacon  in 
the  forest  is  as  much  finer  than  a  well- 
ordered  dinner  at  the  Cafe  Americain  as 
America  is  superior  to  France.  Such  be- 
lief comes  from  ])oets,  and,  in  my  case,  to 
look  back  upon  that  cup  of  tea  and  mess 
of  bacon  wliicli  William  and  I  partook 
of  by  a  big-  lire  is  far  more  attractive  than 
was  the  eating-  and  drinking  thereof.  Of 
course  it  tasted  good,  but  I'oast  beef  and 
ale,  or  rice  pudding,  would  have  tasted 
better,  and  there  is  the  plain  truth  of  it 
stripi)ed  of  the  poetry  of  the  woods. 

Still,  it  would  be  unjust  to  William  to 
say  that  we  did  not  enjoy  oui*  meals  and 
our  home.  No  one  can  appreciate  the 
beautiful  setting  for  tramps  and  hunts  and 
tired  afternoons  which  these  great  forests 
and  the  month  of  October  furnish,  unless 
he  has  walked  there  and  hunted  there 
and  lain  out  under  the  trees  in  sight  of 
the  camp,  and  smoked  his  })ii)e  lying  flat 
upon  the  autumn  grass  looking  up  through 
the  brown  and  red  branches  into  the  sky, 
with  now  and  then  the  rustle  of  some 
little  fellow  of  the  forest,  who  is  a  ti-ifle 
surprised  to  find  him  there,  or  the  note 
of  a  hi  I'd,  or  the  quiet  rustle  of  the  dying- 
wind  in  among  the  leaves  and  branches. 
With  twenty- five  miles  to  your  credit, 
and  a  wearied  yet  in  some  way  restful 
feeling  in  youi-  bones,  you  smoke  awhile, 
and  sleep  awhile,  and  doze  betweenwhiles. 
and  think  of  far-away  work  and  home. 
and  wonder  if  you  will  bag  your  moose 
to-morrow  or  to-niglit.  And  if  it  rains, 
what  matter?  We  shut  our  hlanl;(4  door: 
we  build  a  fire  within,  and.  dreaming  on 
the  balsam  beds,  we  sit  and  smoke  and 
watch  the  rain  come  down  through  the 
V(Mitilation  -  light  -  cliininoy  -  hole,  wliile 
AVilliain  tells  storit^s  of  hunts  tliat  I  nev- 
er saw,  and  doubt  if  he  evrr  did.  And 
only  the  lire  is  disturbed  as  it  spits  and 
splutters  over  the  rain -drops  tliat  fall 
upon  it. 

III. 
So  we  lived  till  once  the  sun  was  get- 
ting   within  an    hour  of  its  bedtime,  the 


cold  October  twilight  was  coming  on, 
and  a  little  snow  flurry  had  just  stopped, 
leaving  almost  half  an  inch  of  clean 
white  carpet  all  within  the  woods.  Tliere 
was  not  the  least  movement  of  air.  and 
in  two  hours  we  sliould  have  a  big-  n)oon 
rising  up  into  a  cold  sky. 

'■  William,"  I  said.  "  I  have  three  days 
more,  and  what  with  your  changing 
winds  and  the  dry  woods,  we  seem  to 
have  succeeded  in  scaring  off  all  the 
bulls  you  remember  in  tliese  })arts." 

"  Don't  understand  um,  you  see,"  an- 
swered William. 

"Try." 

"  l)at  one  big  feller.  We  mos"  get  um 
week  ago.  Nearly  see  'um  yesterday. 
Right  off  here  now.  Very  wise  moose. 
P'rhaps  um  Devil." 

"Could  we  call  him  to-night?" 

"Maybe  can.  Maybe  no.  Very  much 
wise  old  Devil.      You  say  try,  we  try." 

"  Try  it  is,"  I  answered  ;  and  in  twenty 
minutes  we  had  some  tea.  a  hot -water 
kettle,  some  biscuit,  a  bit  of  bacon,  a 
sleeping-bag,  and  a  i-itle  apiece,  and  were 
off  to  a  barren  that  had  talven  William's 
eye  some  time  before. 

No  place  could  be  better  adapted  to 
this  great  art  of  calling.  For.  be  it  re- 
membered, calling  involves  secrecy  on 
the  part  of  the  caller  and  publicity  on  the 
part  of  the  called.  Barrens  ai-e  therefore 
favorite  places  for  calling.  After  a  good 
walk  through  thick  underbrush  sur- 
mounted by  high  trees,  finding  difficulty 
in  getting  a  clear  way  through,  you  sud- 
denly step  out  upon  a  bit  of  prairie  with- 
out a  twigon  its  whole  length  and  breadth. 
It  is  perhaps  four  or  five  miles  long  and 
two  or  three  wide.  The  edges  are  marked 
with  indentations  and  iri-egularities,  and 
in  the  centre  are  small  tree-covered  knolls, 
closely  packed  with  underbrush.  It  looks 
as  if  in  some  forgotten  age  the  tide  had 
gone  out  one  day  and.  along  with  the 
age.  had  forgotten  to  come  back.  If  there 
were  water  there  the  open  bit  would  be 
a  lake,  and  the  knoll  an  island.  If  the 
lake  were  a  desert,  the  island  would  be 
an  oasis.  In  Canada  the  lake  becomes  a 
barren;  the  island  becomes  a  swale. 

William  and  I  had  come  upon  this  bar- 
ren one  day  as  we  worked  u))  wind  on  the 
track  of  tiiis  old  Devil,  for  whom  he  had 
by  now  developed  a  combination  of  dis- 
like and  su})erstitious  fear.  As  we  reached 
the  edge  of  a  point  with  a  little  bay  on 
tMlher  side,  a   tinv   swale  raised  its  head 
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about  oih;  huiHlrecl  and  fifty  yards  oil'  llic 
])()iiit.  It  would  avail  not  sliould  we  sil 
upon  tills  s\\al('  a  month,  unless  \v<*  had 
a  perfectly  still  nioonli<iht  ni^ht.  For 
the  wind  would  cari-y  our  wh('r(';il)()uts  to 
any  njoose  Ihat  nii<>'ht  conic  to  the  call  ; 
and  ovow  if  he  did  not  discover  us,  we 
could  not  se(^  him  unless  tluu'e  were  suf- 
ficient lioht.  The  coming  of  this  silent, 
snow  -  carpeted,  moonlit  ni<>ht  brought 
back  the  remembrance  of  the  barren,  and 
thither  we  forthwith  ])roceeded. 

xVll  was  done  silently,  and  we  soon  had 
a  little  place  cleared  on  the  swale,  wood 
for  a  fire  ready  wIhmi  w(^  could  dare  to  lei 
the  smoke  rise,  and  a  few  boughs  made 
into  a  nest  iiX  the  foot  of  a  goodly  bal- 
sam. 

There  was  still  a  half-light  in  the  sky, 
and  the  woods  were  as  still  as  any  woods 
can  be,  when  William  had  his  birch  horn 
made  and  gave  th(^  fii'st  long  plaintive 
call  of  the  lone  cow  moose.  He  then 
silently  worked  up  into  a  tree,  and  I  lay 
down  to  listen.  As  darkness  came  on 
every  noise  seemed  much  louder  tlian  it 
realU^  was.  and  the  nervous  strain  of 
listeni'ig  made  it  impossible  for  me  to 
keep  still.  The  buzzing  of  the  blood  in  my 
ears  began  to  sound  like  a  i-ailway  train 
five  miles  away.  The  rustle  of  a  leaf  un- 
der my  arm  gave  me  a  nervous  tit,  for  I 
thought  sui-ely  it  was  the  first  step  of  a 
moose  coming  up.  Not  a  sound  dis- 
turbed the  night,  liowever,  and  after  half 
an  hour  William  gave  another  long, 
plaintive,  mournful,  most  unmusical  cry 
fi'om  the  tree.      Not  a  sound  in  reply. 

Then  in  a  moment  I  had  juni])ed  in  my 
reclining  position,  making  a  noise  that  it 
seemed  must  be  heard  down  in  Bangor. 
An  owl  had  hooted  directly  over  my 
head,  and  I  grew  hot  with  confusion  as  I 
remembered  that  William  was  to  give  an 
owl  hoot  if  anything  were  at  hand.  WIkmi 
1  could  cool  down  I  began  to  sc'an  the 
shore  of  the  barren  near  the  ])oint.  The 
moon  had  just  come  ai)ove  the  Ire«^s.  ami 
made  the  siu>w  and  the  o])c\\  barren  re- 
markably light,  though  beneath  the  trees 
all  was  dark'.  Tn  tlu^  next  instant,  how- 
ever, I  saw,  perhaps  tiv(^  hundi-ed  yards 
down  the  h^'t  shore,  the  huge  motionless 
head  and  antlers  of  a  bio-  moose.  So  far 
as  could  be  s(H^n  he  did  not  move,  but 
held  his  head  stri^tcluHl  out  toward  tlie 
swale,  and  his  anili^rs  laid  hack  on  his 
withers.  How  tlu^  aniniai  had  come 
thr(Migh  that   close   hit   of  limber  on    liiis 


silent  night  without  making  a  sound  is 
as  much  of  a  mystery  now  as  ihis  silent 
ai)i)roach  of  a  moose  has  always  been, 

I  lay  fascinated  l)y  the  motionless  head. 
wIhmi  I  had  like  to  tiave  spoiled  the  whole 
game  by  jumping  lo  my  knees  as  some- 
thing touched  my  shoulder.  No  one  can 
realize  what  the  nerves  become  under 
such  trying  circumstances.  I  looked 
round,  expecting  to  see  another  moose 
smelling  of  me.  and  found  William  sit- 
ting by  my  side.  He  straightway  put 
the  mouth  of  the  horn  close  to  the  ground, 
to  deaden  the  call.  and.  with  a  face  that 
was  distorted  with  anxiety  and  excite- 
ment, gave  out  a  most  yearning  cry.  The 
moo>e  did  not  stir. 

"lliin  no  big  fool  moose.  Old  Devil 
know  everything.  Ugh!  pist  I'Mie  added 
the  next  mometit.  for  our  silent  third 
})arly  had  turned  and  disappeared  in  the 
woods  without  so  much  as  the  crackle 
of  a  twig. 

I  could  have  cried  out  from  disappoint- 
ment,as  well  as  helplessness  at  the  thought 
of  how  useless  the  average  man.  and  my- 
self in  particular,  was  under  such  condi- 
tions. Alone,  I  should  not  only  have 
failed  to  call  well  enough  to  attract  the 
game,  but  never  should  have  discovered 
the  moose  on  the  barren,  even  had  he  been 
called  there.  And  now  what  had  sent 
him  otT  thus  silently? 

'"Old  bull."  said  William,  impressively, 
"he  know  too  much.  Think  um  some- 
thing wi-ong.  Come  up  slow,  quiet  like, 
you  see.  Him  mighty  particular  'bout 
um  cow." 

Theie  was  nothing  to  do  but  settle 
down  and  call  once  in  half  an  hour  or  so, 
which  we  did  as  the  moon  went  slowly 
down,  ami  the  night  grew  chill  and  raw. 
It  is  a  trying  time.  You  can  neither  sleep 
nor  keep  awake  in  your  bag,  which,  warm 
as  it  is.  cannot  keep  that  nervous  chill  of 
supjiressed  excitement  from  congealing 
the  bl(K-)d.  The  sport  in  me  had  almost 
given  out.  and  I  was  on  the  point  of  tell- 
ing William  to  Iniild  a  fire  and  get  some 
breakfast,  just  as  the  cold,  ras})ing  light 
began  to  come  in  from  the  eastward  in  a 
white  line  along  the  tops  of  the  trees,  when 
he  stood  up  softly  and  climbed  the  tree 
again  for  the  tenth  time.  Out  went  the 
long  call  of  the  cow — Heaven  help  her  if 
she  had  stood  here  all  night  as  we  had  I — 
ami  then  we  wailed  again. 

All  at  once  the  whole  scene  changed. 
William  was  on  the  o-pound  in  an  instant. 
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I  was  close  under  a  busli,  looking  toward 
the  point,  a  little  more  than  a  hundred 
yards  away.  For  out  of  the  spectral  si- 
lence of  the  morning-  had  come  tlie  inde- 
scribable, huge,  far-reaching  grunt  of  a 
bull.  It  sounds  like  a  hard,  rasping 
"gwoof!^'  and  carries  a  prodigious  dis- 
tance. Then  we  could  hear  the  crackling 
of  twigs  and  branches,  and  the  stamp  of 
the  amorous  old  chap,  who  fancied  other 
bulls  in  the  vicinity,  and  wished  to  give 
them  warning  that  he  was  here  and  ready 
to  fight  over  the  lady. 

It  is  totally  impossible  to  give  an  ade- 
quate impression  of  the  excitement  of  the 


moment.  The  crisp,  chill  air  makes  you 
shiver  in  any  case,  and  the  unseen  beast 
tearing  through  the  forest  in  the  indistinct 
light,  how  far  away,  ho w^  near,  you  can- 
not tell,  but  likely  to  burst  out  on  the  bar- 
ren at  any  moment,  and  only  stand  for  an 
instant,  the  necessity  for  an  immediate  and 
accurate  shot— all  this  made  my  already 
somewhat  tried  nervous  system  work  up 
to  such  a  white  heat  that,  as  I  got  the  rifle 
ready  in  position,  the  barrel  wabbled  about 
all  over  the  swale,  pointing  up  first  one  bay 
and  then  up  the  other.  It  seemed  utterly 
impossible  to  keep  it  headed  for  the  point, 
out  upon  which  was  coming  this  tearing 
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cycloiK'-  It  (litl  not  s('(Mn  as  if  li(>  couhl  reports  went  sliutHiii;^-  about  under  llie 
tak'e  so  l()n<i- to  bi'eak  into  view.  when,  in  a  trees  and  across  the  barren  to  announce 
TnonuMit.  (ivei'v  sound  ccvised.  that  tlie  uanie  was  dead  in  his  tracks 

Discrelion  was  Ix'cotninu-  th(^  better  part 
of    vah)r.        William     waited    anxiously    a  ^^  • 

moment,  and  then,  with  the  ui'eatest  care.  After  the  storm  came  tlie  calm.      After 

])lacin.u'  liis  horn  a,ii-ainst  th(^  ^-round.  lie  the  cold  cliills  of  chivbreak  came  tlie  lazy 
ji'ave  out.  a  slioi't.  plaintive^  ^runt.  sleepiness  of  the  warm  noon.      After  the 

We  both  jumped  simultaneously.  No  fastinu-  of  the  nii^lit  came  the  feast  of  l>a- 
one  could  have  Ind'ped  it,  for  without  the  con  and  tea.  and  then  I  laid  me  down 
least  waniin.u"  a  liu.u'e  bull  leaped  out  of  upon  lln^  warm  earth  full  in  tiie  snn"s 
the  dai'k  woods  at  the  point  into  the  clear  L:lare.  wIku'c  now  all  was  di-y  and  odorous 
snow  of  the  barren.  that    had   been    snow  and  ciiill   but  a  few 

"XowshootI  iritnm!  Pick  um  sure !""  hours  before.  And  I  fell  to  wonderinir 
grasped  William:  and  with  a  lump  in  my  liow  in  this  very  swale.  u}ion  this  very 
thi'oat.  and  a  bai-rel  that  I  could  not  keep  barren.  T  couUI  so  liavt^  lost  my  nerve  as 
my  eye  runninii'  alonj^-.  1  tired  as  the  huu'e  to  jumj)  thi'ouu-h  all  my  l>ody  at  each  crack 
beast  stood  motionless,  looking- straight  at  of  a  twig-  so  short  a  time  ago.  Lying 
our  swale.  The  next  moment  he  was  up  there  in  the  midst  of  the  brilliant  autumn 
in  the  air  and  turned  to  g-o  back,  but  that  forest,  with  the  nois(^  of  birds  and  ani- 
one  shot  bad  steadied  me.  and  as  William's  mals  on  all  sides  tickling  my  ears,  with  the 
rifle  cracked  I  got  in  another  on  the  broad  morning  breeze  swinging  the  limbs  over 
side  in  i)ack  of  the  shoulder,  and  the  three     my  head  back   and    forth    in   easy,  g-race- 

ful.  lazy  sweeps, 
I  lit  the  never-to- 
be-forgotten  pipe, 
and  put  my  hands 
behind  my  head 
and  ti'ied  to  think 
it  all  over  again. 
This  was  not 
only  the  first 
moose  :  he  had 
be(Ui  the  aim  and 
purpose  of  life 
since  the  passage 
of  nearly  four- 
teen days:  lie  had 
been  something' 
to  dream  on  by 
night  beside  the 
tire,  something  to 
think  on  by  day 
as  we  wandered 
afoot  or  astom- 
ach.  something  to 
talk  of  with  Wil- 
liam as  we  rose 
in  the  morning 
and  laid  us  down 
to  slee]i  at  night  : 
he  had  become 
a  purpose  :  and 
there  he  lay  now. 
foi'  I  could  see 
him  by  merely 
turning  my  head 
away  from  the 
^Tii.i.  HiNTixr;.  blue       sk'v       and 
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red  trees  —  there  lie  lay  with  his  head 
severed,  with  his  hide  just  coming'  off, 
and  some  of  his  good  haunch  being  made 
ready  for  more  and  more  feasts. 

The  smoke  from  the  pi})e  crawled  still 
closer  over  me.  Things  assumed  hazy, 
limpid  shapes  above,  and  thei-e  g'l'ew 
upon  me  the  feeling  of  wonder  that 
William  could  still  work  on  :  he  had 
been  more  awake  than  I  all  night;  he 
had  made  the  only  discovery  that  was  to 
be  made  during-  those  hours  of  trial:  he 
had  kept  me  uj)  when  I  would  surely 
have  given  in  without  him;  and  now 
he  was  still  silently,  stolidly  :il  work 
cleaning  u])  the  results  of  the  fray. 
AVhat  would  the  twenty  thousand  ])er- 
sons  ou  Broadway  say  to  him  now^ 
Would  any  one  of  them  have  been 
awake  to  question  at  this  hour?  Might 
not  the  policeman  who  owes  his  head  to 
my  intervention  feel  less  like  amusing 
himself  at  William's  expense,  and  less 
officious  over  the  prying — let  us  say  in- 


vestigating— instinct  of  the  Maine  woods- 
man? Here  was  the  old  Indian,  of  such 
magnificent  physique  that  he  could  go  on 
with  his  day's  work  after  such  a  night's 
labors,  still  .showing  his  touch  of  the 
conscientious  Puritan  by  an  absolutely 
inborn  belief  in  the  necessity  for  cutting 
up  the  moose  before  resting*  or  eating. 
His  bronze  face  shone  with  pei'spiration 
in  the  warm  morning  sun,  and  with  his 
black  hair  hanging  about  in  disorder  his 
head  might  have  been  the  choice  work 
of  some  sculptor  who  had  used  a  down- 
East  Yank(H'  as  a  modfd  on  which  to 
make  an  American  Indian. 

Never  was  I  more  fond  of  William 
than  that  morning  when  I  took  him  in 
through  a  haze  of  smoke,  sunshine,  and 
drowsiness,  and  then  the  sky  and  the 
trees,  William  and  the  moose,  gradually 
and  softly  crept  farther  and  farther 
away,  the  pipe  dropped  to  the  ground, 
and  one  man  in  New  Brunswick  forgot 
his  troubles  for  a  si)ace. 


Tfit  Ptttingreii-  Fainily. 


MRS.   PETTINC4REWS    QUESTION. 

i;V    ELI.KX    DOUGLAS    DELAND. 

IT  liad  IxM'ii  rainiiiu-  foi'  nearly  two  ])()()ks  upon  the  nuirb]e-top])ecl  centre  ta- 
weeks,  and  pprba])s  it  was  ttial  wiiieli  l)le  sliowed  tliis  to  be  tbe  case,  ^vbib'  llie 
caused  Mrs.  Petti nui-ew  to  ask  tbe  tines-  obtrusive  freslmess  of  tbe  parUn*  set — one 
tioii,  for  tlioug-b  in  conversal  ion  one  tries  arin-cliair.  tiiree  straiulit  backs,  and  a 
to  avoid  all  allusion  to  tbe  weatlier  as  sc^fa.  eacli  adorned  witb  a  crocbeted  tidy 
being  scarcely  wortb  nieiuioning-.  tbere  — prt)ved  tliat  tliey  were  sat  u]Hni  but  sel- 
ls no  doubt  tbat  it  bas  a  marked  etl'ect  doni.  ( >nly  wlnni  tbe  Woman's  Club  met 
upon  buman  affairs.  If  ^li-s.  Peltinurew  tliert\  or  iiie  minister  and  bis  wife  came 
had  not  been  made  d(>pressed  and  nervous  \o  suiii^ei'.  was  iiiis  lioly  o{  bolies  thrown 
by  two  weeks  of  i-ain.  dam])ness.  and  in-  open  to  tlu^  public.  Ibit  tlie  weatlier  bad 
door  life,  who  can  say  for  a  certainty  tbat  been  too  mncli  for  even  tbe  strictly  dis- 
these  events  would  bave  ever  conu^  to  cipoiunl  nature  of  Susan  Todd,  and  cast- 
pass?  ing  aside  all  scruides.  she  raised  tbe  sbade 

Miss    Susan    Todd    stood    at    \\cv   ]v\rlor  at  one  of  liu^  ]>arlor  windows,  and  stood 

window  and   looked   out    upon    tlit^    road,  gazinu-  at  tbe  jmddles  in  tbe  road. 

Beyond  tbe  road  she  could  set^  but  little.  "  I    (\o\\\    tbink    1    ever    knew   sucdi   a 

for   tbe   heavy    mist    tbat    bung   over   tbt^  siudl   of  wealber  as  tbis."'  said   she  to  ber- 

mountains  shut  otf  compltMely  tluMi- iiiant  seif.    "rve  kutuvn  it  to  rain  three  or  foui' 

shajx^s.      ^iliss  Susan  Todtl  lived  in  a  small  days  at   a  tinu\  and   tben  get  over  it  and 

valley  that  was  completely  surr(>unded  by  clear  u]i  again,  but  T  declare  it  does  seem 

towerinu' bills.      Tiie  summer  boarder  lik-  as  if  tiiere  wasn't  >ncb  a  thing  as  a  sun 

en<Hl  tbe  spot  t(^  tbe  boiiom  oi  a  basin:  to  anywberes.      It  ivquires  all  tbe  faitb  you 

]\Iiss  Todd  it  was  life.  bave  in   the   Bible  and  tbe  Hood  and  tbe 

It    was  not    often    tbat    Susan    used    luu-  I'aiubow  to  tbiidc  it    isn't  a  going  to  keep 

parlor.      Tbe  regularity  ^'>i    tbe    iiea]^s   oi  on  raining  forever.      I  do  miss  the  moun- 
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tains  so  when  I  can't  see  'em!  Who's  tins 
coming-  down  the  road  ?  Why,  there 
wouldn't  a  dog'  go  out  in  such  a  pour  as 
this  if  he  wasn't  forced  to,  atid  this  is  a 
woman.  Well,  I  want  to  know!  It's  El- 
len Pettingrew%  as  sure  as  I  stand  here! 
Wherever  on  earth  can  she  be  going'  to? 
She's  turning  in  at  my  gate!  Well,  I 
ain't  a-g-oing-  to  have  lier  coming-  into  the 
best  room  all  di'ip])ing'  wet."  And  hastily 
pulling  down  the  shade,  Miss  Todd  return- 
ed to  the  kitchen. 

"How  do  you  do,  Mrs.  Pettingrew?" 
said  she,  somewhat  stiffly,  as  she  opened 
the  back  door  in  response  to  the  agitated 
knock  of  her  visitor.  " 'Tisn't  often  I 
have  the  pleasure  of  a  call  from  you,  but 
you're  welcome,  all  the  same.  Kindly 
take  off  your  rubbers  before  3'ou  conje  in, 
and  if  you  would  be  so  good  as  to  set  youi- 
umbrella  outside  the  door — " 

"  La,  Susan,  you're  just  as  old-maidish 
as  ever,  ain't  you?"  interrupted  Mrs. 
Pettingrew,  as  she  complied  with 
her  request.  "  If  you  could  see  my 
kitchen!  But  there,  it  ain't  to  be 
expected  you'd  act  as  you  would  if 
you  had  a  husband  and  four  boys 
comitig  in  all  hours,  rain  or  shine." 

"  There  isn't  much  shine  Just  at 
present,"   remarked    Miss   Todd,  ig- 
noring the   tone   of   commiserating 
superiority    in     which    Mrs.   Pettin- 
grew   had    spoken.       "  But,    Ellen, 
what's    tlie    matter?"      The    visito 
had  removed  her  rubber  wa- 
terproof  and   her    hood,  a)id 
her   face  was  visible  for  the 
first  time.      "You  ain't  sick, 
are  you  ?     I  shoukki't   have 
thought  you'd  come    out    i)i 
this    weather     if    you     was. 
What  is  the  matter,  Ellen?" 

"  I  ain't  sui'prised  that  you 
ask,"  returned  Mrs.  Pettin- 
grew, solemnly,  as  she  drew 
her  chair  toward  the  stove 
and  extended  her  feet  from 
beneath  her  shortened  skirts. 
She  was  a  pretty  woman  still, 
though  well  over  forty  and 
with  a  figure  inclined  to  stout- 
ness. "  I  ain't  at  all  sur))rised 
you  ask.  This  morning  I  was 
a  well  woman.  This  after- 
noon I'm  doomed.'' 

"  Land's  sake,  Ellen,  how 
you  do  talk !"  said  Miss  Todd. 
"I  should   think   you'd   had 


a  death-warrant  served  on  you.  You 
haven't  been  committing  a  mui'der,  have 
you,  and  are  going  to  be  hung?" 

Miss  Todd  had  little  sense  of  humor 
herself,  and  when  she  joked  she  was  apt 
to  go  to  an  extreme. 

"I  shouldn't  think  you'd  make  fun  of 
me,  Susan," said  Mrs.  Pettingrew.  ''It  '11 
be  time  enough  to  laugh  and  make  your 
jokes  when  I'm  gone.  It  won't  be  long 
now.''  And  drawing  her  handkerchief 
from  her  ])ocket  she  covered  her  face 
with  it  while  she  rocked  her  body  to  and 
fro. 

Miss  Todd  was  distinctly  impressed. 

"  I  do  wish  you'd  explain  what  you 
mean,  Ellen  Pettingrew,"  she  said,  with 
some  impatience.      "If  you  think  you're 
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jifoing-  to  die,  do  say  so  rioht  out,  and  tell 
me  wliat  causes  you  to  think  it.  You 
liaven't  got  a  pain,  liave  your  Oi'  a  sore 
throat?  Or  a  lano'uislinienl.  like  the  ])oor 
lady  in  our  cemetery  who  died  of  a  lan- 
guishment,  thouo-h  I  never  knew  exactly 
what  it  meant." 

'"I  haven't  got  a  languishment/"  said 
]\[rs.  Pettingrew,  removing  hei-  handktM-- 
chief.  ''If  anybody  had  died  ot"  a  Ian- 
guishment  'twould  have  been  you.  and 
not  me,  for  it  means  a  brokiui  ht>art.  and 
everybody  said —  But  tlxuH^l  I  dow'i  want 
to  begin  on  that  y(>t.  tlnnigh  it's  ]Kirtly 
wliat  Tve  come  about.  Neither  have  1 
got  a  soi-e  throat.  iu>r  a  ]vun.  So  far  as  I 
know,  I  haven't  got  an  aeiit\  nor  is  any- 
thing the  matter  with  me.  which  only 
makes  it  all  the  more  aggravating,  for 
I'm  going  to  die  on  ^londay." 

And  again  ]Mrs.  rettingrew's  comply 
face  was  hidden  behind  her  handktu-chit^f. 

*'  T  don't  know  what  ycMi  nuvin  abivat 
a  l)r(d':en  heart."  said  ]\liss  'l\nld,  with 
dignity.  "  Tlun-e  isn't  a  cracic  in  mint\ 
nor  ever  has  been.      If   v^mi  came   dtown 


here  this  I'ainy  day  to  talk  about  i)ast 
grievanct^s  and  spiteful  doings,  all  I  can 
say  is.  I'vt^  got  something  better  to  be  at.'' 

•"I  didn't!  I  didn't  1"  moaned  Mrs. 
Pettingrew.  rocking  with  renewed  vigor. 
■'  Susan,  (hui't  be  liaid  on  me.  If  you 
kn(Mv  what  1  was  going  tln^^ugh  !" 

■■  Well.  1  can't  possibly  know  till  you 
tell  me."  said  Su>an.  sitiinu' down  for  the 
lirst  time  siiu'e  her  visitor  canH\  She 
])iaceil  herself  n«'ar  tlu*  wiiulow.  and  in 
the  fading  light  of  tlie  rainy  afternoon 
one  ccmhl  not  see  the  silver  hairs  that 
streaked  her  smooth  brown  head,  nor  the 
lines  whieh  time  anil  cari^  and  a  gradu- 
ally narrowing  life  had  etched  u])on  her 
delicat(^  face.  In  the  soft  gray  twilight 
she  looked  almost  young  and  ])retty,  as 
^Irs.  Pettingrew  did  not  fail  to  notice 
whenever  she  removed  her  moist  hand- 
kerchit'f. 

Susan  was  s'endei-  too.  whi(di  had  al- 
ways been  a  trial  to  her  neighbor. 

■•  I  wid  tell  you."  said  ]\Irs.  Pettingrew, 
in  a  broken  voice.  "As  I  said.  I'm  doom- 
cii.      I've  had  mv  summons.      This  morn- 
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ing  I  was  a  well  woman,  planning  about 
the  boys,  thinking-  how  I"d  do  over  my 
wintei'  cloak,  and  intending  to  get  one  of 
those  cheap  silks  you  see  advertised  so 
much  to  make  a  waist  of,  for  best  this 
winter.  I  sha'n't  need  one  of  'em  ;  and  as 
for  the  boys,  somebody  else  will  plan  for 
them  hereafter,  I  suppose.  Oh,  Susan, 
say  you'll  be  good  to  'em!  I  know  you 
will  to  Ira;  I  haven't  any  fear  for  him. 
He'll  be  looked  after;  but  the  boys!" 

"  Ellen  Pettingrew,  either  you're  crazy 
or  I  am.  What  have  I  got  to  do  with 
your  boys  ?  I  shouldn't  wonder  if  you 
have  a  fit  coming  on.  My  mother's  second 
cousin  used  to  have 'em,  and  she  always 
talked  queer  for  an  hour  or  two  before 
they  seized  her.  Are  your  hands  and 
feet  cold?" 

"Not  a  bit.  'Tisn't  a  fit,  Susan;  it's  a 
summons.  All  I've  got  to  do  now  is  to 
prepare  for  death.  My  time  is  very  short. 
Here  it  is  Friday  afternoon,  going  on  half 
past  four.  On  Monday  at  this  time  Til 
be  lying  stiff  and  cold  upon  my  bed.  On 
Tuesday,  or  at^tlie  latest  Wednesday,  I'll 
be  in  my  coffin.  On  Thursday  I'll  be  in 
my  grave.  One  week  from  to-day  it  '11 
all  be  over.      Oh,  Susan  !" 

Miss  Todd  felt  very  uncomfortable.  She 
was  quite  sure  that  her  visitor  was  about 
to  have  an  attack  of  some  kind,  if  it  had 
not  already  begun.  It  might  be  approach- 
ing insanity.  She  glanced  out  of  the  win- 
dow, not  a  creature  was  in  sight,  and  the 
rain  was  falling  more  relentlessly  than 
ever.  Susan  lived  alone,  and  did  her  own 
work,  with  the  occasional  help  of  a  labor- 
ing-man, a  scrubbing-woman,  or  a  neigh- 
bor. There  was  no  one  within  reach  at 
present,  so  she  rose  to  the  occasion,  as  she 
had  done  once  or  twice  before  in  her  life. 

"I'll  make  you  a  cup  of  tea,  Ellen," 
said  she,  "and  then  maybe  you'll  feel 
better.  A  cup  of  tea  always  seems  to  set 
me  right.  I  guess  you're  tired  with  all 
your  planning  and  tins  wet  weather.  It's 
enough  to  make  anyone  sort  of  miserable. 
It  '11  have  a  bad  effect  on  the  autumn 
leaves,  I'm  afraid ;  though  it's  a  good  thing 
it's  come  in  the  fall  instead  of  the  spring, 
on  account  of  the  crops,— It's  best  to  di- 
vert her  mind,"  she  added  to  herself,  as 
she  placed  two  cups  and  saucers  upon  the 
table,  and  unlocked  the  lacquered- ware 
box  that  contained  her  grandmother's 
silver  teaspoons. 

"You  think  I'm  crazy,"  said  Mrs.  Pet- 
tingrew; "and  you've  a  right  lo.     Maybe 
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you'll  change  your  mind,  though,  when 
you  hear  what  I've  got  to  say.  A  cup  of 
tea  will  be  very  nice,  though,  and  I  thank 
you,  Susan,  for  thinking  of  it.  It  won't 
be  many  more  cups  of  tea  I'll  have  in 
this  world,  and  as  for  the  world  to  come 
— well,  it's  all  uncertain  how  it  '11  be 
there,  and  there's  no  mention  of  tea  in 
the  Bible,  but  I'm  sorry  enoifgh  to  think 
I'm  not  going  to  have  much  more." 

"Ellen  !"  exclaimed  Miss  Todd,  greatly 
shocked.  Then  she  remembered  the  course 
of  conduct  which  she  had  decided  upon 
as  proper  under  the  circumstances.  El- 
len's mind  must  be  diverted. 

"I've  some  nice  crab-apple  jelly  I  put 
up  not  long  ago,"  said  she.  "  We'll  open 
a  tumbler  of  it,  and  have  some  bread-and- 
butter.  A  rainy  day  like  this  makes  you 
liungr}^  I'll  light  the  lamp  too,  and  it 
'11  be  more  cheerful.  And  how  are  you 
going  to  have  your  silk  waist  made?" 

Mrs.  Pettingrew  glanced  reproachfully 
at  her  hostess,  but  made  no  reply.  For 
some  minutes  she  devoted  herself  to  the 
tea  and  the  jelly.  Though  death  might 
be  near,  tiie  pleasures  of  this  life  had  not 
yet  lost  their  charm.  When  her  cup  had 
been  filled  for  the  second  time,  she  spoke. 

"  Susan,"  she  said,  "  you  know  I'm  not 
one  of  the  superstitious  kind.  If  I  had 
been  I'd  have  been  more  u))set  when  my 
mirror  was  broken  shortly  after  Ira  and  I 
were  married,  or  at  the  many  times  I've 
seen  the  new  moon  over  the  wrong  shoul- 
der. None  of  those  happenings  has  ever 
caused  me  a  single  tremor.  But  this  is 
different.  To-day,  after  dinner,  when  the 
dishes  were  w^ashed  and  Ira  had  gone  back 
to  the  store  and  the  boys  were  at  school 
and  my  hired  girl  was  in  her  room  and 
the  house  was  quiet,  I  felt  so  sleepy,  what 
with  the  rain  and  everything,  I  thought 
I'd  lie  down  a  minute.  'Tisn't  often  I  do 
it;  but  all  this  rainy  weather  does  make 
you  feel  different  from  usual.  Well,  I 
lay  down,  and  must  have  fallen  asleep 
pretty  quickly,  for  the  first  thing  I  knew 
there  was.Hannali  Hawkes — " 

"Hannah  Hawkes!"'  interrupted  Miss 
Todd. 

"Yes.  Hannah  Hawkes,  who  died  last 
week!  There  she  was,  sitting  talking  to 
me.  '  How  do  you  feel,  Mrs.  Pettin- 
grew?' s'  she.  I  told  her  I  was  nicely, 
thank  you.  '  That's  strange,' s' she.  'for 
next  week  you'll  be  where  I  am,'s'  .she. 
'  On  Monday  you're  going  to  die.  The 
new  hearse  is   at  the  door.      Come   with 
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me  and  try  it,'  s'  she.  So  slie  took  me  by 
tlie  liaiid  —  oh,  Susan,  'twas  an  awful 
feeling"  hand!  —  and  led  me  out  to  the 
front  gate,  and  there,  sure  enough,  was 
tlie  new  hearse.  You  know  Mr.  Simmons 
only  bouglit  it  two  weeks  ago,  and  Han- 
nali  Ilawkes  is  the  only  one  it's  been  used 
for.  And  just  as  I  was  stepping  in  be- 
hind her  I  woke  up  with  an  awful  scream, 
and  I  knew  mv  summons  bad  come." 

"  La,  Ellen  i"  said  Miss  Todd.  ''  Twas 
only  a  dream."  But  here  her  words  fail- 
ed her.  Mrs.  Pettingrew's  manner  was 
impressive,  and  the  dream  was  a  strange 
one.  Miss  Todd  had  heard  before  of 
dreams  that  came  true. 

"  So  it  was,  Susan  ;  but  I  know  what  it 
means.  I'm  going  to  die  on  Monday. 
To-morrow  I'll  lay  in  a  stock  of  meat  for 
the  funeral,  when  Mr.  Bates  comes  round. 
It's  lucky  it's  Saturday.  A  ham  will  be 
a  g-ood  thing,  and  I'll  bake  my  bread  and 
cake  so  all  will  be  ready,  and  Ira  won't 
have  that  to  bother  him.  I  dare  say  it  '11 
be  a  large  funeral,  for  folks  will  hear 
about  the  dream.  It  seems  a  pity  I  can't 
be  there  to  su})erintend  it  all.  I  don't  see 
liow  Ir  I's  ever  going  to  manage  it.  He's 
an  awful  poor  hand  at  attending  to 
things,"  she  added,  again  glancing  at 
Susan  with  peculiar  meaning. 

But  Susan  was  absorbed  in  examining 
the  contents  of  the  tea])ot. 

"And  now  I  wan*t  to  say  something." 
continued  Mrs.  Pettingrew.  "I've  been 
thinking  over  my  past  life,  and  that's  the 
reason  I  came  to  see  you.  If  I'm  going 
to  die,  I  want  my  conscience  to  be  clear.  I 
can't  say  I'm  sorry  for  what  I  did,  for  I 
liked  Ira,  and  I  wanted  him  to  marry 
me,  and  not  to  marry  you.  At  one  time 
it  looked  as  though  our  chances  were 
pretty  even.  I'm  not  acknowledging  he 
cared  as  much  for  you  as  he  did  for  me. 
I  never  thought  so;  but  you  hadtliis  little 
property,  and  I  had  nothing  but  my  face, 
and  then  I  always  was  smarter  than  you 
in  some  ways,  Susan.  But  I  was  fearful 
of  losing  him,  so  one  night  when  he  was 
walking  home  with  me  from  choir-prac- 
ticing, and  it  was  pretty  dark,  we  saw  two 
])eople  in  front.  'Twas  Jennie  Pafkrr 
and  William  Sands,  and  she  was  leaning 
on  his  arm.  You  know  Ira  never  did  see 
vei-y  well.  ])ai'ticularly  at  nigiit.  and  he 
asked  me  if  'twas  you.  I  said  it  looked 
like  you;  and  so  it  did.  Susan.  I  didn't 
say  a  word  that  wasn't  true,  all  through 
it.      Then  he  said,  who  was  the  man.'     I 


said.  William  Sands,  which  was  also  true. 
Then  he  asked  me.  '  Are  they  going  to  be 
married?'  and  I  said  yes.  for  that  was 
true.  The  girl  was  Jennie  Parker,  and 
they  were  going  to  be  married.  Ira  was 
pretty  quiet  after  that  till  we  got  to  the 
front  gate,  and  then  he  asked  me  to  mar- 
ry him.  Most  likely  he'd  have  asked  me 
anyhow,  but  I've  always  felt  a  little  un- 
easy when  I've  thought  of  that  night,  for 
though  I  didn't  say  anything  that  wasn't 
true,  I  let  him  think  that  Jennie  Parker 
was  you.  La.  Susan,  you  needn't  take  it 
so  liardl'' 

For  Miss  Todd  had  risen  ;  and  with  the 
teapot  in  her  trembling  hands  she  stood 
and  looked  at  her  visitor.  Her  face  had 
grown  pale,  and  her  mouth  twitched  ner- 
vously. 

"  I  always  thought  there  was  some  un- 
derhand doings."  said  she.  as  soon  as  she 
could  speak.  '*  I  knew  that  Ira  liked  me. 
Well.  Ellen  Pettingrew,  I  hope  you've 
been  satisfied ;  and  I'm  glad  something 
has  made  you  confess  the  truth!  It's  a 
satisfaction  to  me.  anyhow^  For  my  part 
I  shouldn't  think  you'd  have  had  a  com- 
fortable nor  a  happy  moment  all  these 
years,  getting  a  man  by  stealthy  means, 
so  to  speak,  and  feeling  that  he  liked  an- 
other woman." 

"  I've  been  very  hap]\v."  said  Mrs.  Pet- 
tingrew. "•  and  I  don't  say  as  'twas  stealthy. 
Neither  am  I  at  all  sure  he  would  have 
married  you  instead  of  me.  Fact  is,  I 
don't  believe  Ira  himself  knew  which  one 
of  us  "twas  he  wanted.  He's  an  awful 
uncertain  kind  of  man.  and  he  needed  a 
little  helping  along,  which  you  would 
have  been  too  proud  to  give  him.  Susan 
Todd,  even  if  you'd  been  smart  enough. 
But  now  I've  told  you.  and  I  want  to 
settle  something  else.  I'm  going  to  die, 
and — " 

"Die!"  cried  Susan.  "Die!  You're 
no  more  likely  to  die  than  I  am.  You've 
just  come  down  here  to  irritate  me  with 
this  story.  Why  couldn't  you  have  left 
me  alone  r  I've  never  bothered  you.  Y"ou 
never  knew  whether  I  cared  or  not.  I 
went  to  yotir  wedding,  and  I  belong  to 
the  same  cltib  with  you.  and  nobody 
knows  anything  about  my  feelings.  I've 
kep'  *em  to  myself,  and  I've  lived  my  life 
the  best  way  I  could,  and  am  not  under 
any  obligations  to  anybody,  least  of  all  to 
you.  Ellen  Pettingrew.  Now  I'll  thank 
you  to  let  me  alone." 

The  agitation  of  a  person  who  is  usually 
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self -con  trolled  is  always  alarming-,  and 
Mrs.  Pettino-rew  was  in  her  turn  startled. 
She  would  have  liked  to  leave  the  house 
at  once,  but  her  purpose  in  couiing  was 
as  yet  unfulfilled;  and  at  the  risk  of  still 
further  exciting  her  neighbor  she  sum- 
moned courage  to  put  her  question. 
"Susan,"  she  said,  "I  am  going  to  die 
on  Monday,  -and  before  I  go  I  must  know 
something.  I  feel  quite  sure  that  when 
a  decent  time  has  gone  by  Ira  will  ask  you 
to  marry  him.  Now  I'm  sure  you  won't 
refuse  to  answer  the  question  of  a  dying 
woman.      Are  j^ou  going  to  have  him?" 

"A  dying  woman!"  repeated  Susan, 
scornfully.  ''  I  tell  you  you're  not  a  dy- 
ing woman.  Any  one  who  can  drink 
three  cups  of  tea  and  swallow  more  than 
a  good  half-tumbler  of  crab-apple  ain't  a 
dying  woman.  And  what's  more,  I'll 
never  tell  you.  No,  not  if  j^ou  was  to  lie 
in  your  last  expiring  gasp  at  my  very 
feet,  with  the  angels  awaiting  on  either 
side  to  bear  you  up  to  heaven,  I'd  never 
tell  you  !"  And  then,  shocked  at  her  own 
irreverence  and  spent  with  her  emotions, 
Susan  Todd  burst  into  tears  and  left  the 
room. 

"She  did  care,"  thought  Mrs.  Pettin- 
grew;  "and  what's  more,  she's  cared  all 
these  years.  It'll  only  be  her  pride 
that  '11  keep  her  from  marrying  him  when 
I'm  gone.      Oh,  if  I  only  knew!" 

She  waited  for  fully  fifteen  minutes, 
but  Susan  did  not  return.  Then,  putting 
on  her  water-proof  once  more,  and  getting 
her  rubbers  and  umbrella  from  the  shed 
where  they  had  been  left,  Mrs.  Pettin- 
grew  went  out  into  the  rain  and  the  dark- 
ness. 

The  next  day  there  was  much  commo- 
tion in  the  Petti ngrew  household.  The 
mistress  was  early  astir,  and  the  broom, 
the  dust- pan,  and  the  scrubbing-brush 
were  largely  in  evidence. 

"I'm  not  going  to  have  folks  from  all 
around  the  mountains  coming  to  the 
funeral  and  criticising  my  housekeep- 
ing,"saidMrs.  Pettingrew  to  herself.  "It's 
a  good  thing  Jra  chose  to-day  to  go  to 
Portland.  A  man's  no  use  when  you're 
house-cleaning,  and  he  wouldn't  under- 
stand its  being  done  the  .same  day  with 
so  much  cooking."  For  Ira  had  not  yet 
been  told. 

Extra  help  had  been  procured,  and 
while  the  broom  was  active  abovestairs, 
bread  and  cake  were  being  baked  below. 


hams  were  boiling  merrily,  and  apples 
were  waiting  to  be  prepared  for  ])ies. 
The  hired  girl  thought  that  there  was  to 
be  a  party,  and  her  mistress  did  not  un- 
deceive her. 

In  the  midst  of  her  preparations,  how- 
ever, Mrs.  Pettingrew  found  time  to  run 
down  the  road  to  the  house  of  her  neigh- 
bor. It  was  no  longer  raining,  and  the 
wind  had  changed.  Weather  prophets 
thought  that  "the  spell  of  weather"  was 
over,  and  there  might  bo  some  chance  of 
clearing,  but  rolls  of  mist  still  hung  about 
the  mountains,  and  scarcely  more  of  the 
surrounding  countr}^  was  visible  than 
had  been  for  the  past  two  weeks. 

Miss  Todd  sat  in  lier  kitchen.  There' 
was  nothing  to  prove  that  she  had  stood 
for  a  long  time  at  the  window  which  com- 
manded a  view  of  the  Pettingrew  house, 
that  she  had  counted  the  wagons  of  the 
trades-people  who  had  stopped  at  the  gate, 
nor  that  the  furniture  set  out  in  the  yard 
and  the  curtains  which  streamed  from  the 
clothes-line  had  been  seen  and  inwardly 
conmiented  upon.  At  present  she  was 
knitting,  and  her  face  was  calm. 

She  bowed  to  Mrs.  Pettingrew  when  she 
entered,  but  she  did  not  ott'er  her  a  chaii* 
nor  even  rise. 

"Susan,"  said  the  visitor,  "I'm  very 
busy  getting  ready,  but  I'm  'most  crazy 
witii  the  uncertainty.  I  can't  get  it  out 
of  my  mind  that  maybe  you'll  have  all 
my  things.  When  I  looked  into  my  pre- 
serve-closet I  said  to  myself,  'Next  year 
maybe  Susan  Todd  will  be  putting  her 
preserves  here,  and  maybe  again  she 
won't.'  If  you'd  only  tell  me  one  way  or 
the  other,  I  should  feel  better.  Susan,  are 
you  going  to  have  him?" 

But  Susan  was  silent,  and  the  only 
sound  was  the  click  of  her  steel  knitting- 
needles. 

"  You  always  were  an  aggravating  sort 
of  person,"  said  Mrs.  Pettingrew,  pi-esent- 
ly,  "  but  I  should  think  you'd  act  ditfer- 
ently  with  a  dying  woman." 

"You  don't  look  particularly  dying," 
remarked  Miss  Todd,  as  she  picked  up  the 
ball  of  yarn  that  had  rolled  from  her  la)). 

"I  may  not  look  it,  but  I'm  going  to,  all 
the  same.  You'll  be  soi'ry,  Susan  Todd, 
when  you  see  me  in  my  coflin  I  You'll 
wish  then  you'd  answered  me.  T  declare 
I  feel  now  as  if  I'd  rise  to  a  sitting  posi- 
tion and  ask  you  then  and  there  before 
all  the  folks,  whether  or  not  you're  going 
to  marry  Ira,  if  you  don't  tell  me  before 
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T  (lio.      Say,  Susan,  are  you  go'm^'-  to  liave 
him?" 

But  Susan  nuide  no  answer,  and  onee 
more  Mrs.  Petti n<i;-rew,  witli  lier  curiosity 
unappeased,  left  the  house  and  returned 
to  the  pre])arations  for  h(>r  own  funeral. 
When  Ira  came  iiotne  that  night  from 
Portland,  all  was  ready. 

The  next  day  was  Sunday,  and  at  the 
usual  hour,  wln^n  tlie  bell  was  ringin*^  for 
morning-  service;,  tlie  Pettingrew  family 
walked  past  the  Todd  farm  on  their  way 
to  churcli.  Susan  fi'om  lier  bedroom 
window  watched  them  as  she  had  watch- 
ed them  evei'Y  Sunday  for  the  past  twenty 
years.  It  was  Susan's  custom  to  dress 
early  and  ihoAi  wait  for  them  to  pass. 
When  the  bell  cea.sed  rino-ino- and  beg-an 
to  toll,  she  herself  would  leave  the  house, 
which  gave  her  time  to  reach  the  cliurch 
at  just  the  ])roper  moment. 

To-day  she  looked  at  them  more  ci'iti- 
cally  than  usual.  Ellen  liad  a  worn  look, 
she  noticed.  She  was  pale,  and  her  step 
had  lost  its  usual  spi-ing.  She  was  actual- 
ly allowing  her  best  silk  skirt  to  trail  in 
the  mud,  and  her  bonnet  strings  were  tied 
carelessly.  All  this SusaiTs  critical  glance 
covered  in  a  moment. 

Tiie  boys,  w^hom  she  had  seen  grow 
from  small  toddlers  to  stalwart  young  fel- 
lows in  their  teens,  walked  behind  their 
parents.  The  eldest  was  ninett^Mi  now, 
while  the  youngest  was  almost  ten.  They 
were  nice-looking  boys.  No  wonder  El- 
len was  proud  of  them  !  And  then  there 
was  Ira. 

As  his  name  came  into  Susan's  mind  a 
hot  Hush  spread  over  her  thin  face.  Mid- 
dle-aged woman  though  she  was,  and  hid- 
den behind  a  wooden  blind,  she  blushed 
crim.son  as  she  looked  at  him.  He  was 
middle-ag(>d  also,  now.  Almost  fifty,  and 
he  stooix^l  slightly.  His  hair  had  grown 
thin  and  gray,  though  not  much  was  to 
be  seen  undei*  his  large  felt  hat.  He  al- 
ways wore  a  long  frock-coat  on  Sunday. 
buttoiHul  tightly  about  his  tall,  spare  tig- 
nre.  ajul  his  trousers  were  somewhat  short 
for  him. 

Ellen  glanced  furtively  toward  the 
house  as  she  passed,  but  Ira  was  talking. 
and  did  not  onc(^  look  that  \vay.  He 
point(Hl  out  th(^  blur  sl-;y  in  tlie  wt\st.  and 
remarlced  that  he  tliouglit  it  was  g.>inu-  to 
clear  uj)  f(^r  good  now,  most  lik(^ly.  \ou 
could  see  the  top  of  Fikk  Hiil.  which  was 
always  a  sui-e  sign. 

He  was  not  thinkinir  of  Susan.    He  bad 


been  married  for  more  than  twenty  years, 
and  the  past  was  not  so  clearly  detined  in 
his  mind  as  in  the  minds  of  the  two  wo- 
men. It  is  usually  the  women  who  re- 
member. 

"  I  wish  she  hadn't  come  and  stirred 
me  up."  said  Susan  to  herself  as  they 
passed  out  of  sight.  "  She's  bi-ought  it  all 
back,  and  all  because  of  a  dre^-^ai.  Shes  not 
going  U)  die  to-morrow  any  more  than  I 
am.  Pr'aps  we'll  all  be  dead  by  to-moi-i'ow 
night;  who  knows?  For  my  part  it  does 
seem  i-eal  wicked  to  me  that  any  one 
should  think  they  knew  wlien  they  were 
going  to  die.  I  don't  believe  the  Lord 
ever  intended  we  sliould.  It's  real  sacri- 
legious. And  as  for  asking  you  whether 
you're  going  to  marry  a  man  tliat  al 
ready  has  a  wife  a  nil  four  sons,  and 
trying  to  make  you  commit  yourself  to 
ves  or  no.  it's  a  shame,  and  I'll  never  tell 
iier." 

And  then  she  realized  that  the  bell  was 
tolling,  and  ]\Iiss  Todd,  in  her  second-best 
gown,  because  it  was  still  so  damp  and 
muddy,  huri-ied  to  tlie  old  meeting-house 
on  the  hill.  She  was  late,  and  she  walk- 
ed up  the  aisle  to  her  usual  seat  while  the 
Doxology  was  being  sung.  She  did  not 
remember  ever  having  been  late  before. 

"  It  shows  such  thoughts  ai'e  wicked," 
she  said  to  herself.  "They've  led  me 
into  sin  already." 

That  afteriuKui.  shortly  before  dusk, 
Mrs.  Pettingrew  came  again  to  the  house. 
Susan  did  not  have  her  knitting  this  time, 
but  she  was  reading  a  missionary  leatlet. 
Her  caller  asked  her  the  same  question, 
hut  with  the  same  result.  Su.san  would 
not  s])eak. 

"This  time  to-morrow  you'll  be  sor- 
ry," said  ]\rrs.  Pettingrew  as  she  left  her. 
"  Mark  mv  words,  vou'll  be  sorrv,  Susan 
Todd:" 

The  next  day.  shortly  after  twelve 
o'clock.  Miss  Todd,  watching  as  usual 
from  her  window,  saw  one  of  the  Pettin- 
givw  boys  come  running  down  the  road. 
He  was  hatless.  and  as  he  ran  his  feet 
seenuHl  scarcely  to  touch  the  ground. 

"Can  he  be  g(nng  for  the  doctor^' 
Susan  asked  herself.  "Nonsense!  He's 
only  I'unning  back  to  scliool."' 

Ihit  ])i-esently  the  doctoi-'s  buckboard 
was  driven  rapitlly  past.  It  drew  up  at 
the  Pettingrews'  door. 

"She's  been  taken  sick!"  .said  Susan, 
aloud.  "It's  fright  that's  done  it,  but 
she'll  aet  over  it." 
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In  spite  of  her  confidence,  however,  slie 
shuddered. 

Presently  the  Petti ngrews'  hired  girl 
came  out  of  the  house.  She,  too,  ran 
down  the  road,  but  she  turned  in  at  Su- 
san's g-ate. 

"  Oh,  Miss  Todd,  Miss  Todd !"  she  cried, 
as  she  burst  into  the  kitchen.  "  Mrs.  Pet- 
tin  grew  is  dead!" 

Susan  Todd  neitlier  spoke  nor  stirred. 
She  sat  ill  lier  chair  as  one  turned  into 
stone. 

Such  news  flies  quickly,  and  before 
many  hours  had  passed  the  road  was 
black  witli  people  on  foot  or  in  carriages, 
who  wended  their  way  to  Ira  Petti ngrew's 
from  all  the  country  around.  The  story 
of  the  dream  had  already  spread,  for  Mrs. 
Pettingrew  had  told  her  husband  of  it 
that  morning.  Manlike,  he  had  laughed 
at  the  notion,  and  had  gone  to  his  store 
as  usual.  When  he  came  back  at  noon 
to  dinner  he  found  his  wife  in  sudden 
and  violent  pain.  He  was  with  lier  when 
she  died. 

Susan  Todd  alone,  of  all  the  neighbors 
and  friends,  did  not  go  to  the  house. 
Many  of  them  dropped  in  to  see  her  on 
their  way  home,  but  they  found  her  silent 
and  unapproachable,  and  they  went  away 
again,  remarking  to  one  another  that 
Susan  was  queerer  than  ever.  Some  re- 
membered the  gossip  of  twenty  years  ago, 
aud  said  that  Ellen  and  Susan  never  had 
been  friends  since  then;  but  wonder  at 
the  strange  dream  and  the  death  filled 
the  minds  of  most  of  them  to  the  exclu- 
sion of  petty  gossip. 

And  Susan  sat  there  in  her  kitchen 
consumed  with  unavailing  remorse. 

"I  might  have  been  kinder  about  it," 
she  said  again  and  again.  "  I  don't  know, 
myself,  and  so  I  couldn't  tell  her,  but  I 
might  have  been  kinder.  Oh,  Ellen,  what 
can  I  do  now  to  make  up  for  my  harsh- 
ness?" 

Alas,  that  is  a  question  which  few  can 
answer. 

She  went  to  Ihe  funeral  and  sat  mo 
tionless  while  the  minister  prayed  and 
preached  and  the  village  choir  sang.  In 
the  light  of  all  that  had  ha])i)ened  she 
fully  expected  to  see  Ellen  "rise  to  a  sit- 
ting position,"  as  she  had  threatened,  and 
ask  her  the  old  question  once  more,  but 
nothing  of  the  kind  happened.  When 
the  long  service  was  over,  the  new  village 
hearse,  the  same  that  had  been  used  for 
Hannah   Hawkes,  carried    Ellen    Pettin- 


grew to  the  village  cemetery.  After- 
wards the  friends  from  the  surrounding 
hill  country  partook  of  the  ham,  the 
cake,  and  the  pies  that  Ellen  herself  had 
made  ready  for  them.  And  then  all  was 
over,  and  the.y  returned  to  their  homes. 

Every  Sunday  afternoon  during  the 
long  winter  months  Ira  Pettingrew  and 
liis  four  boys  walked  to  the  cemetery. 
When  the  snow  was  on  the  ground  the 
prints  of  a  woman's  feet  were  visible, 
pointing  to  the  place  toward  which  the 
Petti ngrews  walked,  and  stopping  at 
Ellen's  grave.  This  fact  made  no  im- 
pression upon  them,  however.  Not  one 
of  them  wondered  whose  they  were. 
When  the  snow  disappeared,  and  spring 
came,  Ira,,  who  went  now  alone,  would 
often  find  a  bunch  of  flowers  laid  upon 
the  grave.  Even  then  it  did  not  occur 
to  him  to  conjecture.  Once  in  the  early 
summer  he  chanced  to  meet  Susan  Todd. 

She  did  not  see  him  coming,  for  her 
back  was  toward  him,  and  he  heard  her 
talking  to  herself. 

''  I  couldn't  have  told  you,  Ellen,"  she 
was  saying,  "for  I  don't  know  myself 
even  now,  so  I  liope  you'll  forgive  me." 
Then  she  turned  and  saw  liim. 

He  did  not  know  what  she  could  be 
talking  about,  but  he  was  glad  to  see  her. 
He  had  always  thought  Susan  Todd  a 
nice,  pleasant  woman,  and  latterly  he  had 
seen  nothing  of  her.  She  seemed  to  keep 
to  her  house  more  closely  than  she  once 
did.  On  this  occasion,  instead  of  lin- 
gering at  Ellen's  grave,  he  turned  and 
walked  down  the  slope  with  her. 

Susan  scarcely  spoke,  and  when  he 
asked  her,  as  he  parted  from  her  at  the 
gate,  if  he  could  come  to  see  her  some- 
times, as  slie  was  a  near  neighbor,  and  his 
house  w^as  a  gloomy  one  nowadays,  she 
replied  : 

"  I  don't  know.      I  really  can't  tell." 

It  was  a  strange  answer,  Ira  thought, 
but  he  was  a  man  of  no  imagination,  and 
it  did  not  trouble  him. 

A'^ery  soon  he  developed  the  habit  of 
dropping  in  at  Susan  Todd's  once  or  twice 
a  week.  The  neighbors  said  that  Ira  Pet- 
tingrew was  beginning  to  take  notice,  and 
they  did  not  wonder.  "It's  lonesome,'' 
said  the3%  "  for  a  man  like  him,  and  Susan 
would  be  just  the  one  for  him." 

And  in  the  course  of  time,  when  two 
winters'  snows  liad  whitened  Ellen's 
grave,  and  another  spring  was  dawning 
among    the    mountains,    Ira    Pettingrew 
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made  up  bis  mind  to  put  the  fateful  ques- 
tion. 

"  I'm  lonesome,  Susan,"  said  lie,  "and 
I\l  be  glad  if  you'd  marry  me.  Tbere's 
no  one  to  look  after  the  bouse  or  tlie 
boys,  and  since  Ellen  died  we  don't  seem 
to  have  the  same  things  to  eat.  I'd  make 
you  very  comfortable.  You  can  have 
all  the  hired  help  you  want,  and  as  much 
money  as  you  like  to  s])end.  I  can  allord 
to  give  you  more  than  most  men  about 
here.  There  ain't  any  one  else  you  care 
about,  is  there?  You  never  seemed  like 
a  girl  who  liked  beaux.'' 

Any  one  else!  So  this  was  the  ending 
to  her  romance  of  more  than  twenty  years 
ago.      Ira  had  completely  forgotten. 

To  herself  she  said:  "Ellen,  I  couldn't 
have  told  you,  possibly.  I  didn't  know 
myself  till  this  minute.  I  don't  think 
you  need  mind,  though."  Aloud.  "No. 
Ira,  there's  no  one  else,  nor  ever  has 
been,  but — "     She  paused. 

"Well,  then,  you'll  marry  me,  Susan, 


will  you?"  he  interrupted,  with  some 
eagerness.      "I'm  real  glad.' 

"Stop!"  said  Susan.  "■  I  haven't  said 
I  would.  ;Mr.  Petti ngrew.  there's  some 
things  a  woman  wants  besides  money  and 
hired  help  and  being  comfortable,  and  I 
guess  you  can't  give  'em  to  me.  I've  done 
without  'em,  though,  for  a  good  many 
years,  and  I  can  get  along  without  'em 
now.  And  so,  if  you'll  excuse  me  for 
seeming  to  be  in  a  hurry,  I'll  sa}'  good- 
evening." 

"You  don't  mean  'no.'  do  you.  Su- 
san?" he  asked,  with  an  astonished  face. 

"Yes,"  said  she,  "it  is  just  what  I  do 
mean.      No." 

The  front  door  closed,  and  Susan  Todd 
was  left  alone. 

"There,  Ellen  Pettingrew."  she  said, 
aloud,  "your  question's  answered  at  last, 
and  I  wonder  if  you  know  about  it.  and 
if  you're  as  surprised  as  I  am." 

And  then  she  covered  her  face  with  her 
hands  and  cried. 


CIIAEM. 

BY  MEREDITH   NICHOLSON. 

IT  is  a  presence  sweet  and  rare. 
xA   something  oft  attained  by  Art. 
Yet  oft  ])ossessed,  all   unaware. 

By  folk  of  simple  mind  and  heart. 

And   he  that   has  it  cannot   pass 
The  secret   on   with   gold   or  name: 

It  vanishes  like  dew  on   grass. 
Or  heat  that  hovers  over  flame. 

lu  bo(^ks  that   mau   l)ut   little  seeks. 

Neglected  or  forgotten   long. 
This  living  essence  dwells,  and   speaks 

In  happy  rhymes  of  deathless  song. 

The  subtlest  of  all  mystic   things. 

"Tis  strange  indeed   tiiat   it   should   be. 
AVhen    woi-n   by   poets,  beggars,  kings, 

Twin   sister  of  Simplicity. 


And   you   that   seek   it   never   find. 

And    yi>u    tiiat   have   it    never  tell: 
And   all   that   strive  to  catch   and   bind 

Can   only   .startle   and   dispel. 


A   REBEL   CIPHER   DESPATCH. 

ONE    WHICH    DID    NOT    REACH    JUDAH    P.    BENJAMIN. 
BY  DAVID   HOMER  BATES. 


THERE   appeared   in   the    New   York 
Herald,  in  the  month  of  July,  1896, 
an  article  headed, 

"  CRYPTOGRAPH    SOLVED," 

in  which  was  given  a  key  to  certain  caba- 
listic characters  on  an  old  tombstone  in 
Trinity  Cburcli  Yard. 

The  full  inscription  reads  thus: 

(TlElLLHlLLIHmZlQJjn 

Here  lies 

deposited  the  body  of 

JAMKS  LEESON 

who  departed  tliis  life  on  the  28th  day  of  Sep 

tember  1794 

Aged  38  years. 

The  hieroglyphics  at  the  head  of  the 
tombstone,  when  translated  b\^  the  meth- 
od shown  in  the  Herald  article,  reveal  the 
motto,  "  Remember  Death,"  and  by  anal- 
ogy the  remaining  letters  of  the  alphabet 
are  discovered  by  the  writer  of  that  arti- 
cle, who  deserves  great  credit  for  his  per- 
spicacity. 

The  reading  of  the  Herald  article  re- 
called to  my  mind  certain  rebel  cipher  de- 
spatches in  1863,  which  I  helped  to  trans- 
late, and  in  which  the  same  hieroglyphics 
were  used.  These  despatches  were  writ- 
ten in  New  York  by  J.  H.  Cammack,  an 
agent  of  the  rebel  government,  and  were 
enclosed  in  an  envelope  addressed  to  Alex- 
ander Keith,  Jr.,  Halifax,  Nova  Scotia,  to 
be  forwarded  by  him  to  Richmond,  Vir- 
ginia. One  of  them  was  addressed  to 
Judah  P.  Benjamin,  and  the  other  to  Ben- 
jamin H.  Hill,  members  of  Jeff  Davis's 
cabinet.  As  soon  as  possible  I  confirmed 
my  recollection  by  referring  to  my  war 
records,  and  as  the  history  of  these  rebel 
ciphers  has  never  been  written,  except 
briefly,  I  determined  to  give  the  facts  to 
the  public,  believing  them  to  be  of  gen- 
eral interest. 

First  let  me  speak  of  the  United  States 
Military  Telegraph  Staff,  to  whose  mem- 
bers were  intrusted  all  the  more  impor- 
tant military  and  state  despatches  trans- 
mitted from  and  to  the  government  at 
Washington  during  the  civil  war.    W.  R. 


Plum,  in  his  history  of  the  Military  Tele- 
graph, says,  "To  the  statement  that,  in  no 
case  did  the  enemy  ever  succeed  in  de- 
ciphering our  messages,  let  us  add  that 
neither  did  any  Federal  cipher-operator 
ever  prove  recreant  to  his  sacred  trust, 
and  we  have  in  a  sentence  two  facts  that 
reflect  infinite  credit  upon  the  corps." 

Plum  further  says  that  "  Colonel  Thom- 
as A.  Scott,  Assistant  Secretary  of  War 
and  General  Manager  of  Military  Rail- 
roads and  Telegraphs,  called  to  his  aid 
four  operators  from  the  Pennsylvania 
Railroad  line.  These  operators  reported 
at  Washington  on  April  27,  1861.  travel- 
ling via  Philadelphia,  Perryville,  and 
Annapolis.  Their  names  were  David 
Strouse,  D.  H.  Bates,  Samuel  M.  Brown, 
and  Richard  O'Brien."  This  was  the  nu- 
cleus of  the  United  States  Military  Tele- 
graph Corps,  which  rendered  such  impor- 
tant service  to  our  government  during 
the  civil  war.  The  outlines  of  the  his- 
tory of  that  war  were  sketched  by  the 
telegraph. 

Strouse  was  appointed  supei'intendent. 
Brown  was  stationed  at  tlie  Navy-Yard, 
O'Brien  at  the  Arsenal,  and  the  Avriter  at 
the  War  Department,  where  he  remained 
until  after  the  close  of  the  war  as  man- 
ager and  cipher-operator,  two  of  his  as- 
sociates being  Mr.  Charles  A.  Tinker  and 
Mr.  Albert  B.  Chandler,  who  have  long 
occupied  higli  official  positions  in  the  com- 
mercial telegraph  service  of  the  country. 

Two  cipher-operators  were  required  to 
be  at  tlieir  post  of  duty  during  the  day- 
time, holidays  and  Sunday's  not  excepted, 
and,  as  a  rule,  until  eleven  or  twelve 
o'clock  at  night. 

On  the  fateful  night  of  April  14,  1865, 
we  remained  all  night  for  the  purpose  of 
transmitting  Secretary  Stanton's  graphic 
bulletins  to  the  newspapers,  giving  the 
details  of  Lincoln's  assassination  and  of 
the  scenes  at  his  death-bed. 

The  Federal  cipher  codes  were  very 
simple  and  yet  absolutely  secret,  arbi- 
trary words  being  used  to  represent  prop- 
er names,  and  also  many  ordinary  words 
and  militar}'  phrases.      The  words  of  the 
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entire  body  of  the  despatch,  after  being- 
concealed  in  this  manner,  were  then  ar- 
ranged in  one  of  over  a  tliousand  ])ossible 
combinations,  the  particular  combination 
biding-  indicated  by  a  key-word,  and  as 
each  combination  liad  several  key-words, 
it  was  not  necessary  to  use  the  same  one 
twice  in  succession.  As  a  feature  of  the 
combination  blind  w^ords  w^ei-e  interspersed 
at  reo-ulai"  or  varyinj^  intervals,  wliicli,  in 
translation,  were  of  course  discarded. 
When  linally  prepared  for  transmission 
the  desi)atch  was  wholly  unintelli<z-ible  to 
the  transmitting'  or  receiving"  operator, 
and  no  case  is  recalled  of  the  enemy  hav- 
inj^  transhited  a  Federal  cipher  despatch. 
On  the  other  liand,  many  of  tlie  rebel 
cipher  despatches,  which  fell  into  our 
hands  by  capture  or  through  our  spies. 
were  translated  by  our  cipher-operators. 
and  thus  important  military  information 
was  secured  by  our  commanding-  gen- 
erals. 

The  rebels,  instead  of  adopting  a  plan 
similar  to  ours,  which  was  at  once  secret 
and  speedy,  made  use  of  the  crude  plan 
of  trans])osing  the  letters  of  the  alphabet 
in  various  ways.  I  remember  that  when 
John  ^vilkes  Booth  was  captured  there 
w^as  found  in  his  vest  pocket  a  copy  of  the 
id<Mitical  alphabet  square  which  formed 
the  basis  of  many  of  the  rebel  ciphers. 

In  som(^  cases  the  hieroglyphic  plan 
was  adopted  by  the  rebels,  and  it  was  this 
method  which  was  followed  in  the  in- 
stances refen-ed  to  below. 

As  the  chief  feature  developed  by  ihe 
fortunate  translation  of  these  two  ciphers 
was  a  ))lot  for  the  seizure  by  rebel  emis- 
saries of  two  ocean  steamers  after  leaving 
N(nv  York  Harbor,  it  is  well  to  recall  that 
during  the  latter  ])art  of  1863  there  was 
very  great  excitement  in  the  North  occa- 
sioned by  the  activity  and  aggi-essiveness 
of  tli('  rebel  navy,  and  by  the  fact  that 
both  England  and  France  were  allowing 
rebel  ships  to  Ix^  built  and  equi{>ped  in 
tln^se  countries.  The  news])apers  were 
full  of  ac(^)unts  of  damage  done  to  our 
shipping  by  the  rebels,  and  it  was  feared 
that  by  means  of  a  sudden  dasli  they 
might  even  capture  and  set  lire  to  e»ne 
of  our  seaport  cities  before  suitable  help 
could  arrive.  Slidell.  the  rebel  envoy, 
was  in  Europe  trying  t(^  secure  recogni- 
tion, and  while  he  did  no\  accomplish 
this  i-esult.  he  did  obtain  ]>raetieal  aid  and 
comfort  from  English  and  French  ship- 
builders.     Gun-boats,  iron-clad  rams,  and 


war-ships  had  been  purchased  by  the  reb- 
els, and  were  already  on  the  liigh  seas, 
and  others  were  then  building  in  Eng- 
land under  the  quasi  protection  of  the 
authorities.  Yeni's  afterwards,  in  the  Ge- 
neva award  of  slo.OOO.OuO.  the  United 
States  received  definite  acknowledgment 
of  the  fact  that  England,  in  allowing  the 
Alabama  and  otlier  i-ebel  war-vessels  to 
be  fitted  out  in  English  ship-yards,  had 
violated  our  treaty  rights. 

The  state  correspondence  between  the 
United  States  and  Great  Britain  in  1863 
shows  how  serious  and  critical  the  condi- 
tions were,  for  on  September  4  of  that 
year  our  minister  at  London,  Mr.  Chai-les 
Francis  Adams,  after  repeated  protests 
addressed  to  the  British  government,  re- 
ceived a  note  from  Lord  Russell,  Pj-ime 
Minister,  stating  that  "her  Majesty's  gov- 
ernment are  advised  that  they  cannot 
interfere  in  any  way  with  these  vessels'' 
— refei'ring  to  certain  iron-clad  rams  al- 
ready completed  by  the  Lairds  at  Birken- 
head, and  \vhich  were  about  to  sally  forth 
to  prey  upon  our  commerce.  Minister 
Adams  answered  Lord  Russell  instantly 
in  these  words:  "  It  would  be  superfluous 
for  me  to  point  out  to  your  loi'dship  that 
this  would  be  war." 

In  France  the  situation  was  equally 
gi'ave.  for  Slidell  was  in  close  touch  with 
the  French  cabinet,  and  especially  with 
Emperor  Napoleon,  the  latter  having  in 
a  private  interview  jiromised  that  certain 
iron-clad  rams  and  corvettes,  wliicli  were 
building  at  Bordeaux  and  Nantes  for  the 
rebel  navy,  should  be  allowed  to  sail. 
The  Emperor  also  gave  to  the  French 
ship-builders  like  assurances. 

On  this  side  of  the  Atlantic  the  capture 
of  the  city  of  Mexico,  in  June,  1863,  by 
French  troops,  and  the  selection,  in  Au- 
gust, of  Prince  ^Maximilian  of  Austria  as 
Emperor  of  ^^lexico,  by  the  hastily  con- 
vened assembly  of  notables,  were  events 
of  grave  importance  to  us.  and  seemed 
likely  to  have  an  immediate  and  favor- 
able inlluence  uihui  the  fortunes  of  the 
Confederate  cause. 

Secretary  Sewai-d.  in  Se])tember,  1863. 
instructed  Minister  Dayton  to  convey  to 
the  French  government  the  views  of 
President  Lincoln,  which  pointed  to  the 
maintenance  by  the  United  States  of  the 
IMouroe  doctrine  even  at  the  risk  of  ulti- 
mate war  with  France,  if  the  latter  per- 
sisted in  imiiosing  a  monarchy  upon 
'Mexico. 
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In  October  the  reply  of  the  French  g-ov- 
ernment  was  received,  to  the  effect  that 
"the  sooner  the  United  States  showed 
itself  satisfied,  and  manifested  a  willing- 
ness to  enter  into  peaceful  relations  with 
the  new  government  in  Mexico,  the  soon- 
er would  France  be  ready  to  leave, "etc. 

Tliis  disturbance  of  our  foreign  rela- 
tions was  creating  intense  anxiety  in  the 
North,  and  the  public  mind  was  further 
roused  by  various  movements  of  rebel 
vessels,  including  freebooters  and  pirates, 
as  well  as  those  acting  under  regular 
commission. 

For  instance,  in  September,  1863,  a  plot 
was  laid  by  the  rebels  to  seize  the  steamer 
Michigan  on  Lake  Erie,  and  to  make  use 
of  her  to  liberate  several  thousand  rebel 
prisoners  near  Sandusky.  Fortunately 
this  failed  in  execution,  but  attention  was 
strongly  drawn  to  the  latent  possibilities 
of  such  movements,  and  the  newspapers 
contained  daily  references  to  the  subject, 
so  that  the  excitement  in  the  public  mind 
was  running  high.  In  December  of  that 
year  the  United  States  steamer  Chesa- 
peake sailed  from  New  York  for  Portland, 
Maine,  and  when  several  days  out  from 
land,  rebel  emissaries,  who  had  shipped 
as  passengers,  assaulted  the  officers  and 
crew,  overpowered  them,  and  seized  the 
vessel,  whicli  was  then  headed  for  the 
Bay  of  Fundy.  The  cruise  of  these  pi- 
rates was  not  continued,  however,  because 
some  of  the  crew  stole  the  cargo  and  de- 
camped. 

But  a  far  bolder  plot  was  being  hatched 
in  New  York  city,  having  for  its  imme- 
diate object  the  seizure  of  two  large  ocean 
steamers  when  one  or  two  days  out  by  reb- 
el agents,  who  were  to  ship  as  passengers 
or  crew.  The  scheme  included  also  the 
shipment  as  freight  of  crates,  packages. 
and  hogsheads,  ostensibly  containing  mer- 
chandise, but  whicli  in  reality  contained 
guns,  small  -  arms,  ammunition,  etc.,  for 
the  use  of  the  pirates  after  they  had  over- 
powered the  loyal  crew  and  obtained  con- 
trol of  the  ship. 

It  will  be  readily  seen  that,  at  the  time 
referred  to — December,  1863 — the  seizure 
of  two  ocean  steamers,  and  their  conver- 
sion into  privateers,  would  create  dismay 
and  consternation  in  the  North,  and 
would  perhaps  be  followed  by  the  capt- 
ure of  many  small  craft,  merchant  ves- 
sels, and  government  transports,  and  pos- 
sibly tiie  destruction  of  some  of  our  sea- 
port cities. 


Meantime  the  rebel  government  was 
actually  having  a  large  and  varied  issue 
of  Confederate  bonds  engraved  and  print- 
ed almost  within  sight  of  the  old  tomb- 
stone in  Trinity  Church  Yard,  and  com- 
munications on  the  subject  of  such  bonds 
were  passing  to  and  fro  between  the  rebel 
government  in  Richmond  and  its  agents 
in  New  York  city,  the  medium  of  these 
communications  being  the  very  same  hi- 
eroglyphics which  were  carved  on  that 
old  tombstone  nearly  one  hundred  years 
before. 

These  deep-laid  plots  were  fortunately 
revealed  to  the  Federal  authorities  in 
time  to  prevent  their  fulfilment.  The 
date  set  for  the  seizure  of  the  two  ocean 
steamers  was  Christmas,  1863,  and  only 
four  days  previous  to  that  time  the  first 
of  the  two  rebel  ciphers  was  translated 
by  the  trio  of  War  Department  cipher- 
operators,  and  the  Assistant  Secretary  of 
War,  Mr.  Charles  A.  Dana,  started  for 
New  York  at  7.30  p.m.  the  same  day  to 
confer  with  General  Dix,  and  before  the 
date  set  for  the  seizure  of  the  ocean  ves- 
sels the  rebel  plotters  and  agents  had  been 
spotted,  a  watch  set  upon  their  move- 
ments, and  within  a  week  they  had  all 
been  arrested,  and  millions  of  rebel  bonds 
seized  and  destroyed,  instead  of  being 
used  in  England  and  France  to  help  pay 
for  the  rebel  ships  of  war  then  being 
built  in  those  countries. 

The  history  of  these  two  rebel  ciphers 
is  as  follows: 

They  were  each  enclosed  in  an  enve- 
lope addressed  to  Alexander  Keith,  Jr., 
Halifax,  Nova  Scotia,  and  were  mailed 
from  New  York  cily;  the  first  one  being 
dated  December  18,  1863.  and  the  second 
one  four  days  later. 

United  States  Consul  Jackson  at  Hal- 
ifax had  previously  reported  that  Keith 
was  in  frequent  communication  with 
rebel  blockade -runners  and  with  rebel 
agents  in  the  United  States.  The  mails 
were  therefore  being  closely  vratched,  and 
Avhen  Abrani  Wakeman,  postmaster,  dis- 
covered the  envelope  bearing  Keith's  ad- 
dress, which  was  dropped  in  the  New  York 
post-office  on  December  18,  he  promptly 
sent  it  to  the  Secretary  of  War,  who,  on 
seeing  that  the  enclosure  was  in  cipher, 
turned  it  over  to  tlie  War  Department 
clerks,  who  vainly  puzzled  over  the  mys- 
terious signs  for  two  days.  On  the  third 
day  the  important  document  was  turned 
over    to    the    telegraph    department    and 
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placed  in  the  liands  of  the  trio,  wlio  set  to 
work  with  a  determination  to  do  what 
tlie  War  Departujent  chn'ks  lind  laih'd  in 
doinf;^. 

Horace  Wliite,  now  editor  of  the  New 
York  Evening  Post,  was  a  clerk  in  tlie 
Wai"  Department  at  that  time,  and  may 
have  tried  to  solve  the  puzzle. 

In  my  hoyhood  days  I  was  for  a  short 
])eriod  employed  in  the  store  of  John 
Home  and  Company,  I'ittshnrg-,  and  as 
one  of  their  cost  marks  was  hased  upon 
the  tliirteen  prime  characters  taken  from 
the  two  g-eometrical  lig'ures  shown  helow, 
I  was  thus  ahle  to  discern,  perha])s  more 
readily  than  my  associates,  the  slight  dif- 
ferences hetween  the  several  characters 
of  that  series. 

The  basis  or  foundation  inferred  to  is 
as  follows — the  Arabic  numerals  and  the 
dollar  and  cent  mark  being  shown  in 
their  respective  ])laces  : 


1 

2 

3 

4 

5 

6 

7 

8 

9 

By  placing  a  dot  in  each  of  the  thirteen 
spaces,  all  the  letters  of  the  alphabet  can 
be  represented  by  the  above  signs,  thus: 


•  •  • 

•  •  • 

•  •  • 


the  first  thirteen  letters  being  shown 
without  the  dot,  and  the  other  thirteen 
with  the  dot.  Thus  _J  stands  for  A,  jj 
for  B.  and  so  forth. 

The  close  resemblance  between  tliese 
symbols  and  those  on  the  Trinity  tomb- 
stone will  be  readily  apparent. 

In  the  rebtd  cipher  letter  the  two  words 
"before  fJiis"  are  represented  by  signs 
taken  from  the  series  last  above  shown. 
and  as  the  letter  e  occurred  twice,  we  fol- 
lowed the  clew,  but  with  only  limited 
success. 

Meantime  my  associates  had  found  other 
clews,  there  being,  in  fact,  at  least  ten  sep- 


arate and  distinct  series  of  cipher  chai-ac- 
ters  used  in  the  Keith  letter.  Cammack. 
howevei",  made  the  vital  mistake  of  con- 
lining  himself  to  only  one  series  for  any 
given  word.  Had  he  varied  the  series  of 
symbols,  taking  the  characters  from  two 
or  more  ditlerent  series  to  represent  each 
woi-d.  the  result  of  our  efforts  might  have 
been  far  different.  Together  we  labored 
for  hours,  at  first  witli  only  a  few  de- 
tached words  being  revealed,  but  little 
by  little  the  whole  letter  was  deciphered. 
The  following  is  an  exact  copy,  and 
is  all  we  had  to  work  frt>m: 


u^  — ,'-  r^  Xi  s   f  s  o  i^^ 


VKK    ROI    C--    =r^  r  ^-  .>.    ....  e 

CD   i::;  cl  J*-  "     ■^  ll  cd  ^n 1    -I   •> 

—  X  -H/^   —      U  O  ••    p 
n  •><•  L  •>     —  fe*  LL  N-  A  g:  —  ^  /-/•  •/  .s^  >  -cj  -.^ 

n  <•  -^  —  ^  -^^ 

.    0-- 


LJ  O 


-I  ---K  "    n<--^— ^  :i>-c—  oo— •—  ^....  "b 
n  >>D    -l^vi;.^    .  o--^  I  ^  _  4- —  ^  ^ 

rfS>  <_^^->    ^3>     <^>i>    03    C-3    -t-rb    -Cn       O"   't?     f^^       -i   J  IlS'  S    ^11   /'/  ^ 

ci  n,  V-  P  u  q    m  .V  fi  o  u  5  6    i/  x  nvTo 1 '  ' 

1   -K'    • K (-  Oc  K  T  r  T.<.  J  ix_ -t3  •/ ^  o  o  ^ -^ 

■:?r^  —  -I  —  «>  =  ^^  -^  X\   —  4:  v>  o  4"  :  i  —  ,^  -<^  r-s  ~ 
—  |. — |.  o    •   •    -   •     oo :^     oo    •   -  ■ 

c=  z]  V  >  a  D  LJ  E  zi 3  ><•  T]  \  u  -,  <(^  :i  c  ><  u 

^J  ciJJ  X  rrv-r>v  lo-    ji^a  C  A' J  a  ^  J  xt^  D  X't 

u  ■/  u  r  n  n  v  <■  l.  •>'  a o  f v  v3  t.-i  <■>  d  '<□□->  -j  3 
/^N>cn>    :3  V  r-i     xu>.ci\.^  s  v.^^  \^  ad;  ^  Id  Hi  Ul^ 
-=  -^  -=:  —   ^  '^  -P  —  ^  ^   -^  —  O  /-N   r^^    ^  —  -— 
i|:  -I  —  ©  o     -=  ,-^    ^  ^  ^  -—    /•  =  G  o  i|:   -^  G  o 

/TN  —  .=  -IT  -  -- 1'  -^-^  .->  ^  -s-^  —   3  n  r  <  •>  n  n 
<•  n  <  a  ■>a\t  -ti   o  >a  '<  o  "^  '^  '■^^'  '^^  ^ -isj 

g>   on  C-JD   S^   <t-3  cT^ 


r~\ 


After  we  had  translated  the  above 
hieroglyphics,  the  following  is  what  ap- 
peared : 

X  Y  D(c\^  lSo3 
//.*.!?  J  P  }-,(rijamin  Stcrdarv  of  State  Richmond  Va 

Willis  is  here  Tlic  two  f<tcamcrs  u-'ill  leave 
here  about  Chri.^tmas  Lamar  and  flowers  left 
here  via  Bernuuhi  two  weeks  ago  I'JUOO 
rilled  muskets  came  duly  To  hand  and  were 
shipped  to  Halifax  as  instrui'ted 

Jl'e  wiJl  he  able  to  seize  the  other  two  steamers 
as  per  prof/ramme  Trowbridge  has  followed 
the  Presidents  orders  "We  will  Lave  Briggs 
under  arrest  before  this  reaches  you  Cost 
s'JeOO  We  want  nuire  nuniey  How  sliall  we 
draw  l)ills  are  forwarded  to  Slidell  and  rc- 
cts  reed.      Write  as  bet'ore 

[Signed]      J  lie 

Two  days  after  we  had  interpreted  the 
tirst  cipher  despatch,  another  one,  dated 
December  22.  and  also  enclosed  in  an  en- 
velope bearing  Keith's  address,  was  placed 
before  us.  and  was  ouicklv  translated. 
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This  communication  pi-oved  to  be  of  al- 
most equal  importance,  referring  as  it 
did  to  the  fact  that  Confederate  notes  and 
bonds  were  being-  engraved  and  printed 
in  New  York  city. 

The  second  cipl^^t  was  prepared  in  the 
same  way  as  tK  ■  nrst,  and  its  translation 
is  as  follows: 

New  York  Dec  22  1803 
Hon  Benj  II  Hill  Richmond  Va 

Dear  Sir — Say  to  Momniinoer  [Secretary 
of  tlie  Treasury]  that  Hilton  will  have  the 
machines  all  finished  and  <lies  all  cut  ready 
for  shipping-  hy  the  lirst  of  January  The  en- 
graving of  the  plates  is  super!) 

They  will  he  shii)pe(l  via  Halifax  and  all  ac- 
cording to  instructions 

The  main  part  of  the  work  has  been  under 
the  immediate  supervision  of  Hilton  who  will 
act  in  good  faith  in  consequence  of  the  large 
amount  he  lias  and  will  receive  The  work  is 
heauti fully  done  and  the  paper  is  superh  A 
part  has  heen  shipped  and  balance  will  he  for- 
warded in  a  few  clays 

Send  some  one  to  Nassau  to  receive  and  take 
the  machines  and  paper  through  Florida 
Write  me  at  Halifixx  I  leave  lirst  week  in 
January  Should  Goodman  arrive  at  Nassau 
please  send  word  hy  your  agent  that  he  is  to 
await  further  instructions 

Yours  truly 

(Signed)     J  H  C 

The  following  telegrams  to  the  War 
Department,  during  the  week  following 
Mr.  Dana's  visit  to  General  Dix,  will  show 
that  no  time  was  lost  in  hunting  up  the 
rebel  gang  and  placing  them  under  ar- 
rest : 

New  York.  1  p.m.,  Dec  29,  1863. 
Hon.  Edwin  M.  Stanton,  Secretary  of  War  : 

I  have  this  morning  seen  evidence  which 
affords  good  ground   for  the  belief  that   the 

United  States here    is  prohahly  in  full 

partnership  with  the  rebel  operators  of  this 
city.  From  long  personal  knowledge  of  the 
individual  I  have  no  douht  he  is  perfectly  ca- 
pable of  such  treasonahle  conduct. 

C.  A.  Dax.v. 

New  York  Cnr,  Dec.  30,  18G3. 
Hon.  Edwin  M.  Stanton,  Secrefari/  of  War: 

The  man  inside  the  Bank  Note  Co.  re- 
ports that  the  work  is  not  heing  done  tlH;rc. 
He  says  they  are  capahle  of  it,  and  informs  me 
they  have  a  branch  establishment  at  Montreal, 
and  that  there  is  no  doubt  but  the  work  is 
being  done  there. 

Send  the  proper  person  to  Montreal  and 
Rouse's  Pt.  In  my  opinion  the  plates  will 
come  through  to  Albany,  and  the  Western 
Road  to  Boston,  and  by  Cunard  steamer  to 
Halifax.         Robert  Murray,  U.  S.  Marshal. 


New  York,  5.30  p.m.,  Dec.  31,  18fi3. 
Hon.  Edwin  M.  Stanton,  Secretary  of  War  : 

I  have  arrested  Hilton,  and  his  partner  and 
foreman,  and  secured  the  i)lates  for  the  rebel 
bonds,  also  5's,  lO's,  20's,  and  50's,  Confederate 
notes. 

I  have  arrested  the  lithographer  and  print- 
er, and  taken  possession  of  Hilton's  premises, 
and  the  lithographer's,  and  placed  a  guard 
over  them  until  the  morning,  and  I  have  no 
doubt  I  shall  get  the  nnichinery  also. 

Robert  Murhay,  IT   S.  Marshal. 

Neav  York,  Jannary  1,  1864. 
E.  31.  Stanton,  Secretary  of  War  : 

I  secured  machinery  and  dies  this  morning 
at  2  a.m.,  together  with  several  millions  of 
dollars  in  bonds  and  notes  of  various  denomi- 
nations. I  am  after  the  maker  of  the  machin- 
ery, and  will  get  him.  From  an  intercepted 
letter  I  learn  that  Cannnack  is  in  Havana. 
Robert  Muijuay,  U.  S.  Marshal. 

One  result  of  our  successful  work  in 
unravelling  the  rebel  ciphers  \vas  person 
al  in  its  character,  but  not  the  less  inter 
esting  to  the  trio,  for  on  Christmas  day 
General  Eckert,  our  chief,  notified  us  that 
the  Secretary  of  War  had  authorized  him 
to  make  a  substantial  increase  in  our  sal- 
aries from  December  1. 

Alexander  Keith,  Jr.,  the  man  to  whom 
tlie  rebel  cipher  despatches  were  enclosed, 
continued  to  act  as  rebel  agent  at  Halifax 
until  the  close  of  the  war,  and  then  dis- 
appeared from  public  view,  only  to  turn 
up  in  1875  as  Thomassen,  who  was  blown 
up  on  the  dock  at  Bremerhaven,  Germany, 
by  an  infernal  machine,  which  had  been 
placed  in  a  crate  or  box  of  merchandise 
for  shipment  to  the  United  States.  The 
supposition  at  the  time  was  that  he  was 
engaged  in  the  nefarious  scheme  of  in- 
suring packages  of  little  value  shipped  on 
transatlantic  steamers,  and  one  of  which 
at  least  on  each  steamer  contained  an  in- 
fernal machine,  set  to  operate  in  mid- 
ocean  and  sink  the  vessel  and  cargo, 
Thomassen  then  collecting  his  insurance. 
Not  long  before  his  tragic  death  several 
ocean  vessels,  including  the  Bosfon,  had 
sailed  from  port  never  to  be  heard  from 
again. 

My  associate  in  the  War  Department, 
Mr.  Charles  A.  Tinker,  was  oi'dered  to 
Halifax  in  the  autumn  of  1864,  to  watch 
Keith's  doings,  and  from  his  observations 
it  was  generally  concluded  that  Keith  was 
capable  of  any  crime  in  the  calendar. 
Mr.  Tinker  has  told  me  of  his  belief  in 
the  identity  of  Keith  and  Thomassen.  • 


A   QUESTION. 

BY    ETHEL   A.  IRELAND 

T   ASKED  tlie  wind  for   woi-d   of   liim. 
■^   The   wild  west  wind  tliat  scours  the  sea 
But  all  the  sky  with   rain   g-rew  dim. 
And  dead  leaves  trenihled   on   the  tree. 

I  asked  the   sea,  so  still   and  gray. 

Sighing-  strange  secrets  o"ei-  and   o'er; 
But  with   a   moan   it  stole   away. 

And  left  me  on    the    wide,  wet   >hore. 

I  asked  the  sea-bird,  proud  and  sliy. 

The  plaintive  bird  that   never  sings; 
He   swooped   towards   me   with   a  cry. 

And   on   a   far   wave  ftii'led  liis  wings. 

I  asked  the  moon,  the  harvest-moon. 

Hanging  so  still   in  Heaven's  high   place; 
But   while  I  spoke  she  paled,  and  soon 

Gathered  the  clouds  about  hei-   face. 

And  with  a  sudden    throb  I  knew 

That  my  poor  hope  had  been   in    vain  : 

And  round  me   we{)t  the  heavy  dew. 

And  the  leaves  fell,  and  sobbed  like  lain. 


A  w()^rA^'  aviio  lost  her  riuzsx^iPLEs. 

HV    L()I"L<E    BETTS   EDWARDS. 

TO  begin  with,  ^Marire  was  a  grandmo-  because    it    had    more   of  a    sound  to  it. 

ther.      Little  iVIarie — called  Mari-y  by  He's   so   retined.   you   know.      You'll  see 

her    })laymates.  which    was    sternly    cor-  him    inside  :     likewise   ]\rree.    unless  she 

iTCted   into  M'l-ee  whenever  her  "gram-  has  tinished  her  dinnei-.     If  you  don't  ob- 

nia''  heard    it — would  have    proved    the  ject   to    seeing   us  at   a   simple    meal.  I'll 

fact,  even    had    Marire    retained   any  de-  bring    you    right     into     the     room,    ma- 

ceiving  relics  of  youthful  freshness:   but  dame." 

youth  and  freshness  had  long  been  lack-  The  visitor,  whom  she  nnnbly  preceded, 
ing  from  the  puckered  face,  with  shrewd,  through  mazes  of  soap-boxes  and  gasoline- 
kind,  saddened  eyes,  surmounted  by  an  cans  and  heaps  of  kindling-wood,  toward 
odd  buttonlike  knot,  into  which  lier  the  door  of  the  inner  room,  thought  she 
gi'izzled  hair  was  tightly  drawn  at  the  had  never  seen  greater  pomposity  of  man- 
top  of  her  head,  ner  in  a  meaner  setting.  No  llaming- 
"  Her  father— my  only  son.  nuidame.  liveried  Euglish  llunky  could  have  aii- 
who  died  in  M'ree's  babyhood,  as  she  has  nounced  her  entrance  into  some  glittering 
doubtless  often  told  you  —  wanted  her  drawing-room  with  more  impressiveness 
called  for  me.  but  Dear  preferred  Marie,  than  that  with  which  Marire  ushered  her 
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into  the  dark,  untidy,  cook-stove-smell- 
ing room,  and  whispered:  "My  husband, 
Mr.  Mi II turn.  He's  so  refined!  Cousin 
of  Charles  Samuel  Minturn,  the  lawyer." 
And  aloud:  "  This  lady  will  come  in,  dar- 
ling. She  is  doubtless  M'ree's  Sabbath- 
school  teacher.  No?" — upon  a  motion  of 
dissent.      "Day-school,  then?" 

"Temperance-school  teacher,"  said  the 
visitor,  as  Mr.  Minturn  ceremoniously 
rose  and  bowed.  Though  collarless,  and 
arrayed  in  a  soiled  seersucker  coat,  he 
was  rather  handsome,  with  a  high  bald 
forehead,  very  prominent  black  eyes,  and 
a  white  imperial. 

"Pray  excuse  my  hot -weather  un- 
dress," he  said.  "The  thermometer  stays 
at  ninety  in  this  room,  as  you  will  readily 
believe.  Will  you  not  join  us  at  our 
meal?  Marire,  pour  a  cup  of  tea  for  the 
lady." 

The  table  from  which  he  had  just  risen 
looked  so  uninviting,  with  its  cups  of 
weak  drab-colored  tea  and  its  steaming 
soapy  potatoes,  that  the  visitor  inw^ardly 
regretted  her  spoken  regrets  that  she  had 
recently  lunched.  But  the  same  fine 
courtesy  which  had  prompted  the  offer 
of  the  meal  ignored  any  possibility  that 
it  could  be  refused  save  in  a  similar 
spirit.  "It's  all  a  body  can  do  to  eat 
one  meal,  this  weather,"  Mrs.  Minturn 
cordially  agreed,  wiping  her  forehead 
with  her  apron,  "let  alone  two.  In  this 
one  room,"  waving  her  hand  around  it, 
"we  are  obliged  to  cook  and  eat  and 
sleep,  owing  to  the  building's  having  but 
one  story.  That  accounts  for  the  mussy 
appearance,  which  you  have  doubtless 
noticed  and  must  excuse.  There  is  a 
little  wing,  or  shed — I  may  call  it — but  we 
are  obliged  to  use  it  for  M'ree  to  sleep 
in.  Dear,  will  you  talk  to  the  lady  while 
I  call  M'ree  in  from  play?" 

"No,  Marire,  I  won't,"  taking  her  lean 
arm  and  pushing  her  toward  the  table. 
"  YouVe  been  ironing  all  the  morning, 
and  now  wanting  to  run  out  in  the  sun. 
Eat  your  dinner — I  know  the  lady  will 
excuse  you — and  Til  bring  M'ree  in." 

He  fulfilled  his  word  in  a  moment, 
bringing  with  him  a  large-eyed  child, 
who  giggled  in  embarrassed  deliglit  at 
the  sight  of  the  visitor,  and  answered  all 
her  questions  in  oppressed  monosylla- 
bles. 

"M'ree  likes  temp'rance  school,"  said 
Marire,  beaming.  "  And  her  grampa  and 
I  are  very  particular  about  sending  her. 


I  want  that  she  should  learn  to  shun  the 
wine-cup." 

As  a  teacher  in  the  temperance  school 
— that  odd  pai't  of  a  modern  great  city's 
educational  system,  a  pathetic  straw  put 
out  to  stem  its  sweeping  current  of  crime 
and  sorrow — Miss  Way  had  visited  many 
poor  homes,  but  none  whose  poverty  so 
grieved,  almost  frightened,  her  as  this. 
The  squalid  beings  who  sat  passive  amidst 
dirt  and  rags  and  destitution,  with  al- 
most the  humanity  stamped  out  of  them, 
save  a  fierce  groping  animal  love  for 
their  offspring,  seemed  to  her  creatures 
of  another  clay.  But  these  Minturns 
were  so  terribly  like  the  class  she  came 
from,  with  their  careful  speech,  their 
gentle  manners,  their  Darby- and -Joan 
devotion,  their  striving  after  the  appear- 
ances of  life — she  glanced  at  the  Not- 
tingham lace  window-curtains  and  pil- 
low-shams, and  the  incongruous  brass 
piano-lamp  which  stood  lank  and  bare 
in  one  corner — and  their  struggle  after 
independence,  of  w^iicli  the  grocery- 
shop,  dingy,  deserted,  depressing  little 
place  though  it  was,  spoke  w^itli-  elo- 
quence. Her  heart  swelled  at  the 
thought  that  she  could  do  at  least  some- 
thing to  widen  the  sordid  channel  into 
which  their  lives  had  been  foi'ced,  and 
she  had  just  opened  her  lips,  when  Marire 
spoke,  slipping  her  arm  quite  simply  into 
her  husband's,  without  any  cheap  em- 
barrassment: 

"Charley  dear,  can't  you  take  a  book 
and  go  read  in  the  square?  You  tended 
store  all  morning  while  I  ironed,  and  it's 
very  confining.  Not  that  anybody  came 
in,  either.  Dear  is  so  literary  in  his 
tastes,''  she  explained  to  Miss  Way  ;  "he 
is  of  quite  superior  family — cousin  of 
Charles  Samuel  Minturn.  the  lawyer." 

"I  know  Mr.  Minturn — "  said  Miss 
Way,  somewhat  startled. 

They  both  interrupted  her  at  once,  and 
in  alarm:  "  Don't  tell  him  you  know  us!" 
"  He's  lost  track  of  us,  as  folks  do  of  their 
poor  relations,"  finished  Marire;  "but  I 
couldn't  bear  for  him  to  know  we  were 
keeping  a  corner  grocer}^  and  not  getting 
along  at  that.  I  always  say  it's  vulgar 
to  be  proud  when  you're  poor,  but,  land 
sakes!  I'm  afraid  I've  a  touch  of  it." 

Here  M'ree  pulled  her  sleeve  and  her 
thoughts  in  another  direction.  "  Gram- 
ma," she  inquired,  "is  Miss  Way  going 
to  send  us  to  the  sea-shore?" 

"That's  just  wliat  I  came  about,"  said 
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Miss  Way,  briskly,  o-laiiciiig-  from  the 
])leased  smile  on  the  cliild's  face  to  tlie 
suddenly  (;ompressed  lips  of  tlie  o-,-aiid- 
iiiolher.  "You  are  to  <;-o  on  the  lllh — I 
have  the  tickets  with  nie,  and  the  recei])t 
foi'tlie  two  weeks'  board,"  producin";-  some 
paj)ers.  ""  You  know  you  applied  to  the 
society  in  g-ood  season.  Why,  can't  you 
fi'O  on  that  date?"  for  there  was  a  look  on 
Mrs.  Mi n turn's  face  that  gave  her  pause. 

'"I'm  afraid  we  can't  g"o  at  all,"  said 
Marire. 

''  Oil,  j^'ramma,  why  not  ?"  wailed  IM'ree, 
and  "Why  not?"  echoed  Miss  Way,  while 
"  Dear"'  made  a  third  in  the  chorus:  "  Ma- 
rire, what's  turned  you?  Why,  a  month 
ago  you  wei'e  all  for  sea-shore,  sea-shore, 
nothing  else  talked  about." 

''I've  changed  my  mind  since  then,'' 
said  Marire.  Her  voice  souiided  hollow — 
disappointed — tragic.  Her  wiry  hands 
closed  and  unclosed  convulsively.  Her 
husband  could  not  believe  his  ears. 

''Marire,"  he  said,  in  a  wounded  tone, 
"can't  you  at  least  tell  us  w^hat  'tis  ?  If 
it's  leaving  me,  you  know^  I  can  house- 
keep- for  a  couple  of  weeks,  and  I  calculate 
the  store  will  hold  together.  And  you 
and  M  ree  both  look  peaked — " 

"Oh,  gramma,  I'll  be  sick.  I  know^  I 
will!''  wailed  Marie.  '"Didn't  the  doctor 
sign  a  certiskit  for  me,  and  say  I  needed 
to  be  built  up?  You're  a  promise-breaker; 
you're  just  that  I''  and  she  threw  herself. 
clioking  with  grief,  flat  on  the  dingy  floor. 
and  beat  impotently  with  hei*  small  angry 
heels  on  a  little  keg. 

"  Now  don't  you  sauce  your  gramma." 
warned  Mr.  Minturn.  "  Get  up  off  the 
floor  and  stop  making  a  show  of  yourself. 
I  don't  know  what  to  say  to  you."  he  add- 
ed, awkwardly,  to  Miss  Way;  "but.  you 
see,  Marire — tliat  is.  my  wife — ]Marire  and 
I  never  took  charity  before,  and  I  suppose, 
now  it  comes  to  the  point,  it  kind  of  sticks 
in  her  thnxit.  Though  why  it  should, 
aftei"  we'd  talked  it  over  and  she  seemed 
quite  resigned,  I  don't  know — do  I,  !Ma- 
rire?" 

The  pale  ])uckered  lips— faded  petals  of 
what  had  been  a  rose-bud  mouth— opened 
for  an  instant,  to  close,  accompanied  by 
the  same  nervous  movement  of  the  hands: 
then  opened  again  with  abruptness: 

"I  am  extrenudy  sorry,  madame.  I 
would  ex})lain  if  it  was  convenient,  but 
it  is — not."  She  gulped  a  little,  and  Z^Iiss 
Way,  instead  of  feeling  incensed  at  en- 
countering  another    instance  of   the    pa- 


thetic, unyielding,  perpetually  self-defeat- 
ing pride  of  the  poor,  felt  a  dim  regret 
that  she  had  come,  and  departing  after 
an  exchange  of  stiff  adieux.  underwent  an 
equally  vague  regret  in  a  few  moments 
that  she  had  not  staid  and  argued  tliem 
down  with  some  kindly  common-sense. 

M'ree  returned  to  her  gi-o veiling  posi- 
tion on  the  floor  the  instant  her  teacher's 
back  was  turned,  and  reitei-ated  lier  inten- 
tion of  being  sick.  "If  I  can't  be  built 
up.  I'll  tumble  down.  I  will.  All  that's 
kept  me  from  tumbling  down  this  sum- 
mer has  been  thinking  of  the  sea-shore. 
Oh.  grannna.  and  me  never  seen  the 
ocean:  I'm  tired  of  reading  about  it  and 
looking  at  })ictures  of  it  and  hounding 
countries  with  it.  and  never  seeing  it!" 

"You  did  what  you  tliouo-lit  was  right, 
gramma.  I  suppose  V'  asked  Mr.  [Minturn. 
wistfully,  wiili  a  hesitating  hand  laid  on 
his  wife's.  Never  in  her  life  before  had 
she  struck  it  away  with  that  fierce  gesture, 
and  his  pained,  surprised  face  melted  her  to 
quick  remoi'se.  and  his  arms  received  her 
as  she  threw  herself  into  tliem  as  though 
the  two  were  lovers:  "Oh.  Charley, 
dear,  don't  you  be  hurt !  I  don't  su{)pose 
there's  any  hel{)  for  things,  so  we  must 
just  bear  and  forbear  with  'em.'" 

But  bearing  and  forbearing,  wliile  they 
came  easily  to  ]\Iarire.  came  hard,  bitterly 
hard,  to  her  twelve-year-old  namesake. 
First  M'ree  sulked,  then  she  ]nned.  then 
she  had  a  little  touch  of  the  malarial  fe- 
ver, which  always  steams  up  in  sunniier 
from  undrained  cellars,  uncared-for  gar- 
bage-heaps, and  noisome  gutters,  even  in 
districts  which  only  tijUoe  on  the  slums, 
such  as  that  which  included  the  little 
shop  with  "  C.  ^linturn.  Groceries  and 
Provisions."  on  its  smeary  canvas  sign. 

.\['ree"s  grandmother  could  scold  at 
sulks,  but  the  slight  fever  which  made 
the  doctor  prescribe  "a  trip  out  of  the 
city,  if  possible."  threw  her  in  a  panic. 
So  ^liss  Way  was  surprised,  and  in  her 
heart  more  gratified  than  she  deemed  it 
sensible  to  show  in  her  face,  when  M'ree 
dragged  a  thin  little  body  and  wan  face, 
under  a  Sunday  hat  whose  roses  as  well 
as  its  ribbons  had  been  ironed  out,  to  the 
by  no  means  pretentious  residence  of  hei- 
teaclier.  to  ask  her. 

"Oh.  Miss  Way.  when  does  temperance 
school  begin?" 

"The  third  Saturday  in  September. 
Haven't  you  the  announcement  card  ?" 

"Yes.  'm."    Then.  whileMiss  Wav  wait- 
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ed,  "Oh,  Miss  Way,  did  you  know  day 
school  beg-aii  on  the  lOLli  of  September?" 

"Yes,  Marie;  so  I  saw  by  the  papers." 

More  waithig-  on  the  part  of  Miss  Way, 
while  the  straw  hat,  with  its  bristling- 
orange  roses  like  imitation  suns,  wagged 
uncomfortably  with  the  weight  of  thought 
beneath  it.  Marire  had  impressed  it  on 
her  messenger  that  she  was  to  approach 
her  subject  gradually  and  introduce  it 
carelessly.  So  when  Miss  Way  finally 
asked,  "Was  that  all  you  came  to  see  me 
about  ?"  M'ree  coughed  a  little,  coyly,  as 
she  had  seen  her  grandmother  do,  and 
announced: 

"  Well,  Miss  Way,  thefack  is— the  facks 
are" — stumbling  a  little  on  the  gram- 
matical pitfalls  of  her  grown-up  phrase 
—  "gramma  sent  me  to  inquire,  if  you 
please,  Miss  Way,  couldn't  they  send  me 
to  the  sea-shore  alone?  I  know  you  said 
they  couldn't,  but  gramma  sent  me  to  ask, 
Miss  Way." 

When  Miss  Way,  holding  the  trem- 
bling, eager  little  girl  by  one  hand,  ar- 
rived, within  ten  minutes,  at  the  door  of 
the  little  grocery,  Marire  was  on  her  knees 
by  the  step  scrubbing.  M'ree  uttered  an 
exclamation  of  dismay. 

"  Grampa  don't  like  her  to  do  that  one 
bit,"  she  said.  "  He  says  I'm  young  and 
strong  and  can  do  it — and  so  I  can,  but  I 
forget  just  awful." 

But  "grampa's"  aspect  was  altered  in 
some  way  so  indefinable  that  for  a  mo- 
ment Miss  Way  could  not  analyze  it. 
Like  many  of  the  best  people  in  the  world 
who  labor  against  its  deepest-rooted  evil, 
she  did  not  know  her  enemy  well  by 
sight.  Mr.  Minturn  stood  with  his  back 
against  a  barrel  of  kindling-wood,  ey- 
ing his  wife,  his  grandchild,  and  their 
visitor  morosely.  The  contrast  with  his 
usual  suave  manner  was  sharp.  He 
grunted  unpromisingl}^  in  answer  to  Miss 
Way's  salutation,  and  the  temperance 
teacher  felt  herself  suddenly  dragged 
rather  than  guided  into  the  shop.  "You 
forgot  to  order  onions,  Pet,"  said  Marire's 
voice,  more  tremulous  and  rapid  than 
usual.  "Go  and  get  some,  there's  a  love. 
Do,  now,"  she  urged,  her  face  working 
somewhat.  In  Miss  Way's  ear  she  whis- 
pered, in  the  same  swift  tremolo:  "Please 
be  so  obliging  as  not  to  notice  him,  ma- 
dame.  This  is  not  usual  with  him— oh, 
very  unusual !  He's  so  refined  w^hen  he's 
himself."  Both  women  shrank  back  a 
little  as,  without  deigning  any  answer  to 


his  wife's  entreaty,  he  strode  past  them  to 
the  doorway  of  the  little  dining-room,  and 
there  addressed  Miss  Way: 

"  You've  come  to  take  'em  away  to  the 
shore?  That's  right.  Do  'em  both  good. 
Do  me  good  too.  Marire  wants  a  change 
from  watching  me  like  a  hungry  dog 
watches  a  bone.  AVhen  women  get  old 
and  ugly,  seems  as  if  all  they're  good  for 
is  watching  and  nagging." 

"That  is  what  I  want  to  speak  about," 
began  Miss  Way,  hurriedly,  with  cheeks 
flaming  for  a  fellow-woman's  pain  and 
shame.  She  did  not  look  at  Marire,  or 
at  anything  save  M'ree's  big,  uncompre- 
hending eyes.  "Marie  gave  me  your 
message,  and  I  am  very  sorry,  Mrs,  Min- 
turn " — a  dawning  realization  of  the  state 
of  affairs  lending  sincere  emphasis  to  the 
words — "that  it  is  against  the  rules  of 
the  Sea-shore  Home  to  admit  children 
without  guardians.  You  can  see  it 
wouldn't  do.  They  cannot  take  the  re- 
sponsibility, especially  of  a  girl  of  Marie's 
age." 

"But  M'ree  is  so  good,"  said  poor  Ma- 
rire. "I  never  let  her  go  with  coarse, 
rude  girls  in  the  street,  but  keep  her 
mostly  with  her  grampa  and  me.  Have 
you  noticed,  her  language  is  so  refined, 
madame?" 

"I'm  going  after  those  onions,"  said 
her  husband,  abruptly,  before  Marie's 
teacher  could  answer.  "Here,  Marie, 
what  are  you  gaping  around  for,  instead 
of  finishing  the  steps  your  gramma  was 
down  on  her  poor  old  knees  scrubbing? 
Run  along  I"  and  she  fled  from  under  his 
rough  hand  with  the  fleet  gait  and  fright- 
ened face  of  a  child  who  is  not  used  to 
being  struck.  As  he  slouched  away  and 
out  of  sight,  without  a  backward  look, 
Marire,  who  had  borne  his  taunts  with 
stanch  dignity,  suddenly  threw  her  dark 
apron  up  to  her  face. 

"Always  that!"  she  said,  in  a  stifled 
voice.  "Always  thinking  of  me,  and 
loving  of  me,  even  when  he's  saying  hard 
things,  and  never  that  unless  he's  been  to 
the — the  corner."  Miss  Way  knew  that 
the  distracted  flick  of  her  hand  indicated 
the  establishment  diagonally  opposite, 
opulent  in  colored  glass  and  bright-stained 
woods  and  elaborate  brass -work,  across 
whose  threshold  whoever  passed  trod,  it 
is  safe  to  say,  on  the  heart  of  some  wo- 
man. 

"Now  you  know,"  continued  Marire, 
still  in  the  same   stifled  tone  behind  the 
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dai'k  <2:in<T-]iam  curtain,  ''  why  I  can't  go. 
I  1io])(hI  youVl  tbiiik  it  was  pride,  or  me 
bein^j;-  afraid  M'rce  would  mix  with  bad 
children  and  learn  bad  ways.  It  ain't 
either!"  relaj)sin<4-  in  her  despair  out  of 
the  "  refined  "  vocabulary  in  which  she 
had  been  at  such  pains  to  imitate  lier 
husband.  "It's  that  Chai'ley,  that  used 
to  detest  the  —  corner  —  as  much  as  me 
and  M'ree,  and  would  no  more  thitik  of 
g-oinff  in — Charley's  starting  in  to  drink, 
and  I  don't  dare  leave  him.  You  don't 
know  anything-  about  drinking-,"  she 
pursued,  clinching  her  lean  hands  to- 
gether. "  You  think  you  do;  and  you're 
all  right  to  teach  temperance  to  M'ree, 
for  she  don't  know  anything  about  it 
either.  She  thinks  her  gi-ampa's  sick. 
these  spells.  I  know  about  drinking  1 
My  fatlier  drank,  and  mr^two  brothers, 
and  night  after  night  of  my  life  they'd 
come  home  queer  and  ugly,  just  as  Ciiar- 
ley  does.  If  Charley  were  to  strike  me, 
as  they  used  to,  times,  I  think  I  would 
die.  I  can't  leave  him,  for  M'ree  or  any- 
body else,  and  I  can't  let  him  see  why  I 
stay,  for  he's  that  sensitive  it  would  make 
him  sad,  and  I  can't  bear  to  see  Dear  sad. 
When  lie's  himself,  you  have  seen  for 
vourself  how  elegant  and  considerate  he 
is." 

"I  suppose  it  is  as  bad  for  your  busi- 
ness as  it  is  distressing  to  your  mind." 
said  Miss  Way,  at  a  loss  for  more  delicate 
words  in  which  to  convey  the  lesson  she 
felt  it  her  duty  to  enforce.  The  quick 
blood  rose  resentfully  in  Marire's  sunken 
cheeks. 

"Don't  you  believe  it!"  she  cried,  indig- 
nantly. "Some  })eople  lose  their  living 
bccause  of  it,  I'm  not  denying,  but  that's 
not  Charley  !  All  the  years  we  were  mar- 
ried he  never  did  it,  till  now  he  does  it  to 
drown  his  disappointment.  Maybe  if  I'd 
been  brought  up  refined  the  same  as  Dear, 
and  been  disap})ointed  again  and  again  in 
business,  until  I  come  'most  to  starving. 
'cept  that  you  can't  starve  in  a  grocery- 
store,  I'd  drink  too;  though  I  hope  not. 
for  my  ])rinciples  are  strong— strong  as 
his  used  to  ho.  Oh!" — with  a  sudden 
choking  sob — "don't  you  coax  me  to  g(\ 
for  I  can't  care  if  t  get  sick,  or  even  if 
M'ree  gets  sick,  for  I've  got  to  stay  and 
save  my  husband  from  going  to  ruin,  if 
anybody  can.  Don't  let  ^I'ree  oome  in 
and  coax  me  either,  for  I  can'l  bear  it." 

The  atmospliere  of  tlie  greater  tragedy 
which  had  been  unfolded  to  her  inexperi- 


enced eyes  hung  so  closely  and  darkly 
vipon  Miss  Way  that  she  did  not  see  the 
lesser,  but  no  less  real,  one  written  in 
M'ree's  eyes,  brimming  with  hope,  whicii 
she  raised  as  the  teacher  passed  out. 
"See!"  she  cried,  from  her  knees  before 
the  door-step,  which  fairly  blazed  with 
cleanliness.  '"I'll  bring  some  sand  home 
fi'oni  the  sea-shore  and  scour  it  whiter'n 
ever.  Y'ou've  fixed  it  with  gramma, 
haven't  you.  Miss  Way  r" 

Alas  for  Miss  Way!  Her  mind  was  a 
human  one  and  nan-ow-built,  incapable 
of  considering  more  than  one  outside  sor- 
row at  a  time.  Hajipy  the  mind  which 
can  consider  that  one  !  Her  puzzled  young 
brows  frowned  all  the  gladness  out  of 
M'ree.  ""I  wouldn't  bother  grandma 
about  that  now,"  slie  said,  absent-mind- 
edly. 

But  ]\rree,  thus  lightly  dismissed  by 
her  eldei's.  was  experiencing,  and  most 
acutely,  the  great  primal  pang  of  sentient 
existence — that  one  cannot  dismiss  one's 
self.  Marire.  in  her  earlier  hopeful  mood, 
had  painted  glorious  bubble  ])ictures  of 
the  mucli-talked-of  sea-shoi-e.  till  the  child 
had  sincerely  looked  forward  to  a  place 
which  was  a  combination  of  heaven,  as 
described  in  the  Pilgrim's  Progress  and 
the  Sunday -school  books,  the  tropical 
zone,  as  set  forth  in  an  enthusiastic  scar- 
let-bound gift -book  on  Life  in  Torrid 
Climes,  and  New  Y'ork  city,  as  a  travelled 
schoohnate  of  untrannnelled  imagination 
had  depicted  it.  "With  her  grandmother 
usually  ci'vingand  her  grandfather  usual- 
ly cross,  her  shar]>  young  elbows  wearing 
through  her  Sunday  dress  and  no  other 
coming  to  replace  it.  life  grew  so  thorny 
to  M'ree  that  when,  near  the  close  of  the 
montii.  she  broke  her  arm  by  falling  down 
the  dark  cellar  way.  she  was  positively 
pleased.  It  was  not  a  serious  fracture, 
necessitating  only  two  or  three  days  in 
bed;  and  during  those  days,  while  her 
grandmother  sat  with  an  anxious,  ever- 
}iuckered  face  by  her  side,  and  Miss  Way 
brought  her  llowers  and  a  charlotte-russe, 
she  was  certain  of  doing  one  of  two 
tilings,  she  did  not  care  which  —  dying 
and  going  to  heaven,  or  living  and  going 
to  the  sea-side.  The  doctor  said  he  had 
never  seen  such  resignation.  It  was  not 
resignation;  it  was  exultation,  especially 
when  he  said,  briskly.  "Now  if  you  can 
get  ]\or  away — "and  left  the  sentence  un- 
tinished. 

Miss    Way    fairly   started,  on    coming 
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down  to  lier  smnnier  -  darkened  parlor 
one  day  to  receive  two  visitors,  to  see 
that  both  were  dressed  for  a  jonrney,  and 
that  M'ree  clutched  a  battered  valise. 

"  We  are  going,  madanie,''  said  Marire, 
with  her  customary  dignity,  l)ut  an  ashen 
pallor  on  her  cheeks.  Her  tone  was  sol- 
emn, hushed,  portentous,  as  if  announcing 
that  an  irrevocable  die  had  been  cast. 
"I  have  out  and  told  Dear  what  obstacle 
stood  in  the  way  of  M'ree  and  me  taking 
that  little  pleasure-trip;  I've  made  that 
sacrifice.  Miss  Way.  He  was  overcome, 
poor  boy;  no  more  nor  less  than  over- 
come; and  he's  promised  in  the  name  of 
the  day  we  were  married,  and  Marie's  poor 
dear  father's  grave,  and  I  don't  know  what 
all,  to  sta}''  away  from — the  corner — till  we 
come  back.  Oh,  the  Lord  send  he  keeps 
to  it !  He  wept.  Miss  Way  ;  he  wept  tears, 
and  he  said:  'I'm  getting  old  and  tired, 
Marire,  and  the  struggle  for  existence'  — 
he  always  expresses  himself  so  well,  you 
know — 'is  getting  so  close,  and  the  busi- 
ness don't  pay,  and  there's  not  much  taste 
to  anything  any  nun-e,  and  so  I'm  tempt- 
ed. But  I'll  try  to  keep  out  of  it  till  you 
come  back.  I  love  you,  Marire,"  my  hus 
band  says  to  me,''  her  voice  breaking   a 
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little,  '"'and  I  won't  be  a  stumbling- 
block  in  the  way  of  your  sea-shore.''' 

"But  I  don't  know  that  I  can  get  you 
off  this  way,  without  a  moment's  notice," 
cried  Miss  Way,  between  laughter  and 
tears.  She  did  know,  however,  even  as 
she  spoke  the  words,  for  she  was  resolved 
that  this  toil-worn  woman,  who  was  tired 
too  from  the  struggle  for  a  tasteless  ex- 
istence, and  yet  refrained  even  from  be- 
ing tempted,  should  have  her  little  holi- 
day, though  all  the  charitable  red  tape  in 
the  universe  were  broken  through. 

Once  afloat  on  the  i-iver,  howevei',  in 
the  huge  ])ulhng  steamboat  which  was  to 
bear  them  to  their  destination,  the  grand- 
mother of  M'ree  cast  all  her  care  to  the 
ocean  breeze,  which,  though  but  a  few 
miles  out  of  the  city,  she  declared  she 
could  already  scent.  She  came  out  in  an 
entirely  new  character,  which  anuizcd 
M'l-ee,  while  it  rather  frightened  her:  for 
surely  gramma  would  lose  her  balance  if 
she  leaned  that  perilous  distance  over  the 
deck  railing,  or  be  brought  into  nnplea- 
santly  emphatic  contact  with  the  big  })il- 
lars  as  she  skipped  as  lightly  as  a  girl  from 
s])ot  to  spot,  from  fore  to  aft,  pointing  out 
to  h(M-  companion,  with  great  interest  and 
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rather   less  accuracy,  tlio   various   ])]acos  lai)})ir)^^  at  its  farlliest  led.Lre.  Marie's  face 

lliey  passed.      A  withered  \vi(cli  in  a  folk-  jirew  o-j-ave.  altnosl  reproacliful.      Wiiile 

tah\  wlio  liad  brewed  hei'.sell"  a  potion  to  not  ])rej)ared   to  acknowledge  herself  dis- 

restorc^   youlli.  could    scarcely    have   lost  a])pointed.    she    was    i-eserving   her  judg- 

wi'inkles     and     ^^aincd     animation     more  ment  on  a  })lace  which  had  not  as  many 

rai)i(ily   with  tlic    ))assinu-   moments  than  blades  of  grass  as  a'l'ew  bet  ween  two  pa  ve- 

did    Marire.   whose    excitement    won    the  ment  bricks  at  home,  and  where  the  ocean 

lleeting    but    kindly    att(Mition     of    every  which  played  so  important  a   ]>art  in  ge- 

passenger.  ography  lessons  spent  its  time  in  a  capii- 

''Tliat  sumuKU'  gai'den  there  wasn't  cious  game  of  ""  catch-me-tag."  with  no 
built  or  thought  of  when  your  grampa  more  sui)stantial  ]Mirpose  than  to  deposit 
ami  I  sojoui-ned  to  the  sea-shore  togethei'.""  a  liiu'  of  soai>suds  on  the  shore,  then  re- 
sins  said    to    ]\ri'<M\  illustrating   with   her  treat. 

foi'efingei".      '"1  want  you  to  })i'omise  me.  As  her  grandmother  and  she  undressed 

M'ree,  that  you  will    nev<u'  go  to  one  of  in  the  tiny  cul)by-hole  which,  to  Marire's 

those  })laces.  for  I  consider  them  highly  dee})  gratification,  was  granted  them   in- 

injui'ious.       Dear    and    I    had    only    l)een  stead  of  a  "  charity  dormitory."  she  asked, 

married    a    little    while   then,  and   every-  in  tones  of  disapi)roval.  "  IIow  long  have 

thing  seemed  so  new — so  new.      We  have  we  got  to  stay  liere.  gramma:"" 

never  took — I  should    say  taken — such   a  ^larire.  the  wife    of    her   husband,  felt 

journey  since."  her  heart  lea})  with  hope,  even  as  slie  an- 

"  It  must  be  lovtdy  to  be  a  bride. ""  sigh-  swered.  with  some  sternness;  ""A  week  at 

ed  M'ree.  overwhelmed  at  the  thought  of  least,  child.      Less  than  that  would  be  un- 

the  years   of  de})rivation  between  twelvt^  grateful  and  disgraceful.    Don't  you  think 

a-nd  twenty.  you'll    enjoy    yourself.  M'l'eer"      All    the 

"It  depends  on  who  you're  bride  \o."  while  her  heart  was  singing.  "Charley! 

said  her  grandmothei'.  judicially,     "llus-  Charley!    I'm  coming  right  back  to  taice 

bands  like    your  gi'am})a — so   i-efined    al-  cai-e  of  you.  Dear!"" 

ways,  .md  so  devoted  —  don't  grow  on  But  the  colors  of  the  next  day  wei'e  as 
every  bush.  Even  your  poor  dear  father  ditl'erent  as  they  always  are.  Slee})  had 
and  your  })oor  dear  mother.  M"i'ee.  wasn"t  blotted  out  the  vividness  of  M'ree's  tower- 
so  happy — "     She  siuldenly  stop})ed.  ing  ideals,  and  she  was  content,  like  other 

'' I  wonder  what  gi'am})a's  doing  now  ?"  children,  to  take  the  seashore  as  it  was. 

was  Marie's  next  remark — fatal  in  its  in-  And  tliere  were   other  girls   of  her   own 

nocence.      IVIarire  started  as  though  some  age.  to  whom   the  same  gracious  chai'ity 

evil  insect  had  stung  her.     The  gray  shade  liad  given  a  week's  })leasure — girls  whom 

that  had  fallen  from  h(>r  face  })assed  over  her  anxious  grandmotlier  could  a})prove 

it  again;   the  Elixir  of  Youth  was  el)bing  as  hei-  companions. 

from  her  veins,  leaving,  if  anything,  dee})-  But  while  !Nhn'ie  i-aced  and  waded,  and 

er  traces  of  age  and  toil  than  before.  siu)uted  and  laughed,  aiul  forgot  to   take 

"Why  did   you    mention    the  subject,  any  care  of  the  arm  which  she  still  wore 

IM't'ee.'"      Her   hands  became  tremulous,  in  a  sling,  the  gray  siiade  on   tlu^  face  of 

her     voice     almost     (juerulous.       "What  31arire   deepened    and    deepened.      It  was 

sliould    he    be   doing  but    tending  to  the  no  us(\  she  told  herself,  dejectedly.      She 

store,  and  workrng  hard  for  yon  and  nu\  couldn't    be    hai)i)y    here    without    Dear, 

as  he  always  d()(>sr""  even  if  it  was  safe  to  leave  him,  with  every 

In  her  miiurs  eye  she  saw  a  brilliant,  mintite  bringing   some  reminder  of   their 

baleful  eye  of   light  blinking  deliaiu'e  to  never-to-be-forgotten  bridal  journey.    And 

lier  over  the  low  swinging  door  that  wo-  evtu'y  minute  brought,  tot),  the  conviction 

men  so  hate — a  cruel  magnt't  ft)rtlu^  well-  that  it  was  not  safe  to  leave  him. 

meaning,    waverinu'    (oct    of    her    dt^iresi  "It   aiu"t  just    tlu^  drinking."  she   told 

ho|)(»  aiul  pride.     "  lie  })romised  me  about  hfr>elf.  })acing  disiraeiedly  uj)  and  down 

it."  slu^  said  to  licrself,  in  deliance  o(  that  tlu^  beach.    "  He  does  tliat  when  Lm  home, 

defiance.       "  I  don't  reuuuni)er  that  lever  nu)re"s   tlie    sorrow.      But    with    so  many 

asketl  Dear  to  })romise  mi' anything  befor(\  bail,  qnarrelsonu^    men    as   go   to  the — the 

and  he  wouhl  surely  kec])  it  fi>r  a  week.""  corner,  and  gasoline-barrels  in  the  cellar, 

When   brought    face   to    fac(^    with    \hc  and   ail— oii.  anything  might   ha})})en   to 

monotonous    strii)    of   sliell-strewn    sanil.  my  hu>-"naud.  and  I  b"lieve  something  will, 

with  a  vast,  incomprehensible,  noisy  sea  if  I  don"t  go  to  him  right  quick." 
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That  second  night  was  too  much  for 
her.  Close  upon  ten  o'clock  she  rose 
from  her  bed,  resolved,  yet  trembling-. 
Marie's  browned  cheek  was  pressed  tightly 
to  the  pillow  in  the  heavy  sleep  of  tired 
childhood.  Her  grandmother  allowed  no 
stirrings  of  remorse  for  the  possible  cur- 
tailment of  the  child's  holiday  to  turn  hew 
Charley  was  important.  Other  things 
were  trifles. 

''  They  won't  have  the  heart  to  send  her 
home, with  that  arm  in  a  sling,"  she  mur- 
mured, as  she  rapidly  dressed,  "  before  the 
week's  up.  Anyw^ay,  if  they  do,  she  will 
have  one  more  day  than  if  I  took  her 
along.  They'll  take  care  of  her  if  I  leave 
her,  but  there's  nobody  to  take  cai-e  of 
Darling  if  I  leave  him  any  more."' 

The  quiet  household  put  out  its  lights 
at  nine.  Mercifully  for  Marire,  a  forgot- 
ten dead-latch  made  her  egress  from  a 
side  door  of  the  building  easy.  The  rail- 
way station  was  not  far  from  the  Home, 
and  she  w^as  seated  in  the  train  and  with 
several  miles  start  on  her  journey  before 
the  conductor's  curt  refusal  of  her  boat 
ticket,  w^itli  "Issued  by  the  Fresh-Air 
Charity"  stamped  right  across  it,  awak- 
ened her  to  realities. 

*•  But  I  must  go  to  the  cit}'."  She  had 
started  up  Avith  terror  in  her  eyes.  ''I've 
a  dollar:  won't  that  do?  I've  got  to  go  to 
my  husband,  I  tell  you,"  and  she  wrung 
her  hands  till  the  worn  old  wedding-ring- 
cut  into  her  worn  old  fingers. 

"Ishe  dying?"  asked  a  fellow-passenger, 
in  hushed  tones,  with  his  fingers  stray ing 
near  his  pocket. 

"  Maybe  he  is,''  fairly  sobbed  Marire, 
her  nerve  completely  gone.  '"I  don't 
know  just  what  is  w^rong;  but  I  must  get 
home  to  him,  or  I'll  die  myself."  In  per- 
fect apathy  she  watched  the  liberal-heart- 
ed passenger  hand  the  price  of  her  fare 
to  the  conductor,  who  passed  on  with  an 
appeased  nod;  and  she,  on  whose  pride 
every  cent  of  alms-money  would  ordinari- 
ly have  burned  like  molten  iron,  scarcely 
thanked  him,  but  sat  motionless  through 
the  rest  of  the  journey,  her  furrowed  fore- 
head bowed  against  the  ledge  of  the  seat 
before  her,  her  distracted  fancy  roving 
through  a  vale  of  terrors.  The  presenti- 
ment of  evil  had  been  strong  that  had 
urged  her  at  once  passive  and  practical 
nature  into  a  step  so  sudden  and  irration- 
al. With  every  whirling  moment  came 
the  deeper  conviction  that  Dear  had  not 
merelv   broken  his   vow   of   sobrietv.  but 


that  some  awful  calamity  had  overtaken 
him  in  consequence  of  her  desertion. 

Eleven  o'clock,  a  lively  hour  in  the 
slum  district  proper,  or  improper,  is  a 
quiet  one  on  its  border-lines  of  narrow 
streets,  where  shabby  gentility  struggles 
against  squalor.  On  Marire's  street  the 
only  wakeful  thing  was  the  great  wicked 
winking  eye  of  light  over  the  stained- 
glass  transom  of  the  saloon,  which  had 
shone  across  a  State  to  light  her  distracted 
footsteps  home.  To  whati  She  sobbed 
aloud,  and  shook  her  fist  vindictively  at 
its  swinging  door,  yet  did  not  stop  and 
listen,  crouched  on  the  sill,  for  Charley's 
voice,  as  she  had  often  done  before.  The 
presentiment  to  whose  leadings  she  had 
delivered  herself  urged  her  on  ward  to  the 
sunken  little  one-story  shop,  whose  white 
awning  sign,  fluttering  in  the  dim  moon- 
light, put  her  in  mind  of  a  shroud. 

Just  as  she  pushed  open  the  unlocked 
door,  how^ever,  a  sound  from  within  ar- 
rested her  worst  fears.  It  was  a  groan. 
A  groan  such  as  could  only  come  from  a 
sick  and  anguished  heart;  but  yet — 

"  Oh,  dear  and  good  Lord,  he's  living!" 
wept  Marire — the  words  turning  cold  on 
her  lips,  however,  as  her  eyes  followed  the 
pale  ray  of  light  from  the  bowed  shutter 
of  the  store  window.  It  was  not  the  place 
itself,  unutterably  sad  and  squalid  and 
desolate  in  its  disoi-der.  its  poverty,  its 
half-empty  cobwebby  shelves,  and  unre- 
plenished  jars  and  boxes.  It  was  not 
even  the  grizzled  head  bowed  on  the  count- 
er, which  had  been  raised  at  her  entry, 
to  regard  her  with  heavy,  startled  eyes. 
It  was  a  faintly  glittering  ol)ject  which 
lay  on  the  counter  beside  him.  whose 
sinister  outlines  there  was  no  mistaking 
even  in  the  dimness.  ]\Iarire  shi'ieked, 
and  sprang  to  drag  it  from  him,  but  he 
closed  his  hand  jealously  on  the  cold  steel, 

"What  ai'(^  you  coming  back  for,  Ma- 
rire?'' he  muttered,  hoarsely. 

"  Oil.  my  God,  he's  broke  his  woi-d,  and 
he's  not  himself  I"  cried  Marire,  still  strug- 
gling desperate!}^  with  the  witness  of  her 
eyes  to  the  reality  of  that  teri'ible  object 
on  the  counter. 

"No,  I've  not  broken  my  word."  He 
spoke  dully  at  flrst,  then  with  a  sudden 
vehemence.  "  I've  not  drunk  a  drop  since 
you  left  town  ;  but.  by  Heaven  !  I'd  have 
had  to  to-night  if  I  hadn't  chosen — this — 
instead.  No,  don't  interrupt  me,  Marire; 
m\"  mind's  made  up.  I  couldn't  hold  out 
any  longer;  I  can  never  pick  up  and  re- 
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fonn,  for  all  your  sta.viii.u-  liome  in  the 
world,  and  I  won't  be  a  di-ag-  and  a  curse 
1(3  you  any  lon<iei'/' 

"A  curse!"'     ^[arii'c  could  say  Jio  more. 

"Yes.  r  am.  You  didn't  dare  to  U^ive 
me — you  wouldn't  ever  dare  to  leave  me 
— for  fear  I'd  beu-in  it  all  ai^'ain.  just  as 
I  seemed  safe.  What  brouulit  you  back 
here  so  early  from  your  one  little  trip 
away  yon  had  counted  on  so  much.'  1 
know.  It  wasn't  that  you  didn't  like  the 
place;  it  was  IxH'ause  souictbinu'  said  to 
yon.  'CMiarley's  been  drinkini;-  au'ain!''" 

■'Oil.  r  wish  h(^  had  been  di'iukinu- :" 
Sbe  wrunu"  bci'  bands  ov(M'  and  over  in  a 
lieli)less  ))anic  of  fear.  The  >iuht  of  tiiat 
<4"risly  weapon  on  the  counter.  lh<'  lont^  of 
impassive  d(Meruiinat  ion  in  hisvoict\  near- 
ly drove  Inn*  mad.  "  When  you  weren't 
— yourself — you  spol<e  nu'ly  to  me.  You 
didn't  car(^  wbetbei-  you  were  a  curst>  to 
me  oi-  not.  ()b.  isn'i  there  any  one  can 
stop  him  .'"' 

••  Marire."  lu^  said,  in  tiie  same  cold. 
firm  tones,  as  sht>  turned  to  open  the  tloor, 
"you  can  call  somebody  iu  if  you  liic(\ 
and  ,i.;-et  the  wliole  tliino-  in  tla^  ])aptM'.  our 


names  and  all" — ^Marire's  strength  sunk 
in  her — "but  it  won't  i\o  any  g'ood.  for 
I'll  do  it  some  other  way.  some  other  time. 
I'm  tired  of  drinlcinu".  1  tell  you.  and  I'm 
tir(Hi  of  livinu';  and  I've  <^ol  to  do  one  if 
I  do  the  other.  .Aiayl)e  if  I  ke})t  on  liv- 
inu'  and  drinking-  I'd  even  u'et  tired  of  you, 
^larire.  like  other  men  do — "  The  tirst 
ipii ver  came  in  his  voice. 

"Oh.  Charley,  my  deal",  darlino-  lov(^!" 
She  had  thrown  her  arms  desperately 
around  his  neck.  Her  lined  cheek  lay 
an'aiiist  his  ^-ray  loci^s.  and  ont^  shakin<i' 
haml  witliheld  his  from  tlie  dr(\ided  thing 
on  the  count(U".  "Stay  and  ho  tired  of 
me;  I  don't  care  if  yiui  do.  Td  I'atluu' 
havt^  you  drinidnu'  than  not  have  you  at 
all.  Why,  I've  j/o/  io  have  you!  I've 
lost  my  ]irincip]es.  I  want  you  anyway. 
(Vm.  Oliarley  !"  as  his  body,  emaciated 
from  semi->tarvation.  and  the  still  more 
awful  tl(U)rivation  oi  iiis  accustomed  stim- 
ulant, swayed  backward  out  of  her  aians 
in  a  sort  of  swoon.  "SonudxHly  come! 
My  liusband's  fainted!"  she  s(MH\imed  ; 
and  bct'ore  the  words  were  out  of  Ihm- 
mouth,  and  two  passers-by  hastily  ])ushed 
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in  tlirougli  the  door,  she  had  arranged  a 
desperate  plan. 

"To  the  saloon!"  she  said,  hoarsely, 
anticipating  their  question  "Where  shall 
^ve  carry  him?"  as  they  raised  the  spare 
figure  in  their  arms.  Charley  Minturn 
opened  bewildered  eyes  upon  Marire, 
walking  very  straight  and  stern-eyed  at 
the  side  of  the  two  astonished-looking 
men,  who  were  half  dragging,  half  car- 
rying him  into  a  place  which  seemed 
strangely,  loathsomely  familiar.  Its 
fierce  lights  beat  into  his  eyes;  its  thou- 
sand stenches  nearly  suffocated  him. 
But  his  WMfe  gave  him  no  time  for  ques- 
tions Or  retreat.  Watched  half  fearfully 
by  all  the  men  in  the  place,  especially 
by  the  barkeeper,  to  whom  the  presence 
of  a  woman  in  the  room  always  meant 
trouble,  she  dragged  the  half -stupefied 
man  forward  with  the  abrupt  demand, 

"Give  him  something  to  make  him 
drunk." 

"  How"?"  said  the  barkeeper. 

"Give  him  something  to  drink — beer, 
spirits,  anything.  Quick!  I've  got  the 
money!"  as  he  hesitated. 

"  No,  no,  Marire."  The  man's  voice 
was  low  and  agonized.  "I'm  tired  of 
drinking.  Oh,  don't  let  me  see  it!"  be- 
seechingly. "Where  are  your  princi- 
ples?" 

"I've  lost  my  principles,"  she  said,  sto- 
nily. "I'd  rather  lose  anything  in  the 
world  than  j^ou.  When  he  was  drunk '' — 
in  explanation  to  the  man  at  the  counter 
— "  he  never  talked  of  killing  hisself.  He 
had  his  spirits.  I  want  his  s})irits  kept 
up.  Here,  Charley  dear,"  and  she  pushed 
toward  him  a  half-empty  glass  which 
stood  on  the  counter.  The  barkeeper, 
who  had  not  made  the  least  motion  in 
obedience  to  her  command,  watched  the 
strange  scene  in  perfect  silence — the  two 
pallid  faces  with  their  burning  eyes  gaz- 
ing into  each  other;  the  trembling  hand 
which  pushed  the  goblet  of  temptation 
nearer  and  nearer;  the  trembling  hand 
which  warded  it  away. 

"I  never  thought  to  see  j^ou  tempt — 
me — Marire,"  said  her  husband, brokenly. 
The  muscles  of  his  face  wxre  hard  Avitli 
anguish.  "I  w^on't  give  in;  I'm  done 
watli  everything — drinking  and  all."  He 
swayed  heavily  again,  as  if  age  had  come 
suddenly  to  him.  The  glass  fell  from 
Marire  Minturn's  fingers  with  a  light 
tinkle,  which  somehow  sounded  louder  in 
the  strained  silence  than  a  thunder-clap. 
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and  its  dark  contents  crawled  like  thick 
blood  in  the  saw^dust  strewn  on  the  floor. 
It  stained  the  decent  black  of  Marire's 
best  gown  as  she  knelt  at  her  husband's 
feet,  with  her  arms  clas])ing  his  knees. 

"Charley,"  she  gasped,  in  a  voice  of 
spent  strength,"  can  you  hold  out  against 
me,  Marire,  your  beloved  wife,  a-begging 
and  praying  you  on  her  knees  to  drink 
it  and  forget  what's  troubling  you?" 

"  I  must,  Marire,"  almost  in  a  whisper. 

Two  men — the  rescuers  of  the  would-be 
suicide,  one  of  whom  still  carried  the  cap- 
tured revolver — rose,  as  if  suddenly  sick- 
ened, and  left  the  room — arrested,  how- 
ever, at  the  doorway  by  the  swift  change 
in  the  tone  of  the  woman,  who,  springing 
to  her  feet,  cried,  excitedly: 

"  Then  you've  got  no  reason  to  kill  your- 
self, Charley  Minturn !  If  you  can  hold 
out  against  me  a-tempting  you,  can't  you 
hold  out  against  yourself,  or  anybody  in 
the  w^orld?  Oh,  Charley,  my  dearest  dar- 
ling boy,  you  didn't  think  of  that, did  you?" 
and  all  the  tears  her  tense  agitation  had 
held  back  came  with  one  mighty  gasp,  as 
her  husband's  arms  enfolded  her,  and  he 
murmured  in  her  ear  some  words  no  one 
present  could  hear,  and  no  one  wanted  to 
hear.  The  barkeeper  had  turned  his  face 
aw^ay,  and  the  few  other  men  who  still 
lingered  had  not  the  courage  to  look  at 
the  gray-headed  man  and  woman,  W'ho, 
closely  clinging  to  each  other,  walked  out 
of  the  garish-lighted, evil-smelling,  frowzy 
room,  with  the  triumphant  step  of  a  bridal 
couple  passing  from  the  altar  with  new 
vows  on  their  lips.  Almost  immediately 
with  their  departure  the  great  eye  of 
prismatic  light  over  the  saloon  doorway 
was  suddenly  extinguished,  the  hour 
when  the  law"  conmianded  its  short  sleep 
to  begin  having  arrived.  Tliere  seemed 
something  symbolic  in  the  incident.  As 
the  two  men  by  the  doorway  moved 
slowly  off  in  the  pale  pure  moonlight 
w^hich  w^as  lighting  Marire  and  her  hus- 
band home,  one  said  to  the  other, 

"  Think  that  was  what  she  was  driving 
at?" 

"  Naw".  She  didn't  know  what  she  was 
drivin'  at.  She  was  half  crazy,  and  the 
thought  just  come  to  her;   that  w^as  all." 

"Think  he'll  be  drinking  again?" 
mused  the  first  speaker.  "No?  AVhat 
makes  you  know?" 

"I  don't  know;  I'm  just  sure.  Reason 
is,  I  don't  feel  as  if  I'll  be  drinking  my- 
self in  a  hurry — not  after  to-night." 


A    STTDY    OK    A    CIIILD. 

IJY  LOri^^E  E.  UOGAN. 

1)SYCU()].0GISTS,  i^liysiciuiis.  and  cd-  later   life    we    dei)l(M-e    and   endeavor   lo 

ucators    have    for    many  years   been  recreate.      It  is  true  tiiat  it  is  iiie  exee]*- 

seekin*];'  oi)j)()rtunity  Lo  study  individual  tional    mother    t)r    teaciier    to-day    avIhj 

records  of  children.  takes  up  this  question  in  any  but  a  super- 

])r.  Sully  tells  us  that  the  o-reatest  desid-  licial  manner,  but  it  is   not   too  much  t" 

eratum    to-day   for    practical    results    in  hope   that   the   day    ^vill    come,  and   tha: 

child-study    is    the    study    of    individual  very  soon,  when  the  practical    I'esults  of 

children   as   they  may  be  approached   in  the  science  of  child-study  will   have  per- 

tiuMiursery ;   that  environment,  heredity,  meated   every  liome  of  intelliirence.  kin- 

and   inethods  of  education  should   all  be  dergarten.  and  school,  and   wlien   motli- 

nottnl  in  relation  to  the  child  in  question,  er,    nurse,    kindei-eartner.    and    primary- 

In  view  of  the  fact  that  children   as  well  school  teacher  will  work  hand   in   iiand. 

as  their  environments  dill'er  very  widely,  without  stepping"  over  the  line  foi-biddeii 

he    says   we    need    to    know    nuich    more  for  normal  ])hysical  development.      From 

about    these    variations,  that  there   is    no  a  foundation  like  this  should  arise  a  na- 

substitute     for     the     careful,    methodical  tion  of  })eople  possessing-  such  marked  in- 

study   of    the   individual    child,  and    that  dividuality  and   productive  capability  as 

the  co-opei'((tio)i  of  the  mother  is  imiis-  would  conclusively  demonstrate  the  value 

2'>ense(hle.  iis  the  knowledg-e  of  others  nev-  of  the  work  that  has  been  done. 

cr  equals  that  of  the   mother,      lie  ])re-  This  field,  which,  as  Dr.  Pi'evtn'  pointed 

diets  that   women   will    becojne   valuable  out.  has  l)een  lying-  open  for  hundreds  of 

laborers  in  this  new  Held  of  investigation  years,  has  been  little  trodden,  and  is  tliere- 

if  they  will   only  acquire  a    g-enuine  sci-  fore    virtually  new.      The    chief  woi'kers 

entitic  interest    in    babyhood  and  a  fair  have  been  Comenius.  Pestalozzi. Rousseau, 

amount  of  scientiiic  training,      lie  indi-  Froebel.     llerbart.     Horace     !Mann.     and 

cates  the  necessity  of  edrefiil  training-  in  finally   Preyer,    whose    work   in    individ- 

observation,  because  a  child  is  very  quick  ual    child-study,  with    Darwin,  is  widely 

to  see  whether  he  is  being*  observed ;   and  known.     Similar  work  is  now  being-  done 

as  soon  as  he  suspects  that  you  are  es])e-  by  Sully.  Harris.  Bala  win,  Stanley   Hall. 

cially  interested  in  his  talk,  he  is  apt   to  and  many  others. 

try   to  produce   an    elVect.      The    wish   to  In  a  letter  of  sing-ular  charm  which  I 

say    something-    startling    or    wondei'ful  received    recently    from    Ih'.    Preyer,    he 

will,  it  is  ol)vious.  detract  froni  the  value  says:    "'Since  tifteen  years,  when  the  iirst 

of  the  utterance.  German  edition  of  my  book  on  TJw  Mind 

Susan     Blow    says.   }>ertinently.    •"  not-  of    tJie     Infant    was     published,  I    have 

■withstanding-  all  tliat  has  been  said  and  wished  that  a  lady,  after  having-  studied 

written  about  conforming  to  the  ditVerent  the    work   done,  would  let  a   child  devel- 

stag-es   of   natural   din-elopnient.    we   still  op    itself   naturally   and    without  contin- 

make  knowledge  an  idol,  and  continue  to  ually  interfering  with  ]\[other  Nature.      I 

liil    the  chiUrs  mind   with    foreign    mate-  actually  brought  my  boy  up  in  this  way. 

rial,  under  the  g-ratuitous  assumi)iic^ii  that  and  he  is  always  happy.      The   boy   you 

at  a    later  aa'c   he  will    be   able,  liirouu'h  have    observed   seems  lo  have  been   edu- 

sonio   mau'ic   transubstantiaticui.  to   make  cated  in  a  similar  way  :   I  feel  nearly  sure 

it  a   vital  part   of  his  own  thought.      Ihu  we  are  sailing  carefully  Imt  with  enei'g-y 

g-lai'lnu'  as   are    our    sins    o(   eonnni>>ion.  in    exai'tly  the  same    dii-ection.      I    think 

thev  pale  before  our  sins  of  omission:  for  the  wish  I  mentioned  will  soon  be  fullill- 

while    w.^    art^    forcing    upon    the    cliihl's  ed   by  you   to  niy  heart's  content.      ]\[ind 

mind   knowledgi^   which   has    no   roots  in  you  do  not   g(->  too  deep   into  ]isycholog-y 

his    (experience,    ov  calling    upon    him    to  — controvei'sies  would   spoil    the   effect  of 

exercise  still   dornumt   power>.  we  refuse  your  observati(>ns.  which    in  many  cases 

any  aid  to  his  spontaneous  stru^-gle  to  do.  nu\y    serve   as  a    practical    guide  without 

and  learn,  ami  be  that  which  his  stage  of  any  commentary.  .  .  .  ^Vhen    sonu^    years 

development  demands  "—thus  killing  the  ago  I  was  often    asked  to  write  a   popular 

creative  activity,  the  absence  of  which  in  nursery  psychology  with  my  pedag-ogical 
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rules,  I  always  answered  tliat  such  a 
manual  must  be  written  by  a  mother  who 
has  not  intrusted  her  baby  to  nurses,  but 
brouglit  it  up  and  thoroug-hly  studied  it 
loving'l}^  herself,  and  I  added  that  I  would 
jielp  any  lady  who  would  undertake  the 
lengthy  but  very  pleasant  work."  The 
recent  and  much  lamented  death  of  Dr. 
Preyer  adds  special  sig'iiificance  to  these 
words,  and  they  illustrate  very  clearly  the 
comprehensive  character  of  the  work  to 
which  his  life  v/as  given. 

Seven  years  ago,  following  suggestions 
such  as  these,  I  began  to  observe  a  child 
systematically,  endeavoring  to  keep  con- 
stantly in  view  the  fact  that  he  was  but 
one  of  many,  and  taking  no  liberty  of 
expression  whatever  beyond  recording 
facts.  The  child  referred  to  was  trained 
under  what  might  be  called  the  Pestaloz- 
zian  principle  of  letting  alone  with  uncon- 
scious supervision,  in  a  carefully  guarded 
environment  which  supplied  a  great  num- 
ber of  centres  of  interest  that  were  full  of 
indirect  suggestion.  No  formal  teaching 
of  any  kind  was  allowed  until  the  end  of 
the  sixth  year,  but  all  questions  v\^ere  care- 
fully answered,  and  effort  was  made  to  see 
that  the  answers  were  clearly  understood. 
Servants  were  instructed  to  refer  him  to 
his  parents  for  answers  to  all  questions 
they  did  not  themselves  comprehend,  and 
sufficient  supervision  was  given  to  see 
tbat  these  directions  were  followed.  All 
baby  talk  was  forbidden,  and  great  care 
was  taken  to  enunciate  distinctly.  Sur- 
roundings were  carefully  planned  to  meet 
the  growing  needs  of  the  child  from  the 
moment  he  began  to  notice  things.  The 
record  is  therefore  one  of  spontaneous  de- 
velopment of  self -activity,  produced  as 
a  result  (1)  of  suggestion  based  upon  a 
carefully  considered  environment,  (2)  of 
accurate  and  sympathetic  explanation 
given  only  when  asked  for,  and  (3)  of 
carefully  graded  steps  that  were  taken 
one  at  a  time.  Self-restraint  upon  the 
part  of  the  parent  or  teacher  is  a  necessity 
v/hen  developing  children,  in  order  to  pre- 
vent giving  more  infoi-mation  than  the 
child  can  absorb. 

Whilst  the  gradual  development  of  an 
infant  during  its  first  year  may  be  of 
great  interest  to  both  scientist  and  mo- 
ther, the  quaint  and  fanciful  tangents  of 
a  child's  self-activity  during  the  years 
following  closely  upon  infancy  are  the 
most  absorbing  to  the  general  reader,  and 
for  this   reason   the  following  selections 


have  been  made  as  illustrative  of  various 
stages  of  unconscious  growth,  and  as  not 
altogether  of  simply  scientific  interest. 

Again  following  Dr.  Preyer's  sugges- 
tion, the  extracts  are  given  as  originally 
written,  with  but  occasional  comment, 
leaving  the  reader  to  read  between  the 
lines  and  draw  his  own  conclusions. 

RECORD. 

April  11,  1891. — Fourteen  months  old. 
I  was  reading  aloud  from  Punch  and 
Judy,  which  is  fully  illustrated,  when  I 
came  to  the  place  where  Punch  says,  "Oh, 
my  nose,  my  best  Sunday  nose!"  Harold 
touched  his  nose,  then  bent  over  and 
touched  mine,  and  leaning  his  head  against 
my  shoulder,  screwed  up  his  face  in  a 
grin  and  laughed  loud  twice  in  succes- 
sion. The  book  was  given  to  him  when 
he  was  a  year  old,  and  ever  since  receiv- 
ing it  he  has  shown  great  delight  when 
he  sees  the  picture  where  Punch  and 
Judy  are  turning  their  faces  to  each  oth- 
er, and  Judy  says,  "Punchy,  wunchey, 
dear  old  Punchy."  Harold  always  laughs 
aloud  when  he  sees  this,  and  at  any  time 
of  the  day  or  night  I  need  but  say  the 
words  to  make  him  laugh.  Once  I  whis- 
pered them  to  him  in  the  middle  of  the 
night  when  he  was  restless,  and  he  laughed 
loud,  Avas  diverted  for  the  moment,  turned, 
and  fell  asleep. 

(The  I'ecord  shows  to  present  date  that 
he  is  keenlj^  alive  to  fun,  and  advantage 
of  the  fact  was  often  taken  for  diverting 
liini  from  what  might  otherwise  have 
proved  a  source  of  trouble.) 

About  this  time  he  learned  what  "no, 
no,"  meant.  A  cover  that  was  used  for 
a  water -pail  in  the  room  next  to  his 
seemed  to  attract  him  very  much  on  ac- 
count of  a  hole  in  its  centre,  through 
which  we  would  occasionally  find  him 
poking  his  fists.  One  day  he  was  found 
there  pretending  to  wash  his  hands.  We 
then  began  to  take  him  away  from  it  and 
say  "No,  no,"  doing  it  quietly  but  per- 
sistently. One  day  nurse  and  I  followed 
him  at  intervals  no  less  than  twent}- 
times  to  do  this,  as  a  matter  of  experi- 
ment, to  find  out  whether  he  could  learn 
what  "inevitable"  meant.  Frequently 
he  seemed  to  understand  what  we  were 
trying  to  do,  for  he  would  often  run 
away  from  us  and  go  directly  there,  as  if 
in  a  spirit  of  mi.schief,  look  at  us  and 
laugh  as  he  stood  there,  whilst  at  other 
times  he  would   walk   up  to   it  gravely. 
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stand  tlierc,  shake  his  head,  and  say,  ''  No, 
no."  AVe  had  the  same  experience  witli 
a  linen-closet,  the  lower  shelf  of  which 
had  a  little  door,  which  he  could  pull 
o})en  very  easily,  and  the  lock  of  which  we 
often  found  him  examining*  very  intent- 
ly. (The  record  shows  a  keen  interest  in 
mechanics.)  We  would  find  him  sitting 
hefore  the  closet,  door  open,  and  all  the 
clean  towels  scattered  about  him.  He 
seemed  to  take  a  special  delight  in  rum- 
pling them.  We  took  him  away  every 
time,  saying,  "No,  no;  they  belong  to 
mamma."  He  soon  understood  that  this 
too  was  forbidden  ground.  From  this 
date  we  began  systematically  to  teach 
liim  to  consider  the  rights  of  others,  and 
to  touch  nothing  that  did  not  belong 
strictly  to  himself. 

(The  record  shows  that  this  was  carried 
out  unfailingly,  but  without  severity  in 
order  to  keep  the  child  fearless,  and  re- 
sults I'ecorded  show  complete  success  in 
the  effort.) 

A  few  days  after  the  first  experience 
w^tli  '"no,  no,"  lie  ran  away  from  us 
through  two  rooms,  going  directly  lo  the 
water-])ail,  crowing  all  the  way  as  though 
he  tho.tght  lie  would  get  there  before 
we  could  catch  him.  He  did  get  there, 
and  laughed  as  if  he  did  it  for  fun,  stood 
and  waited  for  nurse  to  take  him  away, 
when  he  went  without  a  struggle. 

He  has  begun  dancing  when  he  hears 
the  street  organs,  but  only  when  he  hears 
a  suitable  rhythm. 

(When  seven  years  old  he  showed  a 
nuirked  sense  of  rhythm,  and  although 
he  had  received  very  little  nutsical  in- 
struction, he  then  picked  out  very  pretty 
harmonies. ) 

April  IG,  1891.— He  has  had  blocks  for 
some  time,  hut  he  began  to  build  with 
them  to-day  for  the  lirst  time  of  liis  own 
accord,  placing  live  or  six  on  toi)  c^f  each 
otliiM'  with  great  care  and  precision. 

The  words  he  has  tried  to  say  since 
NovcmbcM',  when  he  was  nine  nuuuiis 
old,  are  as  folh^vs.  given  in  their  order 
of  ac(iuirem(Mit  :  "  oli  :"*  "  mamniam;'" 
"  hab'eni  :""  "  gib'eni  :""  "  u})s-a-da-da  :" 
"wow-wow;"  "■bow-wow:""  ""  ba  ""  and 
'"ba-ba""  (ov  jiapa:  "by -by;'"  "ssss'" 
(which  he  s;i_vs  to  dogs,  cats,  etc..  ]H)int- 
ing  his  linger  at  them  as  lie  says  ip; 
'"cock"  f(U'  clock;  ""ga"  for  cat;  ""ruii- 
a-dub-dnb.""  He  also  imitated  the  crow- 
ing of  a  cock  so  well  one  day  when  in 
the  counlrv   that  the  cock  answered,  and 
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it  became  a   favorite  iKistime  during  the 
week"s  visit. 

May,  1891.— He  said  ■'out 
to-day.  He  has  said  "outs 
time,  but  we  could  not  discover  what  he 
meant  until  this  month,  when  we  iieard 
him  say  it  when  he  stuck  himself  with  a 
pin.  We  then  traced  tlie  connection  be- 
tween his  expression  and  a  word  used  by 
one  of  the  servants.  ""  oucli.""  and  had  a 
practical  demonstration  of  tiie  influence 
of  an  uneducated  servant  upon  a  child 
learning  to  talk,  for  it  took  a  long  time 
and  much  patient  effort  to  teach  iiim  to 
dro])  this  expression. 

August  17.  1891. — When  he  awoke  this 
morning  he  said  "  door.""  pointing  to  it. 
Then  he  pointed  to  the  bell,  and  said  to  a 
servant.  "  Bridyet.  door-bell  ringing."" 

This  was  his  first  attempt  at  connecting 
words  in  a  sentence  of  an}-  length.  He 
is  now  eighteen  months  old.  He  sleeps 
soundly;  it  appears  as  if  he  does  not  want 
to  wake,  for  whenever  he  is  disturbed  he 
seems  annoyed,  not  exactly  cross,  and  falls 
asleep  again  as  quickly  as  he  is  let  alone. 
I  liave  noticed  that  when  he  is  well  and 
eats  a  light  early  supper  he  sleeps  sound- 
ly. The  least  indiscretion  at  his  su])per- 
tinie.  or  too  much  excitement  after  live 
o"clock.  invariably  causes  restlessness.  He 
still  says  ""puddy  ""  for  pussy:  says  "peep- 
oh.""  and  plays  it  on  the  slightest  provoca- 
tion :  grows  more  atl'ectionate  every  day: 
runs  u})  and  touches  me.  lays  his  head  or 
hands  against  me.  and  says  "  bavy  "'  in  a 
long-drawn-out  tone  of  atlection  that  is 
indescribable. 

(The  record  shows  this  same  habit,  lat- 
er on,  wiien  he  would  say  to  his  mother, 
in  the  sanie  manner.  "m(^nimie"s  pwecious 
boy. ""or  '"mommie"s  sootlieart.""  or  ""pop- 
pie's  darlin"."") 

September  24.  1891. — To-day  he  said 
"■  water""  instead  of  ""  wat.""  He  also  said 
"  Ttntie""  (or  To]isy.  his  dog"s  name. 

Octobers. — He  said  "ban.""  then  ""  fan."" 
to-day  t'or  fan. 

October  18. — He  wanted  to  sit  on  a 
chair  that  had  a  towel  on  it.  He  brought 
it  to  me.  saying  "towel""  distinctly,  for 
tlie  tirst  time. 

From  October]  to  "il. — He  said  "cushy"" 
for  cusliion:  "iieeze""  foi-  sneeze,  and  at 
tlie  same  time  imitated  a  sn(>eze  he  heard; 
"  baa-baa.""  when  looking  at  a  })icture  of 
slieep  :  ' "  goose  :'"  "  clioo-choo-walk-carry- 
papa.""  all  in  one  sentence,  when  his  fa- 
tiuM-  went   to  town  one  morninii*.  and  he 


A    STUDY    OF    A    CHILD. 


123 


seemed  very  anxious  to  go  with  him; 
"scissors;"  "fork;"  "  pooii  "  for  spoon; 
' '  Gacky  "  for  Jacky ;  ' '  Tossy  "  for  Topsy ; 
"Bahdee,"the  name  of  a  friend's  cat  which 
we  were  taking-  care  of  at  the  time. 

October  19.  —  He  said  "  liat "  and 
"  cuckoo  "  in  one  sentence  on  seeing  a 
picture  of  tlie  child  N.,  who  lived  in  a 
house  containing  the  cuckoo- clock,  be- 
cause the  child  N.  had  his  hat  on  in  the 
picture.  He  said  "  hanger  "  for  hammer. 
Said  "  wet"  for  the  first  time. 

October  20. — Said  "winnow"  for  win- 
dow, "coach,"  and  "  liorsey-moo."  Said 
"moo"  to  a  cow,  also.  Whenever  he 
hears  the  door-bell  ring  he  says  "  bell." 
One  day  recently  the  electrician  was  here 
to  repair  the  bell.  He  was  very  much  in- 
terested, and  watched  him  closely.  Later 
in  the  day  he  said  to  a  servant,  "  Bishy, 
stairs  bell  wats  "  (meaning  watch).  To- 
da}^  he  reached  for  his  tooth-brush, 
and  said,  "  Toot-broush  "  —  he  now  says 
"  broush  "  instead  of  "  bruh,"  as  he  did  at 
first.  Said  "  baksy  "  for  basket;  "  pitty  " 
for  pretty. 

When  he  gets  cross  and  cries,  we  say 
"  No,  no,  pretty,"  and  he  repeats  "  pitt3\" 
and  clears  his  face  at  once,  many  a  time 
looking  up  at  us  smiling,  with  tears  still  in 
his  eyes. 

(The  record  shows  conclusively  how 
suggestion  and  diversion  always  conquer- 
ed, where  opposition  with  his  temperament 
would  no  doubt  have  failed.) 

November,  1891. — He  counted  3,  4,  5,  6, 
9,  to  day,  voluntarily.  Some  time  ago  his 
nurse  counted  a  few  cards  for  him,  saying, 
1,  2,  3,  4;  he  at  once  picked  up  3,  4,  say- 
ing "  fee  "  for  three,  and  ever  since  he  has 
called  his  cards  "fee,  fours." 

When  we  count  them  for  him  now,  he 
says  six  as  soon  as  we  sa}^  five;  also  ten 
after  we  say  nine.  To-day,  instead  of  re- 
peating or  counting  with  us,  he  said  the 
above  numbers  himself — /.  e.,  3,  4,  5,  6,  9. 

(The  record  shows  exceptional  interest 
in  numbers  later  on.) 

To-day,  when  hearing  a  baby  cry,  he 
said,  "Poor  bavy!" 

(When  but  five  months  old  he  would 
cry  also  when  he  heard  another  baby  cry, 
and  at  seven  the  same  tendency  existed.) 

December  1, 1891. — This  evening  he  saw 
some  one  blow  smoke  rings  from  a  cigar, 
and  he  said,  "Big  ring;  noder  one,"  when 
begging  for  more.  At  one  o'clock  in  the 
night  he  waked,  and  said  immediately, 
"Big   ring;   noder   one,"    in    a   perfectly 


natural  way,  as  if  there  had  been  no  in- 
terval. 

January  1, 1892. — Nearly  two  years  old. 
He  discovered  letters  on  his  milk-bottle 
this  evening,  when  he  held  it  up  empty 
between  himself  and  the  gas-light.  One 
of  the  words  on  the  bottle  had  a  double  O 
in  it.  He  pointed  to  one,  said  "0,"then 
pointed  to  the  next  and  said  "Noder  one," 
then  cried  out,  delightedly,  "  Dubble  U," 
meaning  W.  Then  he  found  D,  S,  K,  and 
I,  and  repeated  each  as  if  glad  to  see  it. 
He  now  counts  correctly  from  1  to  14. 

To-day  he  wanted  to  take  a  dust-pan  to 
bed  with  him  when  he  took  his  nap.  I  took 
it  away,  saying,  "  No,  no."  He  kicked  and 
screamed,  but  I  took  no  notice  of  it.  At 
last  he  said,  "Too  bad;  shame  I"  after  a 
fashion  his  nurse  has,  repeated  this  sev- 
eral times,  then  took  my  hand  and  fell 
asleep  quietly,  with  only  one  more  cr^^  for 
the  dust-pan,  followed  immediately  with 
"  Too  bad;  shame!" 

January,  1892. — We  came  to  town  for 
the  winter  a  few  days  ago.  Harold  and 
his  nurse  came  in  on  a  later  train.  Ever 
since  he  has  said,  repeatedly,  "  Sarah  take 
Harold  lufly  choo-choo";  "  bell  ring,  choo- 
choo;"  and  every  time  he  sees  a  possible 
chance  of  going  out,  he  says,  "  See  a  choo- 
choo?"  He  was  given  a  very  complete 
toy  locomotive  last  month,  because  he  has 
shown  such  great  interest  in  engines  of 
all  sorts.  He  instantly  detected  various 
difi'erences  between  his  engine  and  those 
he  saw  about  him  in  his  daily  walks,  and 
he  did  not  hesitate  to  mention  them.  He 
asked  questions  about  every  part  he  ob- 
served after  this,  wanting  to  know  the 
names  of  all  of  them.  In  a  xQvy  short 
time  he  was  heard  saying  to  his  nurse, 
"This  is  a  piston-rod."  or  "  This  is  a  cyl- 
inder," or  "This  is  an  eccentric."  etc.  It 
is  worth  noting  that  he  was  told  each 
name  once  only  in  answer  to  his  ques- 
tions. 

To-day  some  one  spoke  abruptly  to  him. 
He  looked  up  with  a  start  and  said, 
"Scairt." 

February  3,  1892. — He  now  uses  a  great 
many  words  intelligently.  lie  found  a 
doll  that  he  calls  Tommy  lying  in  a  box 
of  toys,  covered  with  a  cushion.  He  said 
at  once,  in  what  seemed  to  be  a  tone  of  re- 
proof, "  Tommy  seep  all  day  in  box." 

He  is  constantly  acquiring  new  words, 
with  no  teaching  whatever. 

He  was  given  recently  a  book  containing 
pictures  of  various  kinds  of  locomotives. 
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At  first  Lis  comments  were  not  noticed,  l)ut 
o'i-:ulii;illy  we  became  impressed  with  tlie 
fact  tliat  lie  was  saying-,  as  lie  turned  from 
one  page  to  the  othei*,  ''  This  one  hasn't 
any  bell;  this  one  has  a  bell;  this  one 
hasn't  any  cow-catcher"  (it  was  an  English 
engine);  "this  one  hasn't  any  bell.''  noti- 
cing-the  differences  rig-ht  through  the  book 
between  the  American  and  the  English 
engines  ])ictured  there.  At  last  he  cios(Hl 
the  book,  turned  to  his  mother,  and  said, 
"Mamma,  I  want  an  engine  witliouf  any 
book."  He  wanted  the  object  instead  of 
the  picture. 

Febriiarij  21. — He  put  a  ])icture  of  an 
engine  on  a  chair  before  him,  and  said, 
"Sit  on   ee  chaii',  talk    to    choo-choo." 

Mrs.  A came  in  from  next  door.      He 

clinibed  upon  the  chair  !)efore  her.  dangled 
his  little  legs,  and  said,  "Harold  sit  on 
chair,  talk  ee  lady.''  She  asked  him  what 
lie  wanted  to  say.  He  looked  at  her  very 
shyly,  and  said, "  Lof  lady."'  He  goes  over 
a  pet  journal  of  mechanical  illustrations 
ill  a  curious  way.  He  has  some  associa- 
tion with  each  picture.  When  he  saw  a 
poker,  the  name  of  wliich  he  did  not 
know,  he  said,  "  Bishy,"  meaning  a  ser- 
vant he  had  seen  using  a  ])oker;  u  hen  he 
saw  a  stove-lifter,  lie  said.  "  Hot"  [he  may 
have  found  that  out  by  ex])erience,  for  lie 
sometimes  gets  into  the  kitchen).  His 
favorite  illustrations  are  a  page  of  screws. 
one  of  keys  (after  which  he  calls  the  book 
his  "  schlissel-book,"  for  we  told  him  the 
German  word  for  key),  and  a  very  com- 
plete illustration  of  a  locomotive,  but  he 
will  sit  contentedly,  turning  over  page 
after  ])age.  and  talk  to  jiimself  about  all 
the  ])ictures. 

Mdvcli  11.  1S02. — Tills  evening  he  said, 
in  about  one  hour  after  receiving  a  toy 
violin:  "  Daden's  l)Ow:  poor  bow  fell  1" 
(to  his  own  when  it  fell  i.  "Mommiesing 
'A  Maggie  pet.'  Poppie  don't  want  to 
])lay  violin."  Then  to  his  own:  "Sweet 
violin,  nice  violin,  lovely  violin:  mamma 
kiss  violin;  Harold  kiss  vit>lin  "  (doing  it  >. 

'*  Don't     want    Dr. to    ])lay    violin." 

(This  doctor  lanced  his  gums  when  he 
was  t(HMhing-.)  When  told  lie  was  to  go 
to  bed,  he  said:  "No;  Harold  must  play 
violin.  Go  clock  "  (meaninggo  8cccl(>('k>. 
"Harold  go  to  bed.'  I  tought  so."  in  a 
tone  of  disa})pointni(^iit.  "Pi-etty  violin. 
Oh-li-h.  is  it  bi-oket  again?  Where  is  ilie 
o(l(M'  ))iecer"  iwluui  a  ]ieg  fell  out>.  His 
mother  stiid.  "Can't  ye>u  lind  it?"  \lo 
said:  "No.     Come  tind  it.  mommie;  come 


tind  it,  mommie:  find  tick  to  Harold's 
violin."  Then  he  said,  meditatively: 
'■  Pop})ie  don't  play  piano.  Mommie  don't 
l)lay  violin  "  (noting  difference,  as  usual). 
"P()p})ie's  violin  in  big  box."  Then,  af- 
ter seeing  something  about  the  violin  that 
made  him  point  and  exclaim  "  W  ""  vei-y 
eagerly,  he  went  to  bed  as  if  he  had  to  go 
but  did  not  want  to. 

March.  26.  1S92. — Tliis  morning,  when  ^^ 
his  mother  was.  as  lie  supposed,  otherwise  j 
engaged,  he  walked  up  to  his  father's 
violin,  laughed  to  liimself.  and  said: 
"  Papa  come  home,  play  big  violin.  Papa 
ivill  come  home  this  evening,  play  big 
violin."  followed  by  a  long-drawn-out 
"  oh  "  of  expectancy.  All  the  time  he  was 
laughing  to  himself  quietly. 

April  7,  1S92. — When  taking  a  walk 
to-day  he  saw  a  pussy  in  a  yard  across  the 
way.  He  stoi)})ed,  bowed  his  head,  said: 
"How  do.  pussy?  Glad  to  see  you.  pus- 
sy.     Pussy,  come  and  take  a  walk." 

At  this  date  he  was  toid  whenever  his 
parents  expected  to  go  away  from  him 
for  a  time,  in  order  that  they  might  keep 
his  trust. 

(Minot  Savage  tells  of  a  boy  in  Boston 
who  said  of  his  father  and  mother,  who 
promised  him  a  ride  daily,  but  never  gave 
it.  "  TluM'e  go  two  of  the  biggest  liars  in  1 

Boston."  1  once  heard  of  another  child 
who  Ikui  evidently  been  deceived,  and 
who  said,  "Since  liars  won't  g"o  to  hea- 
ven, there  won't  be  many  people  there, 
— maybe  gi'andma,  but  I  am  sure  there 
won't  be  any  men  there. "i 

April.  1S92. — His  sentences  are  now 
becoming  fuller  very  rapidly,  and  he  often 
uses  every  word  necessary  to  form  a  coni- 
]dete  sentence.  Since  his  mind  is  not  so 
much  occupied  with  big  words  (having 
acquired  a  considerable  vocabulary),  he 
is  beginning  to  notice  the  connections 
more,  and  also  the  little  niceties  of  accent 
and  pronunciation;  yet  attention  is  not 
directed  to  his  failures.  He  takes  it  all 
very  easily,  without  any  sign  of  ])hysical 
or  mental  strain. 

April  22.  1S02. — He  was  given  scissoi-s 
and  i^aper  for  the  tirst  time  to-day.  He 
is  iweiity-six  months  old  now.  He  tried 
to  cut.  apparently  knew  the  scissors  had 
to  be  parted  at  the  l»lades.  but  he  did  not 
Icnow  how  to  accom})lish  it.  so  he  was 
shown  the  ])lace  for  his  thumb  and  fin- 
gers. He  did  not  need  a  second  showing. 
For  some  time  he  tried  without  success. 
We  let  him  alone,  watching,  however,  to 
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see  that  he  did  not  stick  or  cut  himself, 
for  the  scissors  were  small  and  sharp- 
pointed.  The  blunt  scissors  made  for 
chiklren's  use  are  too  heavy  and  clumsy 
for  delicate  work.  We  g-ave  him  a  little 
embroidery  scissors,  wisliino;,  however, 
that  it  were  possible  to  find  equally  light 
blunt  scissors.  After  he  had  struggled  a 
long  time  with  both  scissors  and  paper,  he 
announced,  in  atone  of  triumpli,  "Cut  a 
piece,"  and  showed  us  a  triangle  of  paper. 
He  was  delighted,  and  began  to  cut  olF  all 
the  projections  on  one  of  the  paper  en- 
gines which  had  been  cut  for  him.  He 
cut  one  after  the  other,  saying  as  he  did 
so,  "Harold  cut  off  whistle;  Harold  cut 
off  bell;  Harold  cut  pff  wheel,"  etc. 
When  he  reached  the  pilot  he  looked  at 
me  questioningly,and  I  said,  "Cow-catch- 
er." He  did  not  repeat  the  Avord  after 
me,  although  it  seemed  to  be  new  to 
him,  but  went  right  on  with  his  sentences, 
"Harold  cut  off  cow-catcher."  etc.  His 
memory  is  very  good.  He  often  repeats 
a  word  of  three  syllables  correctly  after 
hearing  it  once.  After  he  had  cut  off  all 
the  parts,  he  held  up  the  body  of  the  en- 
gine, and  said  to  me,  in  a  tone  of  pity, 
"  Harold  cut  off  whistle ;  engine  all  torn." 
I  asked  him  if  he  wanted  another  He 
said  yes,  so  I  gave  him  one  similar  to 
the  one  he  had  cut.  He  took  up  the  en- 
gine I  gave  him,  took  up  his  scissors, 
looked  at  both  scissors  and  engine,  looked 
at  me,  put  the  scissors  in  his  other  hand, 
looked  at  them  both,  and  looked  at  me 
again,  then  held  the  scissors  to  the  Avhis- 
tie  without  cutting,  tlien  to  each  part,  and 
said,  "I  don't  want  to  cut  off  wheel;  1 
don't  want  to  cut  off  cow-catcher;  I  dbn't 
want  to  cut  off  whistle;  I  don't  want  to 
cut  off  bell ;"  and  he  did  not  do  it,  either. 
All  this  occurred  without  a  word  on  my 
part.  He  evidently  did  not  want  to  see 
the  engine  "all  torn";  and  although  he 
wanted  to  have  the  x^leasure  of  cutting, 
he  desisted,  that  he  might  not  destroy  it. 
I  then  gave  him  long  strips  of  paper  to 
snip,  that  he  might  enjoy  cutting  without 
destroying  anything. 

December  3,  1892.— To-day  for  the  first 
time  he  drew  a  "choo-choo''  for  himself. 
As  he  drew  it  he  explained  each  part  as 
noted  on  page  127,  and  handled  his  pencil 
very  rapidly.  He  is  just  two  years  and 
ten  months  old.  He  also  drew  what  he 
called  an  atomizer. 

Februavf/  4,  1893.  —He  is  nearly  three 
years  old,  and  has  begun  to  ask  questions 


persistently.  To-day  he  said  to  his  mo- 
ther, "Cousin  Eddie  be  a  boy,  mamma; 
why  doesn't  papa  be  a  boy?" 

I  began  to  sing  kindergarten  songs  for 
him  to-day,  taking  up  the  song  of  exercise 
first.  The  second  time  he  heard  me  sing 
it  he  tried  to  imitate  my  movements. 
The  third  time  he  did  it  correctly,  and  he 
sang  it  a  number  of  times. 

February  14,  1893. — He  is  now  three 
years  old.  He  seems  absorbed  in  cutting 
and  in  drawing,  and  the  first  thing  he 
calls  for  when  awake  is  scissors,  paper, 
and  pencil.  He  will  amuse  himself  in 
this  way  for  an  hour  at  a  time  at  least 
once  every  day. 

When  I  told  him  he  was  three  years 
old  and  his  father  thirty-three,  he  asked 
at  once  how  manv  threes  his  mother  was 
old. 

He  received  his  first  locomotive  a  year 
ago,  when  he  was  two  years  old.  To-day 
(three  years  old)  we  discovered  him  very 
busy  with  a  string  and  one  of  his  present 
stock  of  locomotives.  He  soon  called  to 
his  mother  to  come  and  see  what  he  had 
done.  "  See  the  connecting-rod,  mamma; 
see  how  it  works,"  and  so  it  did.  He  had 
fastened  the  string  to  the  centre  of  the 
driving-wheel,  coniiected  it  with  the  cyl- 
inder, and  was  delighted  with  the  result, 
possibly  because  he  felt  that  he  had  re- 
placed to  his  satisfaction  the  connecting- 
rod  that  had  been  accidentally  broken 
off  a  day  or  two  before,  but  just  as  likely 
because  he  felt  he  had  achieved  some- 
thing, which  characteristic  seems  to  be 
distinctly  noticeable  in  all  children  that 
are  not  feeble-minded. 

He  received  a  rabbit  for  a  birthday 
present,  and  it  bids  fair  to  rival  his  en- 
gines, judging  from  the  interest  he  takes 
in  it 

(The  record  shows  a  love  of  nature  and 
animals  that  is  fully  equal  to  the  evidence 
given  further  on  of  a  strong  bent  for  me- 
chanics. He  liad  at  various  times  as  pets 
—mice,  kittens,  dogs,  butterflies,  rabbits, 
snails,  tadpoles,  spiders,  frogs,  crabs,  etc., 
and  he  seems  to  have  learned  in  this  way 
to  be  gentle  with  anything  alive,  having 
been  known  to  lift  even  a  worm  out  of 
harm's  way  when  digging  in  his  garden.) 

October  2'^.  1893. -He  said  to-day,  "Lo- 
renzo learned  me  to  cry."  I  said,  "No; 
he  taught  you."  He  then  said,  "It  is  / 
that  learns,  isn't  it?"  He  is  three  and  a 
half  years  old  now. 

February  9, 1894. — I  was  trying  to  draw 
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a  pussy  for  liini,  and  ^vlieii  I  drew  tlie 
whiskers  I  said,  "  Doo-gies  don't  have 
wliiskers."  lie  said, ' '  No ;  they  have  oiil y 
Jleas." 

February  20,  1804. — Four  years  old. 
He  was  looking  at  a  laroe  picture  of  a 
naval  review,  and  ]x)inted  to  a  three-mast 
vessel,  and  said,  "I  never  saw  one  like 
that  before."  Then  pointing  to  two  walk- 
ing-beams, one  at  each  end  of  the  picture, 
he  said,  ''There  are  two  ferry-boats  like  I 
saw  on  tlie  ribber  when  I  was  at  Baby 

N \s  house.    There's  a  sail-boat.    There 

is  no  tug-boat  here.  What's  that?''  point- 
ing to  a  cannon.  I  said,  "Don't  you  re- 
member seeing  a  cannon  over  at  the 
square  where  there  is  a  statue?"  He  said, 
"Yes,"  and  asked  what  the  wheel  under 
it  meant,  and  tlie  ti-acks.  His  father  then 
explained  about  its  being  a  carriage  to 
wheel  around  the  cannon.  He  instantly 
asked  wliether  there  was  a  hinge  there  to 
make  it  go  around. 

December  25,  1894.— He  said  volunta- 
rily to-night,  for  his  prayer,  "I  love  you. 
God,  but  I  can't  always  do  what  x>leases 
you."  The  last  -svas  not  suggested.  Pie 
^luxd  been  told  that  God  liked  to  know  that 
little  boys  loved  him.  so  lie  folded  his 
hands,  buried  his  face  in  his  pillow,  and 
whispered  the  words.  Afterwards  he  said 
he  had  something  else  to  tell  God,  and 
said,  "  Please,  God,  tell  mamma  to  bring 
next  Christmas  for  my  kitty"  (said  kilty 
is  a  stiiiTed  cotton  ])rint  one)  "a  pair  of 
crutches  and  a  bed."  He  told  me  to-day 
that  she  was  lame.  All  imagination.  He 
idealizes  her — she  is  everything  to  him. 
He  takes  her  to  bed  with  him  every  night. 

December  2^. 1*^^^-^. — To-day  wlien  I  read 
to  him,  ''So  Tray  ])ut  his  fore  feet  in  the 
milk,"  he  asked,  "Do  two  and  two  make 
four?''  thinkingi  meant/o/n' feet.  Know- 
ing there  were  two  front  and  two  hind 
feet,  he  made  his  first  attempt  at  adding. 
I  said,  "Yes.  just  this  way,"  holding  up 
my  fingers:  "two  fingers  and  t\yo  lingers 
make  four  lingers."  He  held  up  his  lit- 
tle hand,  se])arated  the  fingers  in  twos, 
and  said,  "This  way,  one — two. one— two." 
counting  each  group.  I  said.  "Yes;  now 
how  many  altogether?"  He  counted. 
"  One,  two,  thi-ee,  four,"  and  was  satis- 
fied, whicli  li(^  is  oiilji  when  lie  under- 
stands the  replies  he  receives.  He  lun-er 
gives  u})  (]uestioning  until  he  understands. 
1  have  often  lieard  him  say.  "AYliatr — 
what  did  you  sayf'  meaning  that  he  did 
not  understand — not  that  he  did  not  hear: 


but  until  I  would  explain  to  others  they 
would  frequently  answer  iu  the  same 
words,  over  and  over  again,  to  every 
"  what"  he  gave.  He  did  not  know  how 
else  to  ask,  and  because  I  always  under- 
stood what  he  meant  by  ""  what."  he 
thought  others  did. 

I  did  not  explain  to  him  at  this  time 
about  fore  feet  meaning  front  feet,  for 
he  had  enough  to  consider  with  his  "  two 
and  two  makes  four." 

We  usually  find  out  some  way  of  mak- 
ing things  clear  by  going  fi-om  what  he 
knows  to  the  unknown  ;  as.  for  instance, 
he  asked  once  what  a  "  calf"  was,  and  I 
said,  '"A  little  cow."  He  said.  "Oh.  is 
that  the  way?"  and  asked  no  more.  We 
can  always  trust  to  his  asking  questions 
Avhen  he  ob.serves  anything  new.  for  he 
knows  that  he  will  be  answered.  He 
is  very  fond  of  SJovenJy  Peter.  AVhen 
asked  what  kind  of  a  book  it  was,  he  said, 
very  emphatically:  "  Sloveidij  Peter  was 
made  for  naughty  boys.  You  could  read 
it  to  good  boys  to  make  them  happy,  and 
to  naughty  boys  to  make  them  good; 
that's  what  it's  made  for."  i^An  incipierit 
reviewer.) 

This  evening,  when  in  the  same  room 
with  a  type-writer,  he  wanted  to  touch  it; 
the  stenographer  cautioned  him  not  to, 
and  we  heard  him  say  to  his  playmate 
(another  little  boy  of  four) :  " '  Come  aAvay, 
Leo.  ^Vllen  you  keep  looking  at  it.  it 
tempts  you  to  touch  it.  and  it  is  better  to 
go  away." 

Miss  B said  to  him   to-day.  in   the 

basement  of  a  toy-store.  "  Come.  Harold, 
let  us  go:  it  is  so  close  in  here."  He 
said.  "  Close  to  what  f 

May  23,  1895. — He  works  at  numbei's 
novr  in  a  very  curious  way.  He  just  sang 
to  himself:  "  I  wonder  how  many  thumbs 
there  are  in  the  world?  But  I  know. 
Mamma  doesn't  know.  She  has  two  and 
I  have  two.  and  that  makes  four  in  this 
room."  Then  he  said.  "And  that's  all 
ire  know."  Then  he  counted  up  fourteen 
thumbs  in  the  house,  for  seven  people. 

A  few  days  ago  he  wanted  t(^  lind  out 
lunv  numy  ])ennies  he  needed  to  make  a 
dt^llar.  He  had  seventy-four  cents.  He 
marked  on  a  slip  of  })aper.  as  may  be  seen 
in  tlie  illustration  at  the  top  of  ])age  loO, 
from  70  to  100.  and  then  beginning  at  74 
as  1,  he  counted  up  to  100,  ])utting  down 
each  number  from  1  to  15,  then  counting 
verbally,  as  if  he  had  found  it  was  not 
necessarv  to  write  out  each  number.      He 
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then  announced  ti'iuniplunitly  tliat  lie 
needed  twenty-six  pennies  to  make  a  dol- 
lar. There  were  two  persons  in  the  room 
to  whom  he  could  have  applied  had  he 
cared  to  ask,  hut  he  seems  to  ])refer  to 
lielp  himself  ,when  he  can,  and  we  do  not 
interfere.  He  does  not  suspect  that  he 
is  doing"  anything  unu- 
sual, therefore  he  is  al- 
ways ready  to  explain. 

He  said  the  other 
day,  "Is  the  sun  Jesus's 
lig-ht?"'  To-day  we  heard 
him  say,  "Six  and  thi'ee 
are  nine;  six  and  four 
are  ten.''  Hisauntasked 
him  how  he  knew  it.  He 
replied,  "I  know  that  six 
and  three  are  nine,  and 
four  is  one  more  than  three, and  ten  is  next 
to  nine,  so  it  must  be  so."  Then  he  turned 
to  his  mother  and  said,  "Mamma,  when 
you  g-et  me  a  rule  again,  get  me  a  five- 
inch  or  a  ten-inch  rule "  (instead  of  the 
regular  foot  rule,  which  puzzled  him),  "be- 
cause I  can  count  then  5 — 10—15—20—25.'' 


A    CIIOO-CIIOO   CUT   OUT   OF   PAPICI 


Some  time  between  October  and  De- 
cember we  found  amongst  his  papers  the 
efforts  at  numbers  shown  on  page  130. 
He  is  evidently  working  out  tlie  *'two" 
table  for  himself. 

He  has  learned  to  count  to  a  thousand 
with  very  little  effort,  by  simply  asking 
questions.  We  taught 
him  numbers  by  direct 
teaching  fi'om  one  to  ten  ; 
the  rest  he  I'easoned  out 
for  himself  by  asking  oc- 
casional questions.  At 
first  he  thought  of  num- 
ber as  meaning  only  one 
to  nine;  then  he  wanted 
to  know  what  came  next. 
We  counted  with  him  to 
twenty,  and  I  exi)lained 
that  when  he  reached  ten  it  was  the  same 
thing  over  again,  only  he  must  say  ten 
instead  of  one-and- naught,  and  eleven 
instead  of  one  and-one,  and  so  on.  I 
did  this  because  I  feared  lie  was  too 
young  to  attem})t  to  teach  him  about 
units,  tens,  and    hundreds    bv  name.      I 
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also  told  iiiin  tlial  wlicn  lie  rcaclicd  nine 
l(M'ii  it  lM'<:'aii  in  tlic  saiiK;  way  auain. 
only  with  t.wo  instead  of  one.  say  i  ni;-  he 
niiisL    nsc    twcntw    then    t  wciil  v  one.  etc-. 


He  tlion  asked 
wliat  cani(^  aftei- 
twenty-nine.  I 
said  he  should 
nse  three,  foui-. 
and  live,  and  so 
on,  in  the  same 
way  as  he  liad 
used  tvvo  in  twen- 
ty, lie  then  he- 
^•an  countinu-  to 
ninety-nine.  l)Ut 
saying-  three-ty 
and  live  -  ty  foi" 
thirty  and  lifty. 
until  I  eori-eeted 
him.  For  a  long- 
time at'tei'  this  he  tlioii,u-ht  only  of  num- 
bei's  as  consist  inu'  of  one  or  two  tio-- 
ures.  as.  for  instance.  8  or  24.  and  he 
was  perfectly  saIi-^lied  to  uo  no  fur- 
tJier  than  I*'.)  when  countinu-  foi-  his 
own  amusement.  it  was  at  lliis  stau'*' 
of  his  nuniher-work  tliat  I  found  liim 
interested  in  conyiuu-  ])rinted  numhers. 
He  asked  me  one  ilay  for  a  hoolv  that 
heu'an  at  pai:*'  1.  Af(cr  a  lou^-  seartdi 
I  found  an  old  pa])er 
novel  t  iiat  Itt^uan  wjili 
pau(^  1  on  tiie  opcniiiu- 
l)aL;-e  of  tlie  s;o)'y.  in- 
st(\ul  {)['  heu-inniuii".  a^ 
hook^  usually  do.  w  iiii 
paue  .")  or  (1.  Thi--  l>oi»ic 
1  uavc  to  him  \'ov  liis 
own.  Vov  two  weeks 
1  >aw  liini  at  various 
linu^s  lyiiio-  upon  liie 
AN  KAKi.v  KFKOKT.  tloor  witli  it.  a  juMicil. 


and  also  his  Slorfitly  Peter  book.  I  did 
not  trouble  to  look  into  what  he  was 
doinu'.  for  he  seemed  content:  and  when 
at  the  end  of  this  time  he  came  to  me  and 
said  that  Slorml/j  Peter  had  forty-fcnn 
l)au-es.  1  was  Ncry  nuudi  >urpri>ed.  I 
thouu'ht  lie  miuht  have  Lnies-ed  it.  so  I 
luiMied  to  pau'e  o.')  and  asked  him  what 
pau'c  it  was.  He  answci-ed  correctly  at 
once.  Then  I  lonlst-tl  im.)  liie  matter  fur- 
thei".  and  found  that  lu-  liad  taken  his 
pencil  and  had  cojjitnl  from  pai:"e  1  to  44 
in  the  novel,  and  iiad  luu  tiie  innnbers  at 
the  foot  of  the  ])aL:e  in  Slortnh/  I'rter. 
i>y  doin;^-  this  and  compar- 
ing- with  the  ]ti'inted  num])er 
above,  lie  had  learned  llie 
ap])earance  of  numiK-i's.  1 
said  nothing-  more  about  tlie 
matter  at  the  time,  but  from 
this  on  1  noticed  that  he  al 
ways  IvUew  nund)ers  when 
he  saw  iiiem.  (  )ne  day 
when  oil  the  ti'ain  lie  saw  a 
])assinu'ear  with  the  nunibei* 
;)24(m  its  side,  lie  instantly 
aslced  wliat  tiii'ee  niunbei's 
t(\i:-et]ier  meant.  I  told  him 
then     about     hundreds,    ex- 


E.^iu.v  (  rniNc 


x. 


\ 


inainiui:- tliat  after  i)9  came  TOO.  101.  and  so 
on  tiie  same  way  u]).  This  satisfied  him 
for  a  Ituii;-  time:  but  one  day.  when  on  the 
stiHH^t.  lie  noticed  a  house  numbered  21(15. 
and  asl\ed  me  what  four  numbc^i's  toji-ether 
meant.      I   then   explained  about   a  thou- 
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sand  comiiio-  after  909,  and  so  on  \\\)  to  record    liad    liis    questions    answered    ac- 

niillions,   billions,  trillions,  quadrillions,  cording-    to     American    counting-.       The 

etc.,  and  about  adding- three  more  naug-hts  record  also  shows  how  at  six  years  of  age 

to  each  one.      These  terms  seemed  to  take  he  found  out  for  himself  that  he  could 

his  fanc3%  and  he  often  asked  about  their  count  to  hundreds  on  the  type-writei*,  by 
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o  rd  e  r ;  a  n  d  one  d  a  y 
he  came  to  me 
and  exclaimed:  "  I 
could  count  to  qua- 
drillions if  I  had 
time  enough, could- 
n't I?  A  quadrill- 
ion has  fifteen  ci- 
phers." This  was 
before  he  was  six 
years  old. 

Dr.  Preyer,  who 
thought  the  child 
was  mistaken  in 
the  number  of  ci- 
phers, wrote:  "If 
the  child  exclaims 
at  this  age  that 
'a  quadrillion  has 
fifteen  ciphers,'  this 
wrong  statement 
should  not  be  men- 
tioned.    ...     If 

he  had  worked  it  out  by  threes,  then  he 
would  have  found  twenty-four  ciphers — 
a  million  having  six,  a  thousand  millions 
nine,  a  billion  twelve,  a  thousand  billions 
fifteen,  a  trillion  eighteen,  a  thousand 
trillions  twenty-one,  a  quadrillion  twenty- 
four.  It  would  have 
been  rathei' remark- 
able if  he  had  found 
this  by  himself." 

Dr.  Harris  ex- 
plains, however, 
that  the  child  was 
right,  for  Di*.  Prey- 
er counted  by  the 
Continental  meth- 
od, and  the  child 
referred  to    in  the 
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using  the  figures 
1  to  9,  and  the  let- 
ter o. 

He  took  up  print- 
ed letters  in  the 
same  easy  way 
that  he  worked  out 
numbers,  learning 
to  read  and  spell, 
eventually,  bj^  the 
aid  of  memory  and 
by  comparison  of 
the  words  he  knew 
fi'om  memory  with 
the  printed  words 
before  hitn.  His 
illustrated  books  of 
pigs,  cats,  dogs,  etc., 
furnished  him  Avith 
sufiicient  material 
for  this  soi't  of 
work,  and  his  in- 
terest was  ko])t  up 
by  the  illustrations,  and  sufficient  admix- 
ture of  out-door  ]day  to  create  a  desire  for 
in-dooi"  amusement. 

His  efforts  at  free-hand  figure-drawing 
in    his    liflh    yeai'  show    steady    ini])i'ove- 
seen    from    the    series 
of    cuts     on     ])age 
131. 

Hiscontinued  in- 
tei-est  in  mechani- 
cal work,  boats,  etc., 
may  be  seen  from 
the  drawings  on 
page  132.  The  cut 
on  page  133  was 
given  just  as  repre- 
sented, in  response 
to  the  request  of  a 
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plavmate  of  five,        a  n  ^-     ^    -7  n -^     ~^  .  -~,r<—, -^  -  n  ^     ^    n  /v^oi    nieant  :        '*  sali- 
wl,;,  sai,l  l,c  <li<i     f^t/X{Sl't.l^7^7^'S7'^'?^^^Jim    va.-" materials.- 

pai'ts    ol    an    cii-    -  \.  --j..w.^.^ _^^- 


|\V     >I.\NV     l'KN.MK>    UK    NKIODi;!)    TO    M  .\  K  K    A    DOI.l.AU 


torv."     ■'  boast." 
<^in(',    wiKM'cupoii  """    " —   ......>.......  .,r... .,...,  .w  ...........  ,,v.........  .^,jj     ••  iiid(^>lriu-- 

lic        (li'cw        tlic  lible.""  ilecaiiiio: 

parts  and  ^-a.vc  tlie  iianui  of  t'acli  i)arl  as  undcrsiand  why  .some  of  bis  toy  books  are 
noted,  <j;Mvin<i-  aJ,  tlie  same  time  a  ^rai)bic  called  "■  iMdestriielii)le  ""  wbt-n  tiiey  can  l>e 
de.sci'iption  of  bow  <'acii  part  worked.  destroyed.      lie  ofttMi  asks  nie  auout  it. 

Septe)}ib(>r  IJ,  bSl)(). — Harold  asked  me  Oc/'o^c/-,  1806.  — He  said  lo-niulit.  wlien  in 
to-day  wbal  ''absorb"  meant,  and  bow  IxhI,  ""I  })ui:  my  liaiids  over  my  eyes,  and 
frogs  absoi'bed  moisture.      I  bad  just  been     i  see  the  loveliest  colors:  and  I  say.  col- 


aa^ 


-zSiANr.JiYL,Nfyr,^;?,:f-^ 


A-dOV,fj^:\tKJY'/pp. 


mQj 


"  TWO   TIMKS   TWO 


EAKLY    PIUNTING  — HOW    HK    A-KKD    FOR    A    DERIUCK. 


telling"  him  that  frogs  came  out  on  rainy  ors.  please  come  back  uniil  I  go  to  sleep."' 

day'.s  for  a  drink,  when  they  would  absorb  Then  he  began  to  sing: 

tlie  rain  through  little  holes  in  their  bod-  -  p^.;^,.  eo'.ovs,  please  eome  baek, 

ies.      He   listened   intently,   then   said,   as  l';;til  1  go  to  sleep; 

he  waseatinu-  some  briMd'and  milk.  ••  See.  I  ^^'1'  ^'■t'ver  see  vou  apain. 

mv  bread  absorbs  I  nnll  eat  a  big  b.n. 


the  milk." 

Septouber  IG, 
1896.— When  go- 
ing to  New^  York 
today  he  said,  as 
he  stood  in  the 
aisle.  "  ]\Iamma, 
the  faster  the 
train  goes  the 
easier  it  is  to 
stand  ;  it  goes 
over  the  bumps 
quick<M'."  'i'licn 
))ointing  to  the 
sign  "■  Hrinking- 
Waler."  he  said. 


J.    K.  \   ■&^'  '"^  '"^"  "■'" 
W.  N:  Q'  ^  ''"'  -  ■^*''-- 

p-  Q-  R.-  ^■Ai :  [^    .  - 


.  T)^ 


Dear    eolors,    please 

eonie  baek; 
I'll  iu'\'er  disturb  you 

auain, 
rmil  liavdawn  brings 

the  light. 

You     daiiing     little 

eolors  gay, 
Make    ilie    prettiest 

oiK'S  vou  (jVfr  haii." 


^mi   Vv    ^-^l^/  V...  W.  .'7:T^p^.b.-U:      Then       he      fell 
y  w^      .^        _    ,        _  ^^""^^  aslee}). 

A.y^.5  ;/^v't  C.^A.  .    \\-.}^,V\:~tk'^\  To-night. when 

singing   to    him- 
self. "  Dit'sisl  die 


.?- 


i:ai;i  Y  rr.iNTiNi; 


]\Iutter   lie!)  nnd 
gut."  he   sang  it 

''Don't  they  kno\v  it's  drinking- water :"  in  German  tii'st.  then  in  English:  then 
She  said,  "  Yes."  TIumi  he  said.  "  \Yhy  he  tried  to  say  tlic  woi-ds  without  the 
do  they  put  the  sign   up:"  music,  and    succeeded    with  the  (ierriian, 

His  questions  to  day  wtM'e  idiietly  abtvat  but  when  he  got  to  the  third  line  of  the 
words.  He  came  to  me  at  ditVereiit  times  English  words  he  had  to  sing  it  to  get  it: 
with    the    following-,    asidug    what    e:u'ii      tlien  he  repeated  it   until  he  felt   sure  of 
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Icu  A^.  ^^' 


it.  In  this  way 
lie  goes  over  his 
day's  acquire- 
ments while 
falling  asleep- 
sings,  talks,  and 
counts  to  him- 
self—and occa- 
sionally tries  to 


has   a   fashion    now   of   spelling   all    the 
words    he    knows    how    to    spell    when 
telling    us    something,  as,  for    instance, 
"  M  -  a  -  m  -  m  -  a 
come   t-o   d-i-n-     '  .•>i««k«.p»,  ^  ^-i 

n-e-r."  Then  she 
spells  "come" 
for  him,  and  he 
has    one    word 


get  me  to  answer 
a  question.  Not 
man}'  days  ago. 
when  I  supposed 
he  was  asleep,  we 
heard  him  call  out, 
"  How  much  is 
twice  thirty-four?" 
I  told  him.  He  re- 
peated my  answer, 
and       soon       fell 


^^X-.. 


xy 


.^ 
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W 


U 


m'^L 


JvV^^O/^ 


'=^'/  t 


J) 


■y 


asleep.  I  never  knew 
what  led  up  to  the  ques- 
tion, hut  he  often  asks 
disconnected  questions 
like  the  above,  after  a 
period  of  quiet,  during 
which  his  brain  is  ap- 
parently at  work  over 
something  that  jDuzzles 
him.  He  has  taken  a 
fancy  lately  to  have 
me  spell  words  that 
are  new  to  him,  with- 
out pronouncing  them, 
in  order  that  he  may  guess  at  them  by 
the  sound  of  the  letters. 

To-night  I  gave  him  s-h-o-e,  and  told 
him  oe  was  pronounced  like  oo  in  too, 
and  to  put  the  sound  sh  in  front.  He 
tried  it  several  times  before  he  got  the 
word  right,  and  was  then  very  much 
pleased  to  find  he  could  spell  shoe.  We 
then  tried  p-1-e-a-s-e  in  the  same  way, 
which  at  first  he  got  as  "place,"  In  this 
way  he  is  learning  how  to  spell  many 
words  while  he  plays,  and  he  now  reads 
a  number  of  short,  easy  sentences.      He 


HIS   TET   BUTTlCIiFLY. 


more.  Sometimes  I  take 
up  a  word  like  "grew," 
for  instance,  give  him 
the  sounds,  and  ask  him  for  the  word. 
He  first  called  grew  "garew,"  then  tried 
it  faster,  and  eventually  was  delighted  to 
find  it  was  a  word  of  which  he  knew 
the  meaning.  This  knowledge  he  gains 
very  easily  with  play  that  he  enjoys. 

To-night  he  asked  me  what  "  a-p  e-n  " 
spelled.  I  said  it  was  no  word;  then  ho 
tried  again,  and  said  "a-p-r-n."  I  said 
again  it  was  no  word,  although  I  knew 
what  he  was  trying  to  spell.  Then  he 
said,  impatiently,  "Well,  how  do  you 
spell  apron?"     Then  I  told  him. 

He  will  take  a  word  like  old,  or  any 
simple  word  he  knows,  and  beginning 
with  the  first  letter  of  the  alphabet,  he 
will  spell  to  himself  and  try  to  pronounce 
each  combination,  thus:  a-o-l-d,  6  old. 
c-o-l-d,  d-o-l-d,  e-o-l-d. /-o-l-d,  etc.,  all  the 
way  through  to  z.  He  tells  me  this  is 
how  he  is  learning  all 
by  himself  how  to  s])ell 
new  words.  He  often 
does  this  before  falling 
asleep,  and  asks  me  some 
such  question  as  whether 
e-o-l-d  makes  a  word. 

Ocfoher  8.  1896.— To- 
day he  asked,  ''What  is 
meant  to  die  a  ])aiiiful 
death?"         I     said,     "A 
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)-day.  when  I  told  liini 
Iressed    lie    iniu-lit   plav 


THK    IK 
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\va<4'()n  I'uniiiiiLi"  over  and  killing-  liim 
would  be  a  painful  death."  He  then 
said,  "And  if  tiiev  (higged  a  sword  in 
yon?" 

He  said  to  nie  t 
that  after  heino-  ( 
in  the  i-ooni  in  whicli  I  was  ti-ying-  to 
sleep,  "You  tell  God  to  keep  nie  out 
of  teni])tation  "  (alludinfi"  to  the  Lord's 
])rayerl.  "hut  if  you  dress  nie  and  let  me 
l)lay  in  there  while  you  want  to  slee]).  it 
will  tempt  me  to  talk  to  you." 

October  12. — He  said  to-day.  "  How 
wotild  it  feel  if  I  had  eyt's  in  the  back  of 
my  head?"  I  replied.  "  I  do  not  know." 
Then  he  said.  "  \Vell.  suiipose  I  cut  a  rat 
in  two  ])ieces.  and  tlnui  cut  one  of  the 
pieces  in  two.  would  that  ])iece  feel  it:" 
To  this  query  I  re])lied.  "No."  He  won- 
dered why.  I  answered  because  it  was 
separated  from  the  head.  Then  he  won- 
dered wliy  ao'ain.  I  told  liim  that  there 
were  nerves  going-  to  the  brain  (his 
"  think,"  as  he  calls  it)  telling-  when  any- 
tliing-  hurt.  I  told  him  also  about  the 
sensitiveness  of  the  finger-tips.  He  ex- 
perimented, then  said.  "Are  there  nerves 
in  the  nails,  too.""  I  was  nt)t  quite  sure, 
but  I  said.  "Yes."  He  looked  at  them, 
tlien  said.  "How  can  one  see  through  the 
nails  and  not  see  any  nerves.'"  I  was 
forced  to  divert  him  then,  and  I  must 
study  np  ])hysiolog-y. 

AVhen  walking  along  the  street  to-day, 
he  said  to  me.  "I  suppose  if  we  liad  no 
nerves,  and  we  shut  our  eyes,  we  wouldn't 
know  we  are  walking." 

October  17.  1896.  —  He  evidently  ])uzzles 
about  two.  too.  and  to.  I  just  heai'd  him 
saying  to  liimself.  as  he  is  lying  in  bed 
trying  to  fall  asleep.  "1  am  going  at  two 
o'clock.  Are  you  going  to  town?  Y'es, 
I  am  going,  too."  accenting  each  one. 
Then  he  said.  "One.  t-w-o"  (spelling-  the 
wordsh  "one  t-o-o.  and  one  t-o."  turned 
over,  and  began  whistling  a  tune  he  heai'd 
a  band  ]day  to-day. 

Some  time  afterwards  he  asked  me 
what  a  hard  g  and  soft  g  meant.  I 
explained.  Then  he  asked  for  a  hard 
a  1)  and  c.  and  I  ex]>lained  that  not  all 
letters  had  hard  sounds  and  soft  sounds; 
then  I  said  cake  and  cent  foi-  him.  to  show 
the  ditl'erence  in  the  c's.  He  said:  "  How 
about  knife.'  I  should  think  n  stood  for 
knife."  T  said.  "No:  it  is  k- :  but  it  is  a 
silent  lettei'."  He  was  satislitul  with  tliis, 
and  asked  next.  "  What  is  whiiiey  ov  fret- 
tv  —  lettino-   vour    voice   drop    down    like 


A    STUDY    OF    A    CHILD. 


133 


this?"  giving  an 
illustration  of 
it.  Then  he  fell 
asleep, 

October  19.— 
To-day  he  said, 
"  Isn't        twice 
twenty,  forty?" 
I  replied:  "Yes. 
How    much    is 
twice  nineteen?" 
He      said,      "  I 
don't  know  un- 
less I  go  straight  up."     I  asked,  "  How 
do  you  do  it?"     He  replied,  "Why,  twice 
twelve  is  twenty-four,  2  X  13  =  26,  2  X  14  = 
28,"  and   he    went   on   until   he   reached 
twice    nineteen  is  thirty-eight,  evidently 
having    found    out 
that  the  two  table 
up   to    twelve    was 
made     by     adding 
two  each  time;    so 
he  experimented  up 
to  forty  and  asked 
me  as  above.     This 
is  the   way  he  has 
experimented     and 
found     out     much 
that  he  knows  about 
numbers. 

November  Q.lSm. 
— He  said  to-day, 
"  What  does  at- 
mosphere mean  ?" 
I    said,     "  The    air 

around  us."  Theiihesaid:  "Doestheair 
mean  atmosphere,  or  does  atmosphere 
mean  air?  I  thought  atmosphere  meant 
a  kind  of  sickness.  Oh,  it's  esterics 
[hysterics]  I  meant — what  I  was  thinking 
of.  Why  do  they  call  it 
'esterics?'  They  might  call 
it  '  can't  stop  it.'  " 

I  heard  him  say  to-day 
to  a  little  girl  whose  word 
he  doubted,  "Honest  and 
truthly?" 

November  24,  1896.— To- 
day he  asked  his  mother 
whether  the  germs  of 
whooping  -  cough  got  it 
themselves  (meaning  the 
cough  by  "it").  Shf^  said, 
"No."  '^He  said,  "  Tiien 
how  do  they  give  it  to 
us?" 

We  have  been  reading  a 
story  in   which    the   giants 
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that  were  killed 
were  a  num- 
ber of  bad  hab- 
its and  char- 
acteristics, and 
those  who  help- 
ed to  kill  them 
were  the  good 
fairies.  The 

following  ques- 
tions are  mine, 
and  the  an- 
swers his — and 
his  understanding  of  his  own  natui-e  is 
pretty  accurate. 

Bad  temper?    Half  dead.    Carelessness? 

Nearly   dead.      Selfishness?     Half    dead. 

Laziness?     Dead.     Disobedience?     Dead. 

Lies?     Dead.      Un- 

, tidiness?  Half  dead. 

^ J        Exaggeration  ?  Pret- 

^-'*— *  ty      nearly      dead. 

Fear?  Half  dead. 
Love  of  praise  ? 
1-16  to  kill.  Boast- 
fulness?  Dead.  Con- 
cealment (which 
he  called  sneakful- 
ness)?  1-100  to  kill: 
nearly  dead.  Bitter 
words?  1-1000  lo 
kill.  Hate?  Quite 
dead.  Anger?  1-10 
to  kill.  Cruelty? 
Dead.  I  can't? 
1-1,000.000,000  to 
kill.  Delay  not?  Pretty  neai-ly  dead  :  half 
to  be  killed.  Bashfulness?  Nearly  dead. 
Proudfulness  (his  own  term)?     Dead. 

He  said,  from  memory,  that  the  fairies 
to  hel])  you  Idll  the  giants  were  loveful- 
ness,  courage,  self-control, 
obedience,  honesty,  ])a- 
tience,  good  temper,  kind- 
ness, diligence,  courtesy, 
gratitude,  aiul  pei-sever- 
ance,  which  he  said  meant 
"  try,  try  again." 

October,  1 896.  —The  1 1  ot  es 
on  ])age  i:>4  show  how  he 
tried  to  leai-n  to  wi'ite.  A 
vertical  writing  chart  was 
placed  above  his  little  ta- 
ble, and  we  saw  tliat  paper 
and  pencils  and  his  chair 
wei'e  always  ready  for 
him,  should  he  want  to  try 
it.  He  wi-ote  a  letter  to 
a     favorite     kindei'o-artner 
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the  first  day 
lie  received 
it.  askiuo-  hk^ 
liow  to  s])ell 
tlie  words  lie 
did  not  laiow 
but  liuntii)^ 
tli(^  letlei's 
liiiuself  by 
])eatiiio-  the 
j)lial)et  as 
looked  for 
lettei"  lie  wanted. 
l>(;fore  six  weeks 
bad  ])assed  lie 
knew  tlie  whole 
chart  from  mem- 
ory, yet  he  never 
I'eceived  direct 
teaching'  from  it, 
nor  did  I  tell  him 
g-ether  when  makii 
this  from  the  beg 
he  used  was  caref 


/X\jrJX/<i 
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to  join  the  lettei's  to-  numbers,  as  shown  in 

ig-  the  words.      He  did  i)age  135,  and   explain 

inning-,  for   the    chart  carry  1  by  placing   a 

nlly  prepared  to  meet  next   column    to    the 


ther     to-day: 
"  Mamma.     I 
am  like  a  lit- 
tle tree  gn-ow- 
ing:  bad  l.)oys 
]nill       me       over 
crooked,  and  y«.u 
straightt-n  me.    If 
mothers  didn't  do 
this.      the       boys 
couldn't         g'-row 
straight  ^vhen 

they  get  older. 
h;it  would  be 
crooked." 

.1/)/-//  24.  1S97. 
—  To-dayhe  want- 
ed to  know  what 
adding  meant.     I 
put     down     some 
the  illustration  on 
ed   to  him  how  to 
figure   1    over  the 
left    when    he    had 
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this  need.  One  day  I  saw  him  slip  a  counted  beyond  10.  and  put  down  the  re- 
cover over  some  of  the  letters  on  the  up-  maining  number  underneath  the  column 
per  row  of  the  chart,  by  hanging  an  en-  he  had  just  added. 
velo])e  bv  its  flap  on 

•j:V4  4r^> 

4(iS  addition.  'JiU  subtraiiion. 


the  up[)er  edge  of  the 
chart.  I  aslvcd  him 
why  h(^  did  it.  I[«^ 
replitnl.  "  1  wanted  it 
so  1  can  learn  tlie  let- 
ters without  seeing 
them  so."  illustrat- 
ing by  lirst  covering 
a  and  h  and  then 
writing  the  letters, 
then  moving  the  en- 
velope along  over  c 
ami  (/.  and  so  on. 

April    23,  1S07.— 
He    said    to    his   mo- 


til  4(1'^  iiuiltiplicatioii. 
•J34  division. 
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He  needed  but  one 
telling,  and  the  fig- 
ures underiu'ath, 
with  tlu^  I's.  ai-e  his 
own.  Tiie  linal  il- 
lustration is  his  own 
altogether. 

J?//// 2 1.1 897. —The 
accompanying  illus- 
tration shows  one  of 
his  efforts  to  under- 
stand the  ])rinci})le 
underlying  addition, 
subtraction.  multi- 
])lication.  and  divi- 
sion. aft(M'  I  bad  ex- 
]>lained  to  him  with 
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the     figures      on 
page  134. 

He  experiment- 
ed tlien  for  liini- 
self  for  a  long 
time,  using  iiis 
own  numbei's,and 
using  tliem  cof- 
rectly,  as  indi- 
cated. 

In  this  way  he 
is  daily  enlarging 
the  boundaries  of 
his  knowledge ; 
and  the  more  he 
acquires  the  great- 
er is  his  desire  for 
shows  that  he  is  keen 
comprehend,  and  has 


ory,  which,  with 
his  indicated  self- 
control,  will  make 
all  future  work 
easy.  He  shows 
no  sign  of  phys- 
ical strain;  he  is 
only  a  romi)ing, 
hearty,  obedient 
boy  of  seven, full 
of  fun ;  and  in- 
stead of  taking 
his  lessons  as  a 
task,  he  is  always 
more  eager  to 
learn  than  his 
study.  The  record  parents  are  willing  to  have  him  taught, 
to  observe,  quick  to  His  mind  is  thus  rapidly  expanding  with- 
an  excellent  mem-     out  endangering  his  physical  equilibrium. 


WRITTEN   SPONTANEOUSLY  FROM   MEMORY   AFTER  SIX 
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A    CENTUEY    OF    CUBAN    DIPLOMACY— 1705  to  1S95. 


BY   PROFESSOR  ALBERT  BUSIINELL   HART. 


''  TTfHETHER  the  West  Indies  are 
T  T  naturally  parts  of  the  North 
American  continent  is  a  question  of  curi- 
ous speculation,"  said  Thomas  Pownall 
in  1780;  "the  whole  must  in  the  course 
of  events  become  parts  of  the  great  North 
American  domain."  That  a  centurj^  and 
a  fifth  have  passed  ^vithout  the  fulfilment 
of  this  prophecy  is  a  marvel  in  the  his- 
tory of  a  changeful  world;  and  it  is  the 
purpose  of  this  article  to  show  why  Cuba, 
the  most  valuable  of  the  West  Indies, 
has  so  long  lain  within  the  boundar^^  of 
the  Spanish  Empire. 

What  Cuba  has  been  and  is,  all  the 
world  know^s — the  first  important  land  to 
be  discovered  b}^  Europeans;  with  its 
neighbor,  Porto  Rico,  the   last    remnant 
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of  a  mighty  Spanish  empire  in  America. 
How  Cuba  has  been  governed  and  ex- 
ploited for  four  centuries  is  a  matter  of 
history;  the  colonial  policy  of  S])ain  has 
from  the  beginning,  and  in  all  her  colo- 
nies, aimed  to  throw  the  profits  of  colonial 
trade  into  the  hands  of  home  merchants. 
The  rigor  of  the  system  has  defeated  its 
own  ends,  for  it  invited  evasion;  and  cor- 
ruption of  the  colonial  official  has  from 
time  immemorial  been  a  part  of  the  for- 
eign merchant's  expense  account.  Yet 
from  the  first  one  colony-  has  furnished 
enough  taxes  and  customs  to  give  a  large 
revenue  to  the  mother-country;  that  col- 
ony is  Cuba. 

For  this  tropical  island  has  the  natu- 
ral elements  of  great  wealth;  its  area  of 
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43,000  square  miles  lias  a  sea-coast  of  over 
2000  miles;  it  is  accessible  in  nearly  every 
part,  and  stands  at  the  crossways  of  two 
international  hi^i'liways,  from  the  United 
States  to  eastern  South  America,  and  from 
P^urope  to  the  Gulf  of  Mexico.  Besides  its 
sta})le  crops  of  su<;-ar  and  tobacco,  it  has 
valuable  timber,  fi-uit,  and  minei-als,  and 
its  cxi)orts  were  in  1894  worth  more  than 
a  hundred  million  dollars.  Politically  it 
is  now  the  only  West  India  island  of  con- 
sequence; and  it  has  steadily  increased  in 
poi)ulation  and  importance. 

As  for  the  Spaniards  in  Cuba,  they  are 
not  governors,  but  masters  ;  they  have 
held  by  military  gai-rison,  and  they  aie 
a  race  not  much  disturbed  by  human 
suffering.  They  were  worse  slave-nuis- 
ters  even  than  Anglo-Saxons;  they  have 
for  ages  been  accustomed  to  a  vindic- 
tiveness  in  war  which  finds  vent  in  the 
massacre  of  prisoners  and  the  pillage  of 
non-combatants.  Their  system  of  legal 
procedure,  like  that  of  all  Latin  nations, 
shocks  the  Anglo-Saxon  by  its  harshness 
to  the  suspect  and  its  cruelty  to  the  con- 
victed. Colonial  authorities  have  a  des- 
])otic  '^ower,  and  they  cannot  be  etfec- 
tively  controlled  from  Spain.  The  Cu- 
bans are  of  the  same  race,  but  in  all  the 
Spanish  colonies  the  native  Spaniard  has 
held  himself,  and  is  held  by  the  home 
government,  above  the  colonist  Avhose 
father  was  .a  Spaniard.  Lender  such  cir- 
cumstances, the  administration  of  Cuba 
has  always  been  exasperating  to  neigh- 
boring peoples,  and  most  of  all  to  the 
United  States. 

Political  and  race  elements  in  Cuba 
have  been  much  confused,  owing  to  the 
negro  population,  and  to  a  division  of  sen- 
timent among  white  Cubans.  L'p  to  1878 
six  classes  might  be  distinguished  in  the 
population— Spaniards,  white  Cubans  ad- 
lierent  to  the  Spaniards,  white  Cubans 
opposed  to  the  administration,  mulattoes 
(many  of  them  owners  of  property),  free 
blacks,  and  slaves.  In  1895  there  were 
but  two  distinct  classes— a  Spanish  party 
of  S})aniards  and  Cubans,  and  a  Cuban 
])arty.  Throughout  the  century,  how- 
ever, others  besides  Spaniards  and  the 
Cubans  have  taken  \\\n  in  Cuban  affairs. 
Professional  Sjianisli  -  American  rev(>lu- 
tionists.  such  as  Santa  Anna  and  Lopez, 
liave  ])lanned  to  rouse  the  sluggish  Cu- 
bans; for  many  years  there  has  been  a 
class  of  Cubans  who  have  naturalized  in 
tlie   L'^nited    States   and  then  returned  to 


Cuba  to  live;  and  a  small  but  ardent 
class  of  native  Cubans,  often  Spani.sh  sub- 
jects, has  made  the  L'nited  Slates  a  base 
of  revolutionary  schemes  Finally,  in 
all  the  Cuban  troubles  tliei-e  have  l»een 
plenty  of  Americans  born  who  were  ea-j^'V 
to  join  in  expeditions  to  Cuba,  and  thii- 
in  war  on  Spain. 

Diplomatically  s{ieaking.Cuba  has  been 
not  a  subject,  but  an  object :  it  has  no 
authority  to  negotiate  or  settle  any  for- 
eign question.  Cuban  diplomacy  is  only 
Spanish  diplomacy  at  long  i-ange.  foi-  tlie 
Captains-General  have  gi-eat  authority  to 
disturb  foreign  i-esidents  and  to  take  for- 
eign property,  but  none  to  redress  griev- 
ances or  to  make  indemnities.  Evei-y 
disputed  question  is  settled — or.  rather,  is 
put  off — at  Madrid,  and  impatient  Anglo- 
Saxons  get  weary  of  the  S])anish  Foreign 
Olhce.  ^vhel•e  everything  i>  pronjised  and 
nothing  is  done. 

One  reason  for  habitual  diplomatic  de- 
lays is  that  Spain  has  been  for  a  century 
a  declining  power,  and  takes  refuge  in 
})rocrastination.  The  Spaniards  governed 
ill  in  1795.  but  at  least  they  governed 
widely;  from  the  Mississippi  River  to 
the  Pacitic.  from  Oregon  to  Cape  Horn, 
from  the  boundary  of  Georgia  to  the 
Dutch  in  Surinam,  from  the  La  Plata 
southward  —  coasts,  islands,  and  interior 
were  Spanish.  Yet  that  seeming  empire 
was  already  shattered:  and  in  the  fii'st 
third  of  the  century  the  Spanish  conti- 
nental empire  crumbled  away,  till  Spain 
remained  an  American  power  only  in  re- 
taining Cuba  and  Porto  Rico. 

The  Spanish  nation  was  still  warlike 
and  tenacious:  it  lost  its  colonies  not  be- 
cause they  were  strong,  but  because  the 
home  country  was  decaying.  In  1795 
Spain  was  swept  into  the  maelstrom  of 
the  Napoleonic  wars,  and  the  French 
treated  her  in  succession  as  an  enemy, 
ally,  dupe,  dependent  ]">rovince.  and  de- 
spau'ing  rebel.  When  in  1807  the  King 
of  Spain  was  put  under  lock  and  key  by 
Napoleon,  the  Spanish  colonies  began  to 
take  charge  of  their  own  affairs,  and 
tiiey  never  for  a  moment  acknowledged 
French  domination.  In  1814  they  re- 
turned to  a  nonunal  allegiance  to  S}">ain  ; 
but  they  had  tasted  the  sweets  of  inde- 
peridence:  they  broke  loose  again,  and  by 
1823  Spain  had  nothing  left  on  the  con- 
tinent of  America  except  an  empty  claim 
to  sovereignty  and  the  two  castles  of 
Callaoand  San  Juan  de  Ulloa. 
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Since  that  time  the  hold  of  Spain  on 
Cuba  has  always  been  that  of  a  harsh 
administration  in  a  disaffected  province. 
The  Spanish  principle  has  been  that 
of  "stick  fast"  — to  grant  nothing  in 
privileges,  reforms,  territory,  or  humane 
treatment,  except  under  pressure.  If  the 
Cubans  wanted  a  better  government  the 
only  method  that  they  knew  has  been  to 
revolt.  Under  these  conditions  Cuba 
would  long  since  liave  ceased  to  be  Span- 
ish had  there  not  been  a  third  element  in 
the  problem— the  will  and  the  diplomacy 
of  the  United  States  of  America. 

Said  John  Quincy  Adams  in  1823: 
"From  a  multitude  of  considerations 
Cuba  has  become  an  object  of  transcen- 
dent importance  to  the  commercial  and 
political  interests  of  our  Union,  Its 
commanding  position  ....  the  nature  of 
its  productions  and  of  its  wants,  furnish- 
ing the  supplies  and  needing  tlie  returns 
of  a  commerce  immensely  profitable  and 
mutually  beneficial,  give  it  an  importance 
in  the  sum  of  our  national  interests  with 
which  that  of  no  other  foreign  territory 
can  be  compared,  and  little  inferior  to 
that  which,  binds  the  different  members 
of  this  Union  together." 

The  commercial  and  military  reasons 
upon  which  Adams  dwelt  have  grown 
stronger  in  the  last  three-quarters  of  a 
century,  for  trade  has  advanced,  and  the 
enormous  development  of  the  Mississippi 
Valley  and  of  the  Gulf  coast,  and  the 
likelihood  of  an  Isthmian  canal,  give  new 
strategic  importance  to  the  h old er  of  C uba. 
A  strong  national  sympathy  for  the  Cu- 
bans has  also  shown  itself  whenever,  as 
in  1822-6,  1849-51,  and  1868-78,  the  Cu- 
bans have  seemed  likely  to  throw  off  the 
Spanish  rule. 

Another  factor  is  the  land-hunger  of 
the  people  of  the  United  States  —  their 
natural,  hearty,  and  irrepressible  desire 
to  make  a  large  country  larger;  their 
conviction  that  Anglo-Saxon  civiliza- 
tion must  prevail  over  Latin  civilization 
where  they  come  in  conflict.  Since  so 
much  of  our  present  territory  has  fallen 
from  or  been  wrested  from  the  hands  of 
Spain  or  Spain's  successors,  perhaps  we 
feel  that  the  reversion  of  Cuba  is  ours. 

With  so  many  strong  interests  in  Cuba, 
it  was  long  ago  predicted  that  the  United 
States  would  seize  it;  but  a  study  of  the 
records  of  the  century's  diplomacy  shows 
that,  on  the  contrary,  conservative  x^'in- 


ciples  have  long  ago  got  a  lodgement 
in  the  national  consciousness,  and  have 
held  the  nation  back  from  interference. 
Toward  Spain,  for  instance,  the  United 
States  has  been  usually  friendly;  and  we 
have  understood  that  no  third  power  could 
take  Cuba  if  Spain  were  upheld  there; 
but  it  has  been  a  general  belief  that  Span- 
ish rule  would  eventually  break  down  by 
its  own  weight.  Toward  other  powers 
the  United  States  has  always  said  "  hands 
off'"  whenever  they  showed  an  incli- 
nation for  Cuba.  Toward  the  Cubans 
there  lias  been  the  feeling  that  in  any 
quarrel  with  Spain  they  must  be  in  the 
right,  but  that  they  could  not  give  assur- 
ance of  a  permanent, orderly  government. 
In  any  commotion  in  Cuba  the  rights  of 
Americans  are  to  be  vigorously  protect- 
ed, and  no  other  nations  have  any  right 
to  take  part  in  the  controversy.  As  for 
annexation,  as  often  as  an  opportunity 
to  acquire  Cuba  has  come,  the  nation  has 
deliberately  refused. 

It  is  the  purpose  of  this  article  to  show 
how  these  various  principles  have  grown 
up  during  the  hundred  years  from  the 
first  Spanish  treaty  in  1795  to  the  second 
Cuban  rebellion  of  1895.  The  century's 
diplomacy  may  be  conveniently  divided 
as  follows:  (1)  From  1795  to  1807  we  de- 
sired friendship  and  commerce  with  all 
the  Spanish  dominions,  including  Cuba. 

(2)  In  1807-9  we  feared  the  annexation 
of  the  whole  Spanish  Empire  to  France. 

(3)  In  1819-26  we  feared  the  annexation 
of  Cuba  by  England.  (4)  From  1826  to 
1845  we  feared  and  probablj^  prevented  the 
independence  of  the  Cubans.  (5)  From 
1848  to  1861  successive  administrations 
feared  both  Spanish  and  Cuban  mastery, 
and  strove  to  annex  the  island.  (6)  In  the 
insurrection  of  1868-78  the  first  care  of 
our  government  was  the  protection  of  its 
own  citizens,  and  its  second  interest  was 
the  stopping  of  a  devastating  civil  war; 
though  annexation  seemed  possible,  it 
was  put  aside.  (7)  From  1878  to  1895  the 
United  States  strove  to  extend  its  com- 
merce with  Cuba  and  to  ])rotect  investors, 
without  questioning  Spain's  control. 

No  one  can  study  Cuban  diplomacy 
without  coming  to  strong  convictions; 
but  it  is  not  the  purpose  of  this  article  to 
applaud,  to  defend,  or  to  criticise,  our  na- 
tional policy.  It  is  the  historian's  duty 
to  relate  facts  in  their  logical  connection; 
the  reader's  privilege  to  make  deductions 
for  himself;  the  statesman's  difficult  task 
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to  «i])ply  tlie  lessons  of  tlie  past  to  present 
problems. 

In  the  nef^-otiations  for  tlie  treaty  of 
1795,  JeH'ersoii,  then  Secretary  of  State, 
})ut  on  record  a  principle  wliicli,  with  few 
exceptions,  has  ever  since  been  observed. 
He  declared  tliat  "  we  sliould  liave  no- 
thing to  do  with  conquest,"'  and  that 
''  we  had  witli  sincere  and  particular  dis- 
position courted  and  cultivated  the  friend- 
ship of  S{)ain."'  The  treaty  was  obtained, 
but  friendship  was  severely  strained  by 
Spanish  captui'es  of  American  merchant- 
men, and  by  American  claims  to  West 
Florida;  not  till  1821  was  the  danger  of 
war  finally  relieved  by  the  cession  of  the 
Floridas.  From  that  time,  notwithstand- 
ing the  contrast  in  the  habits  and  aims  of 
the  two  nations,  there  lias  been  but  one 
serious  cause  of  controversy  with  Spain 
— Cuba;  and  for  many  years  the  United 
States  avoided  an  issue  on  that  question 
by  standing  virtually  as  the  guarantor 
of  the  Spanish  dominion  of  the  island 
against  foreign  ])owers,  and  even  against 
the  Cubans. 

For  instance.  Clay,  in  1825,  gave  for- 
mal notice  "that  the  United  States,  for 
tliemselves,  desired  no  change  in  the 
])olitical  condition  .of  Cuba."  President 
Van  Buren,  in  1840,  assured  Spain  that 
'•in  case  of  any  attempt,  from  whatever 
quarter,  to  wrest  from  her  this  portion  of 
her  territory,  she  may  securely  de})end 
upon  the  military  and  naval  resources  of 
the  United  States  to  aid  in  jireserving  or 
recovering  it."  Secretary  Fish,  in  1871. 
was  justified  in  saying  that  "the  United 
States  have  no  other  right  to  interpose 
than  that  growing  out  of  the  friendly 
relations  which  have  always  existed  be- 
tween them  and  Spain,  and  the  good  faith 
with  which  they  have  observed  their  du- 
ties and  obligations."' 

The  subversion  of  the  Spanish  mon- 
archy by  Na))oleon  in  18l'7.  for  the  tirst 
time  revealed  to  American  statesmen  tl^eir 
responsibility  for  Cuba.  President  Jef- 
ferson was  a  man  of  peace:  Secretary- 
of-State  Madison  thought  well  of  human 
nature;  Sccretary-of-tlie-Treasury  Gallatin 
was  a  hard-headed  man.  not  frightened  by 
bugaboos;  but  the  tin-ee  men  united  in  the 
belief  that  France  meant  also  to  take  Cuba. 
Hence,  Jert'erson.  August  16,  1807.  made 
the  earliest  recorded  suggestion  of  annex- 
ation  to   the   United  States:    "Probablv 


Cuba  would  add  itself  to  our  confedera- 
tion, in  case  of  a  war  with  Spain."  In 
180U  lie  prophesied  the  annexation  of 
Cuba  and  Canada:  "and  we  should  have 
sucli  an  empire  for  Liberty  as  she  has  nev- 
er surveyed  since  the  creation  :  and  I  am 
persuaded  that  no  consiitution  was  ever 
before  as  well  calculated  as  ours  for  ex- 
tensive empire  and  self  -  governmeni."" 
But  he  qnalilied  his  empire  i>y  two  limi- 
tations: "  1  would  immediately  erect  a  col- 
umn on  the  southernmost  limit  of  Cuba, 
and  inscribe  on  it  vie  jiJus  ultra  as  to  us 
in  that  directi<m:"'  and:  "Cuba  can  be 
defended  l)y  us  wiihout  a  navy,  and  this 
develops  a  principle  which  ougljt  to  limit 
our  views.  Nothing  sijould  ever  be  ac- 
cepted which  would  require  a  navy  to  de- 
fend it."" 

Another  real  danger  was  that  England 
should  wrest  away  some  of  the  Spanish 
colonies:  and  in  1806  a  British  force, 
afterwards  disavowed,  captured  Buenos 
Ayres.  Gallatin  feared  "British  ascen- 
dency" in  Cuba:  and  Madison,  in  1811. 
thought  that  "  Engiand  will  play  some 
game  with  Cuba  if  the  United  States  take 
possession  of  East  Florida.""  Tlie  danger 
was  averted  when  England  became  the 
ally  of  Spain  in  1809;  Wellington's  troops 
V irt uall y  helloed  to  save  Cu ba  from  France. 

Twice  since  that  time  the  French  have 
shown  unwelcome  intei-est  in  Cuba.  In 
1823  they  were  checked  by  Clay's  decla- 
ration that  "the  United  States  could  not 
see  with  inditrerence  these  islands  passing 
from  Spain  to  any  other  power.'"  The 
last  interference  of  France  in  American 
aftairs  was  the  subjugation  of  Mexico, 
in  1861-6;  and  a  threat  of  war  from  the 
American  government  caused  France  def- 
initely and  permanently  to  withdraw  fi'om 
any  claim  or  hopes  o(  American  jiosses- 
sions  on  the  mainland  or  in  Cui)a. 

Meanwhile  new  dangers  arose  in  three 
quarters  at  once.  As  the  only  remaining 
stronghold  of  Spanish  power.  Cuba  be- 
came the  military  objective  of  ]\Iexico 
and  Colombia  in  their  war  with  Spain; 
at  the  same  time  there  was  a  rising 
in  Porto  Pico  and  much  uneasiness  in 
Cuba,  where  several  attem]>ls  were  made 
to  raise  a  revolt:  and  there  were  hints 
tiiat  aid  was  to  come  from  sy mjiathizers 
in  the  United  States.  To  crown  all.  from 
1819  to  1823  rumors  abounded  that  Eng- 
land was  treating  with  Spain  for  Cuba. 
As   the    London    Courier   said,  in   1825, 
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"Cuba  is  the  Turkey  of  transatlantic 
politics,  tottering-  to  its  fall,  and  kept 
from  falling  only  by  the  struggles  of 
those  who  contend  for  the  right  of  catch- 
ing her  in  her  descent/' 

In  the  critical  years  of  1822-3  every 
policy  was  considered  which  has  been 
suggested  in  the  seventy-five  years  since: 
encouraging  Cuban  insurrection,  filibus- 
tering, warning  other  American  powers, 
warning  European  powers,  good  advice 
to  Spain,  joint  guaranty,  purchase,  and 
forced  annexation. 

In  the  midst  of  this  rumor  and  excite- 
ment there  appeared  in  Washington,  in 
1822,  one  Sanchez,  purporting  to  be  a 
secret  agent  of  an  oi'ganization  of  Cubans 
who  were  ready  to  declare  the  island  in- 
dependent of  Spain  if  Monroe  would  ad- 
mit it  as  a  State  into  the  Union.  This 
extraordinary  overture  was  gravel}^  dis- 
cussed by  the  cabinet,  and  Monroe  gave 
the  man  two  letters — one  refusing  to  take 
iny  step  hostile  to  Spain,  the  other  ask- 
ing for  more  information.  Sanchez  there- 
ipon  disappears,  and  with  him  the  first 
distinct  scheme  of  annexation  through 
independence. 

We  find  the  policy  of  the  government 
summed  up  in  an  elaborate  despatch  by 
John  Quincy  Adams,  Secretary  of  State, 
April  28, 1823:  "In  looking  forward  to  the 
pi'obable  course  of  events  for  the  short 
period  of  half  a  century,  it  is  scarcely 
possible  to  resist  the  conviction  that  the 
annexation  of  Cuba  to  our  Federal  re- 
public will  be  indispensable  to  the  con- 
tinuance and  the  integrity  of  the  Union 
itself.  .  .  .  The  question  both  of  our  right 
and  of  our  power  to  prevent.  .  .  .  the  trans- 
fer of  Cuba  to  Great  Britain,  if  necessary 
by  force,  already  obtrudes  itself  upon  our 
councils." 

Just  at  this  time  sprang  up  an  idea 
— later  of  much  importance — that  Cuba 
could  be  made  safe  by  a  mutual  disclaim- 
er by  England  and  the  United  States. 
President  Monroe  was  pleased  with  the 
idea;  Adams  inclined  to  it;  Gallatin,  as 
minister  to  England,  thought  it  the  solu- 
tion;  but  no  joint  declaration  was  made, 
and  the  United  States  escaped  an  "en- 
tangling alliance." 

Nevertheless,  it  was  thought  expedient 
from  time  to  time  to  renew  a  warning. 
Thus  in  1840  Pi-esident  Van  Buren  wai'n- 
ed  Spain  that  the  United  States  would 
"prevent  at  all  hazards  military  occupa- 
tion by  England."     Again,  in  1843,  Web- 


ster brought  forward  the  argument  that 
we  might  annex  Cuba  if  necessary  to 
prevent  English  annexation.  At  various 
times  frotn  1845  to  1861  there  were  rumors 
of  British  designs  in  Cuba;  but  there 
was  never  serious  danger  from  that  quar- 
ter after  1823;  for  it  w^as  evident  that  for 
any  European  nation  to  take  Cuba,  with 
or  without  the  consent  of  Spain,  meant 
war  with  the  United  States. 

The  year  1823  is  the  dividing- line  in 
Cuban  diplomacy.  Up  to  that  time  in- 
dependence and  even  annexation  seemed 
})robable;  after  that  time  both  were  for 
twenty  years  discouraged  by  the  Ameri- 
can government.  When  Adams  became 
President  in  1825,  he  allowed  the  sugges- 
tion to  the  Spanish  government  that  Cuba 
be  deposited  Avitli  the  United  States  as  a 
pledge  for  "a  loan";  but  this  first  at- 
tempt to  buy  Cuba  had  no  success.  Al- 
I'eady  a  new  force  had  begun  to  hold  the 
nation  back,  alike  from  schemes  of  annex- 
ation and  of  Cuban  independence.  That 
force  was  slavery,  and  it  affected  even 
such  Northern  men  as  Adams,  Van  Buren, 
and  Webster. 

The  first  evidence  is  an  appeal  to  Rus- 
sia in  1825  to  move  Spain  to  recognize 
the  independence  of  Mexico  and  Colom- 
bia, so  as  to  stop  the  war,  and  avert  their 
project  for  invading  Cuba  and  Porto  Rico. 
The  real  trouble  was  that  the  new  Latin 
American  States,  as  James  Buchanan  put 
it,  "always  marched  under  the  standard 
of  universal  emancipation,"  and  might 
free  the  Cuban  slaves.  The  demand  of 
the  slaveholders  was  more  distinctly 
stated  in  1826  by  John  M.  Berrien,  of 
Georgia:  "If  our  interests  and  safety 
shall  require  us  to  say  to  these  new 
republics,  'Cuba  and  Porto  Rico  must 
remain  as  they  are,'  w^e  are  free  to  say 
it,  and,  by  the  blessing  of  God  and  the 
strength  of  our  arms,  to  enforce  the 
declaration." 

The  protest  of  the  United  States  was 
effectual.  Mexico  and  Colombia  forbore 
to  attack  their  enemy  Spain  in  her  most 
vulnerable  spot,  and  thus  was  lost  the 
best  opportunity  of  the  century  for  get- 
ting Cuba  out  of  the  hands  of  Spain  with- 
out any  interference  by  the  United  States. 
The  policy  was  continued  for  many  years. 
Van  Buren,  in  1829,  said  it  was  "  tlie  in- 
terest of  the  Southei-n  section  of  the  Union 
that  no  attempt  should  be  made  in  that 
island  to  throw  off  the  yoke  of  Spanish 
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depeiulence'' ;  and  Webster,  in]S43.  feared 
that  Cuban  emancipation  would  "strike 
a  death  blow  at  the  existence  of  slavery 
in  the  United  States." 

The  indiM'erence  of  the  United  States 
to  the  acquisition  of  Cuba  was,  liowever, 
not  wliolly  due  to  slavery.  Van  ]jui'en 
])raised  "  tlie  w^isdoni  wliicli  induc(Hl  the 
Spanisli  g-overnnient "  to  o[)en  Cuban 
ports  to  g-eneral  commerce.  As  for  new- 
territory,  the  annexationists  were  direcl- 
in<i-  all  their  energies  to  Texas,  wliere 
slavei-y  was  in  no  danger;  and  beneath 
all  sectional  interests  there  lay  a  national 
unwillingness  to  get  involved  in  Cuba. 

In  tlie  history  of  the  United  States  the 
policy  of  annexation  lias  always  grown 
by  what  it  feeds  on.  After  Louisiana 
came  Oregon  and  the  Floridas  ;  after 
Texas  came  New^  Mexico  and  California; 
and  before  their  status  was  settled  in 
1850.  schemes  had  si)rung  up  for  annex- 
ing Yucatan,  Hawaii.  Central  America, 
the  Lobos  Islands,  and  Cuba.  By  this 
time  the  country  could  choose  any  one 
of  the  three  methods  sanctioned  by  expe- 
I'ience:  it  might  buy  Cuba  as  Louisiana 
had  been  boug-ht;  it  might  assist  Cuban 
independence  as  a  preliminary  to  later 
incorporation,  as  in  Texas;  or  it  might 
adopt  the  Roman  method  of  seizing  the 
coveted  land  as  it  had  seized  California. 
Each  of  these  three  methods  was  tried  in 
turn,  and  each  was  unsuccessful. 

The  apostle  of  annexation  from  1S4S  to 
1801  was  James  Buchanan,  Secretary  of 
State,  later  minister  to  England,  later  still 
President.  In  1848  he  revived  the  ]^lan 
of  ])urchasing  Cuba  by  otl'ering  J^IOO.OOO.- 
000  for  the  island.  Undetei-red  by  an  of- 
fended refusal,  President  Pierce,  in  18r);>, 
desired  to  have  a  few  millions  put  at  his 
disposal;  but  the  S})anish  Seci'etary  of 
Foreign  Atfairs  declared  that  "to  part 
with  Cuba  would  be  to  ])art  with  na- 
tional honor."  Plans  of  ])urchase  now 
languislied,  till  Buchanan  became  Presi- 
den.t;  his  request  for  thirty  millions  •"to 
acquire  Cuba  by  honorable  negotiation  " 
could  not  stand  against  the  insight  o(  men 
like  Ben  Wade,  who  said  tliat  annexation 
at  that  time  was  a  question  of  "giving 
niggers  to  the  niggerless."  Since  18G1 
there  ]\as  hern  no  otlicial  otYer  for  Cuba. 

Side  by  side  wiili  these  schemes  of  pui*- 
chase  went  the  idea  of  annexation  through 
Cuban  independence.  Presidents  Polk. 
Tavlor.  Fillmore,  and  Pierce,  for  various 


reasons,  frowned  on  the  expeditions  or- 
ganizi^d  in  the  United  States  from  1S49 
to  1854  to  descend  on  Cuba:  and  the 
Cubans  did  not  co-o]>erate.  Neverthe- 
less, about  two  i.nindied  American^  joined 
General  Lopez  in  a  landing  in  Cuba  in 
August,  1851;  he  was  defeated,  and  many 
of  the  surviving  Americans  were  shot  in 
cold  blood  after  surrendei".  Though  they 
had  taken  their  lives  in  their  own  hands, 
they  were  prisoners  of  war.  and  the  ex- 
ecution was  a  ])ai'barity.  Hence  rioters 
attacked  the  house  of  the  Spanish  consul 
in  New  Orleans  and  tore  a  Spanish  flag 
into  fragments  :  eventually  the  United 
States  made  an  indemnity  to  the  consul, 
and  the  storm  passed  by. 

Failing-  purchase  or  insurrection,  an- 
nexation, by  force  seemed  the  only  pos.si- 
ble  method.  To  head  off  such  a  scheme 
England  and  France,  in  1851.  proposed 
that  the  L'nited  States  should  join  in  a 
tripartite  declaration  against  exclusive 
control  of  Cuba  by  any  of  the  three. 
Secretary  Everett,  in  1852.  rejdied  by  as- 
serting in  round  terms  the  truth  that  the 
United  States  had  an  interest  in  Cuba  in- 
comparably greater  than  that  of  any  oth- 
er power,  and  that.  "  nnder  certain  con- 
tingencies, it  might  be  essential  to  our 
safety":  though  the  President  '"would 
consider  its  acquisition  by  force  (except 
in  a  just  war  with  Spain*  as  a  disgrace 
to  the  civilization  of  the  age."  From 
Everett's  despatch  to  1895.  Spain  and  the 
United  States  were  left  to  settle  their 
afi'airs  face  to  face.  Avith  no  aid  from  a 
European  conclave. 

Wlien  Pierce  appointed  s<:)  liery  an  an- 
nexationist as  Pierre  Soule  minister  to 
Spain  in  1853  it  did  not  seem  likely  that 
any  reasonable  otYer  of  "just  war"  would 
be  declined.  The  occasion  came  Febru- 
ary 28.  1854.  by  the  seizure,  on  a  techni- 
cality, of  the  cargo  of  the  steamer  Black 
Wicrrior.  in  Havana.  Soule  blew  the 
coals  in  Spain,  and  demanded  indemnity 
within  forty-(Mght  hours  by  the  Spanish 
secretary's  clock.  Calderon  sternly  re- 
plied that  "  he  was  not  accustomed  to  the 
liarsh  and  im]ierious  manner  in  which 
til  is  matter  has  been  expressed." 

In  this  crisis  the  decisive  intiuence  was 
the  Kansas-Nebraska  bill,  by  which  the 
1^'esident  had  already  raised  up  a  power- 
ful and  implacable  oi)]>osition.  He  could 
not  take  a  second  aggressive  step  for  sla- 
very, and  the  reparation  offered  by  Spain 
for  the  Black  Wai'rior  affair  was  accept- 
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etl.     One  is  tempted  to  wish  that  Pierce 
]jad   defied   the  moral  sentiment  of   tlie 
country  consistently,  and  by  unrequited 
.mnexation  had  spared  us  forty  years  of 
Cuban  diplomacy.     When  the  pirate  Me- 
iias  wliispered  to  Pompey, 
'These  three  world-sharers,  these  competitors, 
Are  in  thy  vessel:  let  me  cut  the  cable, 
And  when  we  are  put  oif,  fall  to  their  throats. 
All  there  is  thine," 

the  conqueror  could  but  reply, 

"  All,  this  thou  shouldst  have  done. 
And  not  have  spoken  on't.     In  me,  'tis  villany." 

Hardly  had  peace  been  assured,  when 
it  was  endangered  by  the  Ostend  Mani- 
festo, framed  by  Buchanan,  Mason,  and 
Soule,  the  baldest  and  blackest  plea  that 
was  ever  made  for  tlie  forcible  annexa- 
tion of  Cuba:  "If  Cuba  in  the  posses- 
sion of  Spain  seriously  endangers  our 
internal  peace  and  the  existence  of  our 
cherished  Union,  then  by  every  law,  hu- 
man and  divine,  we  shall  be  justified  in 
wresting'  it  from  Spain."  In  essence  the 
argument  was  nothing  other  than  that 
Cuba  must  be  annexed,  in  order  to  keep 
slavery  alive  in  the  United  States.  The 
rise  of  the  controversy  over  secession,  for 
the  time  being,  left  the  Cuban  question 
behind,  a  dead  issue. 

After  the  civil  war  attention  was  re- 
called to  Cuba  by  several  changes  of  cir- 
cumstances. First,  we  had  strenuously 
protested  against  the  recognition  of  in- 
surgent communities.  Secondly,  Secre- 
tary Seward  attempted  to  inaugurate  a 
new  era  of  annexations;  he  got  Alaska, 
and  treated  for  St.  Thomas  and  San  Do- 
mingo, and  we  were  thus  confronted  with 
a  new  West  Indian  policy.  Tliirdly, 
the  extortions  and  aggressions  of  Span- 
ish administration  in  Cuba  were  felt  with 
more  irritation  evevy  year.  For  instance, 
Spain  claimed  that  the  boundary  of  Cuba 
extended  six  miles  out  to  sea  instead  of 
three  miles;  American  negro  seamen  wei'e 
not  allowed  ashore;  men-of-war  off  Cu- 
ban ports  were  not  to  send  in  their  boats; 
Americans  were  impressed,  taxed,  their 
property  embargoed  or  confiscated  in  vi- 
olation of  the  treaty  of  1795.  That  the 
American  citizens  thus  maltreated  bore 
such  names  as  Don  Pamon  Rivas  y  La- 
mar made  no  difference  to  the  American 
government,  which  protected  all  natural- 
ized citizens,  however  unpalatable  they 
might  be  to  the  Cuban  authorities.  At 
the  same  time,  the  United  States  had  now 


become  the  advocate  of  freedom,  and  put 
a  great  pressure  on  Spain  to  emancipate 
the  Cuban  slaves. 

The  greatest  change  of  all  was  the 
breaking  out  in  1868  of  the  first  genuine 
spontaneous  movement  for  Cuban  inde- 
pendence. It  was  a  favorable  moment, 
for  between  September,  1868,  and  Jan- 
uar\^,  1875,  Spain  passed  through  a  Boui-- 
bon  monarchy,  a  provisional  government, 
an  elective  king,  a  republic,  and  the  res- 
toration of  the  Bourbon  house.  Under 
each  of  these  regimes  Cuba  was  impar- 
tially misgoverned.  The  Cubans  had  no 
port,  had  no  regular  combined  army,  and 
throve  on  guerilla  operations.  It  was  a 
dreadful  warfare;  and  as  lias  always  hap- 
pened in  struggles  between  Spain  and  her 
colonists,  it  led  to  ferocity.  Shooting 
prisoners  and  students,  interruption  of 
commerce,  arbitrary  government  in  Ha- 
vana, destruction  of  property,  and  waste 
of  human  life — these  were  the  incidents 
of  the  civil  war  in  Cuba;  yet  the  United 
States  carefully  held  aloof  from  aid  to  the 
insurgents. 

A  crisis  came  in  November,  1873.  The 
ste8in\evVirginius,  registered  as  an  Amer- 
ican ship  in  the  port  of  New  York,  was 
captured  at  sea  by  a  Spanish  vessel-of- 
war,  carried  into  a  Cuban  port,  and  there 
about  fifty  of  her  officers  and  crew-  were 
summarily  shot.  A  double  grievance  was 
thus  created:  the  seizure  of  an  American 
vessel  on  the  high  seas  and  the  killing 
of  American  citizens  without  civil  trial. 
Spain  could  not  govern  her  governors, 
for  orders  telegraphed  from  Spain  had  no 
effect;  and  the  turn  of  President  Grant's 
hand  would  have  brought  on  war.  The 
Spaniards,  however,  made  out  against  the 
Virginius  a  clear  case  of  fraud  in  getting 
her  American  register;  and  the  President, 
a  man  whose  courage  was  not  to  be  ques- 
tioned, accepted  the  surrender  of  the  ves- 
sel, and  an  indemnity  to  the  families  of 
the  murdered  Americans;  and  thus  he 
avoided  the  kindred  issues  of  war  and  of 
annexation. 

Meantime  the  Cuban  insurrection 
dragged  along,  with  a  new  crop  of  con- 
fiscations and  exactions  and  forced  loans, 
at  the  expense  of  American  citizens. 
Claims  for  such  grievances  were  adjusted 
under  a  convention  of  Februar}^,  1871; 
but  in  March,  1877,  the  Spanish  govern- 
ment was  still  pleading  to  distribute  the 
payment  over  a  series  of  years.  Presi- 
dent Grant  had  in  vain  offered  his  media- 
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tioM  '■  for  llie  ])ni'))0.so  of  cllV'ctino-  l>y  ne- 
gotiation the  peaceful  .sei)arali()n  of  Cuba 
from  Spain."  Secretai-y  Eisli  declared 
tliat  "  the  ultimate  issue  of  events  in  Cuba 
Avill  be  its  inde[)endence.'"  As  the  loss 
and  misery  of  the  war  still  continued,  in 
December,  1875,  President  Grant  intimated 
that  "•other  nations  will  be  compelled  to 
assume  tbe  res{)onsibility  which  devolves 
ujion  them,  and  to  seriously  consider  the 
only  remaining-  measures  possible,  media- 
tion and  intervention/' 

The  word  "  intervention,"  in  this  sense 
of  a  joint  protest,  had  hardly  been  heai-d 
since  1827;  })ut  the  hint  was  sullicient 
to  lead  Si)ain  to  make  concessions,  which 
the  Cubans  accepted  in  1877.  President 
Grant's  i)lan  of  foreign  intervention  was 
not  invoked,  and  seems  a  serious  depart- 
ure from  the  cent  ury'sjjoliey  that  in  Cuban 
diplomacy  thei'e  are  no  other  t^arties  than 
Spain,  tlie  Cubans,  and  the  United  States. 

A])parently  a  new  period  had  come  for 
Cuba;  speedily  relieved  of  slavery,  trade 
less  shackled,  a  good  government  prom- 
ised, what  was  there  to  check  its  ])ros])er- 
ily  or  to  revive  the  ditliculties  with  the 
United  States^  It  was  soon  found  that 
things  fell  back  into  their  old  rut;  the 
Ca])tain-General  was  still  practically  ab- 
solute: the  island  was  saddled  with  the 
debt  created  to  hold  it  in  subjection:  it 
Avas  still  exploited  for  the  benefit  of  Spain, 
and  the  same  wearisome  imi)ediments  were 
laid  on  foreign  traders.  For  example, 
in  1880  several  vessels  were  fired  upon 
by  Spanisli  gunboats  outsidr-  the  juris- 
diction of  Cuba:  in  1881  an  American 
cattle-steamer,  sul)ject  to  a  tax  of  >^14  90. 
was  taxed  8387  40  because  she  had  some 
lumber  on  board.  In  1882  began  a  long- 
drawn-out  coi-respondence  on  overcharges 
and  illegal  exactions  by  Spanisli  consuls 
over  vexatious  fines  for  small  clerical  er- 
rors, and  over  annoying  ]-)ass])ort  I'egula- 
tions.  The  most  serious  trouble  arose  out 
of  the  i-efusal  of  the  Spanish  autliorities 
to  return  esiates  confiscated  during  the 
war  to  Amei-ican  citizens  of  Cuban  birlli. 

Mt^in while  trade  l>etween  the  United 
Slates  and  Cuba  was  advancing  by  leay^s 
and  bounds.  In  1850  the  sum  of  the  Cuban 
trade  into  and  out  of  the  United  States 
was  .><-20,000.0()0  :  in  188().  s70.000.000  : 
in  1894.  sl(>r).oOO.O(U^.  American  capital 
became  engaged  in  sugar  and  other  in- 
dustries. The  two  countries  tried  to  j^.u 
their   taritVs    on    a  better   footing   l\v   tiie 


convention  of  1884.  for  the  mutual  aban- 
donment of  disci-iminating  duties:  in  lNi*3 
Spain  accepted  reciprocity  under  the  tarilf 
of  1800:  but  the  Cuban  authorities  evaded 
theprivileges  thus  conferred. on  iheg-round 
that  they  were  governed  l>y  a  sj^eciai  Span- 
ish translation  from  the  Eng-li>h  version 
of  the  treaty,  and  not  by  the  original 
Spanish  versu)n  :  and  it  was  three  years  be- 
fore the  home  government  could  straight- 
en out  this  uetty  snarl. 

In  1S84-5  came  some  fililnisterii^g  ex- 
])editions;  tlie  United  States  exerted  it- 
self to  stop  them,  and  there  was  no  Cuban 
msuri'ection.  On  tiie  whole,  the  years 
fi'om  1879  to  1894  were  freer  from  diplo- 
matic controversy  than  any  like  j^eriod 
since  1845.  ]\Ieanwhile  the  Cubans  in  the 
United  States  had  accumulated  a  revolu- 
tion fund  of  a  million  dollars. 

Looking  back  over  the  century,  we  see 
how  often  Cuba  has  been  a  source  of 
irritation,  anxiety,  and  danger.  Military, 
commercial,  economic,  ethical,  and  polit- 
ical reasons  have  combined  to  compel  the 
United  States  to  concern  itself  with  the 
neighboring  island.  Nevertheless,  from 
1795  to  1895  there  were  but  two  cases  of 
direct  interference  with  the  destinies  of 
Cuba  — by  President  John  Quincy  Ad- 
ams in  I82t).  and  by  President  Grant  in 
1875.  We  saw  the  Spanish  Empire  break 
up  without  stiri'ing  for  Cuba:  we  saw 
filibustei'S  in  1849-51.  in  1854.  in  1868-78. 
in  1884-5.  and  the  administration  never 
gave  them  aid  or  comfort:  in  1854  and 
1873  there  came  excuses  for  war,  and  they 
were  not  claimed.  Among  the  advocates 
of  the  annexation  of  Cuba  have  been 
Presidents  Jelferson.  Monroe.  John  Quin- 
cy Adams.  Jackson.  Polk.  Fillmore.  Pierce, 
and  Buchanan,  and  it  was  not  annexed. 

Reviewing  the  whole  ])eriod.  it  seems 
an  historical  truth  that— >o  far  from  the 
Cuban  }>olicy  of  the  United  States  hav- 
ing been  owe  of  aggression— few  nations 
have  siiown  more  good  temper  toward  a 
trouldesome  neighbor,  more  initience  with 
dijiiomatic  delays,  or  moi'c  self  restraint 
(ner  a  coveted  p(^sse>sion.  Even  slavery, 
though  it  could  prevent,  could  not  procure, 
annexation.  The  Cuban  controversy  has 
not  been  scniglit  by  the  United  States:  it 
arises  out  of  the  g(M>gra])hical  and  ])oliti- 
cal  conditions  of  America.  As  the  French 
orator  said  in  1793;  '"  I  do  not  accuse  the 
King:  I  do  noi  accuse  the  nation  ;  I  do  not 
accuse  the  people:  I  accuse  the  situation.'' 


WITH   MUSIC   AND    WHITE   LIGHT. 

BY    ABHY   SWAIN   MEGUIIiE. 


SHE  took  her  lovers  as  a  repi-oacli. 
Tliey  iiiacle  her  feel  liniited.  There 
was  a  certain  rnao-nificence  in  tlieir  con- 
tempt for  risks  and  consequences.  And 
they  reached  heights  of  knowledg-e  and 
of  delight  beyond  lier  experience.  Be- 
cause they  gave  everything-,  and  she  no- 
thing, she  had  a  sense  of  obligation,  and 
a  pitiful  impulse  to  lessen  the  hurt  of 
disappointment.  The  compunction  would 
not  shake  off. 

Of  course  she  realized  that  time  and 
another  face  were  sure  consolers  for  nine 
out  of  ten  of  her  inconsolables.  That 
discover}^  had  been  a  sliock.  Love,  in 
her  dreams,  was  sure  and  select.  The 
saddest  thing  she  had  learned  of  love 
was  til  at  one  could  love  again.  Robbing 
love  of  its  oneness  robbed  it  of  its  majes- 
ty, and  made  her  hope  of  an  affinity  mere 
("hoolgirl  sentimental  ism. 

She  did  not  appreciate  that  to  most 
young  folks  there  comes  a  restless,  unset- 
tled period,  w4ien  marriage  charms  be- 
cause it  is  novel  and  unknown;  when 
love  is  the  necessity,  rather  than  the  in- 
dividual beloved;  so  that  the  feeling  pro- 
duces the  object,  instead  of  the  object  the 
feeling.  She  was  herself  at  this  age  of 
conjecture. 

Almost  unconsciously  she  considered 
and  analyzed  all  her  suitors,  and  some 
who  were  not.  Her  lovers  disproved 
themselves  in  a  dozen  ways.  And  always 
in  the  first  heat  of  rejection  it  seemed  that 
their  self-love  was  hurt  more  than  their 
love.  She  liad  an  Irish  bull  to  the  effect 
that  it  was  not  safe  to  marry  a  man  un- 
til you  had  refused  to  marry  him. 

All  this  kept  her  from  accepting  what 
the  gossips  considered  ' '  splendid  chances," 
though  other  girls  thought  the  men  slie 
found  wanting,  strong  and  manly  and 
lovable  and  generous. 

"I  confess,"  said  the  man,  gravely, 
"this  is  not  tlie  answer  I  expected.  You 
let  me  go  on — " 

"Yes,  I  know,"  she  admitted.  "  I  tem- 
porized, partly  because  I  hated  so  to  hurt 
you—" 

"That  is  cruel  kindness,"  he  told  her, 
gently. 

She  looked  at  him  contritely.      A  little 
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pause.      There  had  seemed   so   much   to 
say,  but  now  neither  could  find  words. 

At  last  he  rose.      "  Well?"  he  said. 

The  girl  did  not  move  nor  look  at  him. 

"  Is  there  anything  else  you  wished  to 
say?"  he  questioned. 

"Yes  —  I  hardly  know  how—"  She 
hesitated. 

He  sat  down,  and  the  constraint  grew. 
Then  suddenly  she  looked  up  with  a 
nervous  laugh.  "You  always  sit  and 
watch  me  with  a  sort  of  reverential  regard, 
while  I  talk  platitudes,  as  if  you  dreaded 
losing  a  word.  I  suppose  it  is  in  the  vain 
ho})e  I  will  some  day  say  something." 

The  man  smiled  deprecatingly. 

"And  so,"  she  hurried  on,  "I  have 
talked  of  myself  till  you  know  me  better 
than  I  know  you.  That  is  the  reason  I 
liave  kept  j'Ou  waiting  so  long — lioping  I 
would  get  acquainted.  I  was  not  sure 
you  were  not  my  knight,  and,  somehow, 
I  had  a  strong  feeling  you  were,  if  only 
I  could  find  it  out.  I  never  felt  so  of  any 
one  else.  The\^  were  all  discouragingly 
impossible.  But  you  have  been  so  inter- 
ested in  me  you  have  forgotten  to  let  me 
get  at  you."  She  stopped  for  a  moment, 
frowning  at  the  carpet. 

"  I  am  not  a  girl  of  entliusiasms.  In- 
deed, I  never  loved  any  one  in  my  life. 
Yet  my  aunties  call  me  affectionate.  It 
isn't  that  I  am  a  hypocrite,  only  that  I 
want  to  please,  to  do  what  people  expect; 
and,  the  same  old  story,  I  liate  to  hurt 
any  one.  So,  in  the  end,  they  call  me 
fickle,  or  a  flirt.  And  then  I  felt  tliat 
perhaps  if  I  kept  exei'cising  my  feelings, 
some  day  I  might  care  for  some  one. 
That  sounds  funny,  of  course,  but  simply 
being  loved  doesn't  satisfy  me.  I  have, 
had  that  all  my  life.  I  want  to  do  my 
share — onh^ — my  hero  does  not  come. 

"No,  I  have  no  diagram  of  him.  But 
I  thought  I  would  know  him  at  sight.  I 
suppose  I  have  been  expecting  him  to 
burst  upon  me  with  music  and  white 
light.  Now  you  see  what  I  meant  about 
you.  I  felt  as  if  you  must  be  he,  if  you 
would  just — pi'oduce  your  halo!" 

She  talked  in  a  i-apid,  fragmentary  way, 
though  easily  enough,  so  far.  But  when 
she  W'Cnt  on  again  it  was  more  slowly, 
and  without  lookinsf  at  him. 
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"Well— I  liavo  })eoii   tliinkiii^-  a  <^vvdi  tluni  myself — and  that  is  not  a  mere  fcr- 

deal  about  it;   and  1  t.liou^lil     if  we  saw  mula!      Yuu   must   consider  nothing  h:: 

each  oilier  evei-y  dav,  and  had— common  your  own  feeling-  in  tliis  matter." 

interests — the  Hash  must  come  some  lime  "  It  seemed   to   me" — there   was  soni' 

— at  least,  1  am  willing-  to — take  the  risk  thing  plaintive  in  her  tone — "tljat  if  y(  > 

— if  yon  are  I"  thoug-lit  of  my  liappiness.  and  I  of  youi-. 

And  she  faced  him  sudd(mly,  shyly.  things  would  surely  be  all  right." 

lie    was   leaning   toward  her,  his   eyes  Again  there  was  that  glow  in  his  eyes. 

luminous.      J  Fe  i)ut  his  hand  over  hers  on  "Dear,  how  have  you  learned  things  like 

th(^   chair    arm.      And    the   girl   held   her  that,  if   you  missed   tiie   in-piraiion  of   it 

breath.    It  was  only  for  a  moment.    Then  all?" 

he  got  np  abrn])tly,  and  stood  at  the  win-  She  only  shook  her  iiead.      There  was 

(low.  his  back  to  her.  silence  again.      Neither  was  conscious  o^' 

"No!"  in    a    new   ton(\  hard  and   low.  the  reversal  of  their  usual  positions. 

"  That  won't  do.      If  you  have  not  found  She   seemed    going    over   it    all   in  her 

in  me  what  you  want,  aflcu'  all  this  time,  mind    once    moie.      At    la^t    slie  siglied: 

you  never  will.      You  are  imagining  ])os-  "You    don't    know    how  I  have   tried    to 

sibilities  not  in    me.      Suppose  you   were  make  things  go   your   way  for  both  our 

lied  to  me  and  found  it  out !''  sakes.      There   are    so    many   reasons   for 

"1  said  I  would   risk  it,"  she  repeated,  our  marrying — " 

"  I  never  trusted  any  one  as  I  do  you.      I  The    man   got    up   like  a  caged    thing, 

know^  that  isn't  love."  and  her  brow  was  "Don't  say  any  more!   you  only  make  it 

ti'Oubled,"but  it  may  l(\id  to  it.      Even  if  luirder  (ov  me  to  go.  and  more  impossible 

it   fails,  witli  you  I  should  be  secure  and  for  me  to  slay  1" 

content.''  As   she    waiclied    him   inquiringly   the 

■'Dear,"  he  said,  "  you  forget  that  you  -trouble   in    her   face  changed  to  wonder, 

said  you  must  do  your  share  of  the  caring.  "  Y'ou  always  say  what  I  never  think  to 

For  a  woman  especially,  a  loveless  mar-  ex})ect."  she  said,  in  a  bailed  way.  "and 

riage  perverts  all  that  is  iinest  and  sw(>et-  yet" — with    a    sudden    warming    of   her 

est  in  her  nature.      A  love  that  you  vinsf  ]ook — "what  you  Cio  say  is  always  fin.er 

accept,  and   cannot  return   nor  satisfy,  is  than    I   expected.      Oh.  it    is   all    wrong! 

gall  and   wormwood.      I  won't  have  you  How  have  we  missed  each  other."' 

embittering  your  life."  She  gave  him  her  hand,  and  they  stood 

"  I  thouglit."  she  said.  I'ather  coldly —  face  to  face,  until  her  eyes  tilled  and  fell 

''I  thought   I  was  so   necessary   to   your  befcvi'e  tlu^  gi-ay  sorrow  of  his  look. 

hap])iness."  "  Go(Hl-ny.  little  girl."  lu^  said.      "  Y'ou 

lie  gave   a  little  wordless  note  of  ap-  have  given  me  the  sweetest  and  bitterest 

peal.  experience    of   my   life.      And.  because  I 

"  Well,  they  all  prot(>st  that."  she  went  know  what   it    means.  I  cannot  help  you 

on."l)ut  somehow  I  felt  that  yon  really  to  miss  it.      If  you  are  sure  "— suddenly 

would    not    foi'gt^t   so    easily.       Tlie    next  catching  at  a   last   >{va\x~"  sure  you  do 

b(\st  thing  to  satisfying  your  own  life,  is  not  love  me;"" 

to   fullil   anotber's.      Il    nnght   be   l>est    o(  She  shook  her  head  sadly,  though   not 

all,  under  some  circumstances.      You  are  decisively.      P^ut   he  saw  only  synnpathy, 

strong,  \\\[]\   a   work   in    the   world.      Let  and  went  on  more  steadily: 

nu^  be  your  inlhience !"  "Don't     reproach     yourself.        It    isn't 

The  sui'prise  and  repri^aeh  of  his  look  your  fault.      And  it  never  hai'uis  a  man, 

emban-assed  luu".      Sh(^  mistook  its  tnean-  however  mucli  it  may  litirt.  to  love  a  good 

iiiii-.  woman,  even  in  v;iiu.      In  lime  the  sharp 

"1    need    not    fail    you."  she   protested,  sting  will  go.  o\'  cour>e.  but  I  sha'n't  for- 

"  You    don't    know.""  witii    forced    light-  get    yoti.    nor    tlie    beautiful    things    you 

ness,  ■•how  i-eally  good-natured  and  obli-  have  meant  to  me.      Besides  making  me 

ging  lam!"  love    you.    yiMi    have    tatiglit    me    a    new 

"  Don't  !  dcui't  !"   interrupted   the    ii;an.  standartl  of  values,  and  giv{ui  a  liner  sig- 

with  acute  ]>ain  in  his  voice.       ■•Indecil  I  nilicance  to  my  cvery-day  work.      And  I 

would  iu>vei' have  asked  yoii  to  marry  me  want    to    liiank    yini."      He    spoke    very 

if  1   had   not    thought   I   coiild   make   yini  simidy. 

hap]\v.       If   my  wife  was  wretched,  could  The  girl  listened,  a  change  dawning  in 

I  be   content."      Besides.  1  hn-e  you  betler  her  face.      "  Oh."  she  cried,  qtiickly,  "do 
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you  mean  all  these  things  ?  Why  haven't 
you  talked  before  as  you  have  to-nig-ht?" 
And  she  added,  softly,  "I  should  have 
loved  you  long-  ag'o!" 

Her  face  flashed  up  at  hhn  with  a  new 
radiance.  "Please — please — "  Then  she 
stopped,  with  a  little  choke.  "  Oh,  it  was 
so  easy  to  say  a  few   minutes  ag-o,  and 


now—''  She  flushed  and  put  out  her 
hands,  looking  away  from  him.  "  Please 
marry  me  soon,  before  I  find  out  you  are 
like  tlie  others — if  you  are." 

"  Why,  what  is  it,  dear?" 

"I  liave  just  discovered  you  —  my 
knight!"  she  said.  And  in  her  eyes  was 
the  light  that  had  shone  for  him  in  dreams. 


THE   SITUATION   IN    CHINA, 

BY  CATHAY. 


GKEAT  as  are  the  interests  immediate- 
ly involved,  the  gravity  which  the 
Far-Eastern  question  has  so  rapidly  as- 
sumed in  the  closing  years  of  the  nine- 
teenth century  can  only  be  adequately 
appreciated  in  its  bearings  on  those  mo- 
mentous issues  towards  which  the  press- 
ure of  modern  civilization  is  driving  the 
human  race  with  irresistible  force  and 
daily  increasing  velocity.  It  is  a  favorite 
commonplace  to  say  that  the  world  is 
growing  very  small,  but  feAv  people,  per- 
haps, realize  the  deadly  earnest  which 
underlies  that  commonplace.  For  it  is 
within  the  limits  of  this  small  world  of 
ours  that  the  nations  of  the  earth  must 
live  and  move  and  have  their  being;  and 
in  the  same  proportion  as  with  the  grow- 
ing requirements  of  modern  civilization 
each  nation  needs  more  elbow-room  for 
itself,  the  area  within  which  it  can  hope 
to  find  that  elbow-room  is  being  daily 
and  steadily  exhausted.  The  population 
of  the  civilized  portions  of  the  earth  has 
increased  by  leaps  and  bounds — that  of 
the  British  Isles,  for  instance,  from  16  to 
40  millions  during  the  course  of  the  pres- 
ent century,  that  of  the  states  which  now 
form  the  German  Empire  from  24  to  50 
millions,  that  of  the  United  States  from 
6  to  70  millions — the  average  duration  of 
life  has  increased,  and  the  progress  of  sci- 
ence and  the  more  humane  tendency  of 
legislation  combine  to  preserve  many  lives 
v/hicli  from  the  purely  economic  point  of 
view  are  rather  a  burden  than  a  benefit  to 
the  community.  At  the  same  time  the 
living  wage,  the  standard  of  comfort,  the 
demands  of  luxury,  the  proportion  of 
unproductive  to  productive  expenditure, 
have  risen  no  less  rapidly  in  every  class 
of  society.  To  satisfy  these  growing  needs 
every  civilized  nation  has  been  driven  to 
work  at  a  pressure  unknown  to  former 


generations.  Industrial  activity  and  com- 
mercial enterprise  have  assumed  gigantic 
developments.  The  marvellous  discov- 
eries of  science  have  enabled  the  civilized 
world  to -multiply  and  intensify  its  pow- 
ers, of  i)roduction  to  an  almost  unlimited 
extent.  But  to  produce  is  one  thing,  and 
to  dispose  of  what  is  produced  is  another. 
The  powers  of  production  of  the  civilized 
world  have  outstripped  its  powers  of  con- 
sumption, and  congestion  is  only  avei'ted 
by  the  continuous  opening  up  of  new 
markets  and  ijew  fields  of  enterpi-ise  in 
those  portions  of  the  earth  where  the  re- 
sources of  nature  and  the  energies  of  man 
still  lie  dormant.  Industry,  in  the  wid- 
est sense  of  the  term,  is  to-day  the  breath 
of  the  social  organism  tlu-oughout  the 
civilized  world,  and  the  cry  for  more 
trade — more  markets — is  as  imperative  as 
the  cry  of  the  human  organism  for  more 
air  when  threatened  witli  suffocation. 

In  this  tremendous  competition  the 
Anglo  -  Saxon  race  has,  by  a  singular 
combination  of  energy  and  foresight  and 
good  fortune,  secured  a  splendid  start. 
Great  Britain  has  built  up  for  herself  a 
world-wide  colonial  empii-e;  the  United 
States,  stretching  from  ocean  to  ocean 
acro.ss  one  of  the  most  favored  regions  of 
the  earth,  overshadows  a  whole  continent. 
It  is  not,  after  all,  unnatural  that  otlier 
nations,  having  lagged  behind  in  tlie 
race,  should  resent  the  start  we  have  ob- 
tained, and  that  when  the  moment  seems 
to  have  arrived  for  finally  opening  up  the 
greatest  and  richest  field  which  the  world 
still  holds  in  reserve,  they  should  be  in- 
clined to  cry  to  us:  "Hands  off!  You 
have  already  more  than  your  fair  share. 
It  is  our  turn  now  to  liel])  ourselves,  and 
to  redress  the  balance  in  our  favor." 
The  growing  jealousy  with  which  both 
branches   of  the   Anglo-Saxon  race  are 
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i'e<^'ai'd('(l  by  tlie  leading'  powers  of  the  the  "  seltislniess "'  of  tlie  AiiL^'lo -Saxo: 
European  Contineiil  is,  at  any  rate,  a  fact  race,  which  hars  their  prog-ress  by  the  U: 
wliich  lias  to  be  i-eckoned  with,  and  no-  defeasiijle  right  of  prior  occupancy.  The 
whei'c  more  than  in  tlie  Far  East,  wliere  accept,  of  course,  tiie  benetit  of  tiie  con. 
l)oLli  Great  BriUiin  and  the  United  States  phHe  equality  which  Britain  ^rrants  on  U. 
have  such  vast  interests  at  stake.  If  it  same  terms  as  she  herself  enjoys  ti» 
was  Great  Britain  ^v]u)  nior<i  than  lifty  the  trade  and  enterpri>e  of  the  wliole 
years  a.U'o  lirst  made  a  breach  in  the  gi-eat  world  wherever  her  inlluence  is  para- 
wall  of  Cliinese  sel f  -  isolation,  America  mount,  but  their  only  acknowledg-ment  is 
can  claim  to  have  ])layed  the  leadinu"  a  vindictive  "' Sic  vus  non  vobis.'"  They 
part  in  i'(Midering'  Japan  amenable  to  themselves  not  only  erect  l-anuer  upon 
the  inlluences  of  AVestern  civilization,  barrier  ag-ainst  foreign  connuerce  and  in- 
Shangiiai,  the  .greatest  emporium  of  for-  dustry,  but  every  possession  they  acquire 
eig'u  trade  in  the  Ear  East,  beai's  witness  is  immediately  tui'ned.  as  far  as  human 
to  tJK^  slirewdness  and  enter})rise  of  the  ingenuity  can  contrive,  into  a  close  ])re- 
Eng'lish  and  Amei'ican  j)ioneers  who  laid  serve  for  the  exclusive  benelit  of  their 
the  foundations  of  ''tlie  model  settle-  own  commerce  ;mu1  industry.  The  end 
ment."  If  the  volume  of  American  trade  of  the  century  bids  fair  to  witness  the  re- 
with  Cliina  and  Japan  does  not  bear  com-  vival,  in  a  n.iore  insidious  but  none  the 
})arison  with  tiiaL  of  the  l>ritisli  Emi)ire.  less  dangerous  shape,  of  a  hostile  combi- 
it  is  greater  than  that  of  any  other  Eu-  nation  not  dissimilar  in  spirit  from  tlie 
ro])ean  country,  and  it  is  unquestionably  "continental  system""  which  the  genius 
capable  of  immense  development  in  the  of  Napoleon  devised  at  the  beginning  of 
future.  For  the  day  can  no  longer  be  the  century  for  the  overtlirow  of  British 
far  distant  wlien  the  ])iercing  of  the  Tsth-  power.  Tiiis  fen  cle  siecJe  continental 
mus  will  bring  the  eastern  seaboard  of  system  nu\y  not  be  ])roclaimed  at  the 
the  States  into  scarcely  less  close  touch  cannon"s  nioutli.  and  tlie  smooth-tongued 
with  the  Far  East  than  the  westerii  sea-  diplomatists  of  the  Euro]iean  chanceJle- 
board,  which  looks  straight  across  the  vies  w-ould  doubtless  profess  to  be  deeply 
Pacific  to  the  shores  of  China  and  Japan,  shocked  at  the  mere  stiggestion  of  such  a 
The  slirewdness  upon  which  Americans  thing.  But  Count  von  Caprivi.  when  he 
deservedly  pride  themselves  would  there-  was  Chancellor  of  the  German  Empire, 
fore  have  been  singularly  at  fault  had  declared  that  the  days  were  past  Avhen 
they  not  recognized  that  the  battle  which  wars  could  be  waged  for  dynastic  inter- 
Great  Britain  is  waging  for  the  ju-eserva-  ests  or  for  mere  ]iolitical  prestiii'e.  ""The 
tion  of  Cliina  as  a  great  tradal  area  open  wars  of  the  futtire.""  he  added.  '"  will  be 
to  the  whole  world  is  one  that  concerns  industrial  wars,  waged  a.  coup  de  tarifs. 
them  almost  as  nearly  as  ourselves.  and  if  bloodless,  none  the  less  fierce.*' 
Nor  must  one  underrate  the  odds  AVe  have  not  had  to  wait  long  for  the  ful- 
against  which  P>ritain  has  t(^  conteiul.  filnient  of  that  ]u-opliecy.  No  one<who 
France,  th(u-onghly  awakened  at  last  to  has  watched  at  ail  closely.  t)f  recent  years, 
the  value  of  tlie  colonial  eni])ire  she  once  tlie  political  and  economic  action  of  Ger- 
threw  away,  has  devoted  no  small  part  of  many.  Russia,  and  France  can  have  failed 
her  energies  thriMighout  this  cent ui-y.  and  t*,)  note  the  settled  hostility  to  Great  Brit- 
es])ecially  during  its  last  decatles.  lo  re-  ain  which  has  been  tiie  one  constant  fac- 
-pairing  her  blunders  of  tlie  last  century,  tor.  It  was  at  the  exiHUise  of  British 
G<u'many,  whose  ra[)id  transformation  traiie  that  the  taritV  war  between  Russia 
from  an  agricultural  into  an  industria.l  and  Germany  was  brought  to  a  peaceful 
state  of  the  tirst  ra'iik  has  been  a  f;n'  nu>re  coiu'lusion  in  ISiU  ;  it  was  to  thwart 
momentous  event  than  her  iH>iitical  re-  Bi'ilish  i^iolicy  in  central  Africa  that  France 
construcli(Mi.  is  ])ressing  on  in  the  same  aiul  Germany  drew  together  for  the  lirst 
c(Mn'se  with  the  f(W(Masli  haste  of  a  belated  time  since  1S70.  ami  defeated  the  nuiin 
trav(^ller.  Slowly  but  steadily,  with  the  objects  of  the  British  con vention  with  the 
resistless  momentum  of  its  massive  i^'w-  Congo  State:  and  it  has  been  on  the  basis 
er,  the  mysUn'ious  em}iire  o(  the  T^ar  of  tiie  iiolitical  s]ioils  to  Russia  and  the 
nu:)ulds  its  ])olicy  of  territorial  expansion  commercial  spoils  to  Ciermany  that  the 
t(^  new  shapes  under  the  intluence  oi  its  two  ennpires  have  worked  together  of 
silent  develo])ment.  And  moving  tints  recent  years  to  eliminate  British  inlluence 
on  parallel   lines,  they  combine   to  cttrse  at  Constantinople. 
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It  can  therefore  be  no  matter  for  sur- 
prise that,  when  the  Japanese  sword  prick- 
ed the  bubble  of  China's  "  hitent  power," 
llie  same  three  powers  were  quick  to  g-rasp 
the  opportunity  which  British  statesman- 
ship had  so  long-  neglected.      Great  Brit- 
ain had  been  the  first  to  effect  a  breach  in 
the  impenetrable  wall  which  had  for  cen- 
turies concealed  the  great  treasure-house 
of  the  Far  East.    The  outworlFs  which  she 
liad  conquered,  not  for  herself  alone,  but 
for  the   whole   world,  revealed    the   vast 
potential  resources  of  the  boundless  em- 
pire that  lay  beyond — a  teeming-  popula- 
tion to  be  reckoned  by  hundreds  of  mill- 
ions, frugal,  docile,  and  eminently  indus- 
trious; agricultural  and  mineral   wealth 
' '  beyond  the  dreams  of  avarice" ;  a  strange 
but  ancient  civilization  wdiicli  even  in  its 
decay  gave  proof  of  an  inborn  aptitude  for 
all  the  arts  and  crafts  of  peace.     We  have 
still    so   far  only  touched  the   fringe  of 
China,  and  yet  in  little  more  than  half  a 
century,  notwithstanding  the  ubiquitous 
obstruction  of  native  officials,  her  foreign 
irade  has  risen  to   an  annual  aggregate 
>)f  over  £50,000,000.    Nature  has  endowed 
her  far  more  bountifully  than  Japan,  and 
should  she  ever  be  persuaded  or  compelled 
!o   throw  herself   unreservedly,  like  the 
latter,  into  the  path  of  modern  progress, 
the  value  of  her  foreign  trade,  measured 
')y  what  has  already  happened  in  Japan, 
might    well    be    trebled    or    quadrupled. 
The  sight  of  so  costly  a  prize  guarded  by 
hands   so  feeble   was   well  calculated  to 
tempt  the  ambition  of  aggressive  powers. 
The  tide  of   Russian  expansion   towards 
'he   east,  headed  off  in  turn  from  Con- 
stantinople in  the  seventies,  and  from  the 
Persian  Gulf  in  the  eighties,  had  for  some 
time  past  been  rolling  onwards  towards 
the  Pacific.     France  had  already  built  up 
the  foundations  of   a   new  Oriental   em- 
pire, mainly  at  the  expense  of  the  vassal 
states   of   China.       Germany,  dissatisfied 
with  her  meagre  share   in   the  scramble 
for  Africa,  was  only  too  eager  to  peg  out 
fresh    claims    in    some    more    promising 
region.      Was    Great  Britain   once  more 
to  block  their  way?     The  energy  and  en- 
terprise of  her  citizens  had,  as  usual,  se- 
cured a  position  of  peaceful  pre-eminence. 
Two-thirds   of    the    whole    foreign    trade 
and  shipping  were  in  their  hands.      But 
the  war  had  undoubtedly  dealt  a  severe 
blow   to   the  political  ascendancy  which 
Great   Britain    had    hitherto   enjoyed   at 
Peking.      Her  policy  had  been  governed 


by  an  unreasoning  belief  in  the  "latent 
power"  of  the  Chinese  Empire  and  in  the 
value    of   its  "friendship."     The  misera- 
ble   collapse    of   Chinese    power    seemed 
therefore  to  involve  at  the  same  time  the 
collapse    of    British   i)olicy.      It   was   her 
rivals'  opportunity.      If  they  could  only 
succeed  in  substituting,  by  a  bold  stroke, 
their  own  political  ascendancy  for  hers, 
they  would  use  it,  not  as  she  had  done, 
for  the  benefit  of  all,  but,  according  to 
their  own    custom,  for  the  promotion   of 
their  own  exclusive  interests.      Still  Brit- 
ish  prestige,  though  shaken,  was  by  no 
means  broken,  and  while  Great  Britain 
could  not  yet  be  treated  as  a  negligible 
quantity,  the  rise  of  Japan  had  introduced 
another  formidable  factor  into   the  Far- 
Eastern    equation.       With     an    audacity 
which  compels  admiration,  the  three  con- 
tinental powers  proposed  to  disarm  British 
suspicions  at  the  outset  by  endeavoring  to 
entangle  Great  Britain  in  the  very  com- 
bination of  which  the  ultimate  and  para- 
mount object  was  the  destruction  of  the 
predominance  she  had  so  long  enjoyed, 
and  at  the  same  time  to  avert  the  possi- 
bility of  a  future  understanding  between 
her  and  Japan,  by  inducing  her  to  share 
with  them  at  Tokio  the  odium  of  an  un- 
justifiable act  of  coercion.      On   the  plea 
of  safe-guarding  the  integrity  of  the  Clii- 
nese    Empire,    for   which    neither   Russia 
nor  France  had  shown  any  special  regard 
whenever  their  interests  required  a  slice 
of   Chinese   territory,   Russia   calmly  in- 
vited the  British  government  to  join  with 
her  and  her  two  allies  in  ousting  Japan 
from  the  Chinese  provinces  of  which  she 
wanted  the  reversion  for  herself.      Great 
Britain  declined  to   walk  into   the    trap, 
and  notwithstanding  the  un})leasant  con- 
sequences which  at  first  attended  her  re- 
fusal, the  event  has  tended  more  and  more 
to  justify  the  statesmanlike  decision  which 
has  preserved  for  her  her  present  liberty 
of  action. 

Let  us  pause  here  for  a  moment  to  sur- 
vey the  situation  in  the  weird,  outlandish 
capital  which  was  to  be  the  battle-ground 
of  these  fiercely  conflicting  intei'csts.  The 
removal  of  the  seat  of  government,  two 
centuries  ago,  from  Nanking  to  Peking 
had  relegated  the  centre  of  authority  to  a 
remote  corner  of  the  empire,  practically 
cut  off  during  the  four  winter  months 
from  all  communication  with  the  outer 
world.  But  the  isolation  to  which  nature 
has  condemned  Peking  is  nothing  to  the 


1-10 


riAKPEirS    NEW    MONTHLY  'MAGAZINE. 


isolation  to  wliicli  it  stands  self-condeniiied 
by  tlie  ignorance  and  ai-roo-ance  of  its 
fatuous  I'ulers.  Of  tlie  great  oflicials  and 
dig-Jiitnrics  of  state  wlio  compose  tlie  vast 
system  of  ])ul)li('  ])lun(ler  euphemistically 
tei'med  the  central  o-ovevnment  of  China, 
scai'cely  half  a  dozen  have  ever  travelknl 
beyond  the  confines  of  the  em])ire.  and 
the  vast  majority  have  seldom  stirred 
outside  the  dih»])idated  niud-bi-ick  Avails 
and  mock  battlements  of  the  city  which 
actually  and  mtHaphorically  bouiul  on 
every  sid(^  their  visual  hoi'izon.  A  i)ale 
and  sick'ly  youth  who  never  emersi-es.  ex- 
cei)t  in  the  dead  of  nig-ht  on  I'are  cei'e- 
monial  occasions,  fi'om  the  seclusion  of 
the  im])erial  or  forl)idden  city — a  walled 
city  within  the  city,  ])eo}'>led  solely  with 
eunuchs  and  wonu^n — is  the  nominal  de- 
])Ositary  of  supreme  ])ower  over  three  or 
four  huiuli-ed  millions  of  human  beings. 
Behind  him  looms,  still  more  mysterious. 
th(^  figure  of  one  of  those  masterful  women 
whoso  natural  shrewdness  and  strength 
of  will  fi'om  time  to  time  break  through 
the  ti'animels  imposed  upon  their  sex  by 
the  social  system  of  the  East.  By  a  bold 
coup  di  main,  of  which  the  story  is  still 
only  dimly  known,  the  Empress  Dowager 
twice  secured  for  herself  the  privileges  of 
a  long  and  undisturbed  regency,  and  even 
when  she  formally  resigned  the  reins  of 
])ower  into  the  ])resent  Emperor's  h.ands, 
her  influence  continued  to  be  su])reme 
until  the  Ja})anese  war  dealt  a  heavy 
blow  to  her  own  prestige,  and  a  yet  hea- 
vier one  to  that  of  Li  Ilung-Chang,  her 
life-long  adviser  and  2}rot''cic.  She  her- 
self had  thrown  her  whole  weight  into 
the  scales  in  favoi-  of  war.  ov  at  least  of 
those  measures  which  rendered  war  in- 
evitable. Li  Ilung-Chang,  who  ^\\\\\  all 
h.is  faults  has  been  a]>propriately  called 
"the  one  eyed  man  in  the  kingdom  of 
the  l)lind."'  vainly  ])l(^ailed  at  the  last  mo- 
nuuit  for  ]n'ocrastinati(^u  aiul  caution.  In 
his  capacity  of  "defender  of  tiie  fron- 
tier.'' he  was  pi'imarily  resi)onsible  iov  the 
elliciency  of  Chiiui's  naval  and  military 
forces,  aiul  as  no  Yicnicii  in  the  "whole 
Empire  was  nu)re  corru]-)!  than  his  own. 
none  could  be  in  a  better  posiiicui  to 
gauge  tlio  rottenness  to  which  incompe- 
ttuice  and  roguery  had  brought  tliem. 
Sli-ipped  successively  of  all  liis  dignities 
during  tlu^  disastrous  progrt^ss  o{  the  war. 
he  saw  them  restored  to  him  at  its  c'h^se 
merely  in  order  tluit  he  sln>ul(l  incur  the 
fresh  odium   of    allixinir  his   seal    to   the 


Treaty  of  Shimonoseki.  From  the  Chi- 
nese point  of  view,  which  still  considers 
any  mission  to  "the  barbarians"  as  a 
humiliating  form  of  public  service,  liis 
special  embassy  to  Europe  and  America 
was  only  another  nail  driven  into  his 
cotlin.  In  vain  he  strove,  on  his  retui-n. 
by  gigantic  largess  to  projuliate  the  throne 
and  recover  his  old  ])osition  as  Vice- 
roy of  Chi-li.  The  Dowager  Emprej-s 
no  longer  had  the  power,  if  she  still  had 
the  will,  to  iielp  him.  She  could  barely 
hold  her  own  iigainst  the  new  party. 
which,  though  vith  fluctuating  success, 
was  steadily  urging  the  young  Emperor 
to  assert  liimseif  against  the  nnconstitu- 
tioiial  encroachments  of  petticoat  govern- 
ment; and  thePekingotlicials.  with  visions 
of  i-ailway  contracts  and  loan-mongering 
before  their  eyes,  were  determined  that 
Li  Hung  Chang  should  not  regain  his 
ancient  monopoly  of  lucrative  negotia- 
tions at  Peking,  He  luid.  ultimately  to 
come  to  terms  with  Wen  Tung-Ho.  the 
Emperor's  tutor  and  the  leader  of  the  re- 
actionary party — Li  Hung-Chang  to  mit- 
igate the  Empress  Dowager's  hostility  tow- 
ards Wen  Tung-Ho.  and  Wen  Tung-Ho 
to  seciH'e  Li  Hung-Chang  against  the 
Emperor's  further  dis})leasnre — and  on 
this  understanding  he  was  given  a  seat  in 
the  Tstmg-li-Yamen.  the  Board  of  Foreign 
Affairs,  where  the  dominant  faction  holds 
him  firmly  in  check,  wliilst  emplo^ung 
him  as  a  useful  hack  for  the  transaction 
oi  un])leasant  diplomatic  business.  Thus 
torn  by  internal  dissensions.  x)anic-strick- 
en  at  its  own  hel{)lessness.  and  still  imbued 
with  the  boundless  pi-ide  of  its  ancient 
conservatism,  devoured  by  the  gangrene 
of  universal  corru]V.i(^n.  which  the  dread 
of  im])ending  national  ruin  served  only 
to  intensify,  the  central  g-overnment  has 
found  itself  face  to  face  with  the  growing 
discontent  of  the  ]>i'ovinces.  still  inar- 
ticulate btit  none  the  less  ominous:  with 
tlie  augi'y  clamor  of  ])rovincial  ollicials 
'■  squeezed  "  in  their  turn  beyond  all  pre- 
cedent to  su}iply  the  needs  of  a  depleted 
exchequei":  and  last  but  not  least,  with  the 
menacing  conllict  of  foreign  powers  at  the 
gates. 

Ixirely  two  months  ela])sed  after  the 
intervention  of  the  three  allies  had  wrest- 
ed the  Liao-tung  Peninsula  fi-om  Japan 
befcu-e  they  began  to  throw  off  the  mask 
of  disinterested  benevolence  and  demand 
cash  jiayment  for  their  good  ollices  to 
China.      It    is  vei'v   significant    that   the 
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first  payment  thus  effected  was  made  at 
the    expense    of   Great  Britain.      On   the 
20th  of  June,  1895,    the   French  minister 
at  Peking-,  personally  assisted  by  his  Rus- 
sian colleague,  extorted  from  the  Tsuug-U- 
Yamen  the  cession  of  certain  territories 
in  the  Mekong  Valley  which  China  had 
formally  pledg-ed  herself  to   the   British 
government,  only  fifteen  months  previous- 
ly, never  to  alienate  without  its  consent. 
France  subsequently  obtained,  under  sim- 
ilar  pressure,  other    preferential    advan- 
tages for  the  benefit  of  her  Tonking-  pos- 
sessions, in  connection  with  the  construc- 
tion   of    railways    and    the    working'    of 
mines  in  Kwang-si  and  Yun-nan.      In  the 
following  month  (July,  1895),  at  the  mo- 
ment when  negotiations  with  British  cap- 
italists   on    satisfactory    business    terms 
were   on   the   eve   of   conclusion,   Russia 
and    France    combined    to    force     u})on 
China,  at   the   point,  as    it    were,  of   the 
bayonet,  a  loan   guaranteed  by  the  Rus- 
sian  government,  and   floated    in    Paris. 
This    was    to    be    the    first   step    towards 
placing  China  under  their  exclusive  finan- 
cial tutelage,  and  controlling  her  foreign 
trade   through   the    customs    administra- 
tion, of    which   the    revenues    constitute 
the   one   substantial  security  she  can  at 
present  offer.      Fortunately  the  tightness 
of  the    Paris   money   market   just    when 
China  required  a  further  advance  arrest- 
ed, for  a  time,  the  progress  of  the  scheme. 
But  the  creation,  in  January,  189G,  of  the 
Russo-Chinese  bank,  under  the  auspices 
of  French  financial  houses  and  the  presi- 
dency  of   Prince  Ukhtomsky,  the   Tsar's 
confidential  adviser  in  all  matters  relat- 
ing to  the  Far  East,  marked  another  for- 
ward step^and  in  September  of  the  same 
vear  the  Chinese  government  was  com- 
j)elled   to    sign    with    that    institution    a 
convention    allowing   the   Siberian  Rail- 
way to  be   carried   across  Chinese   terri- 
tory. 

The  terms  of  this  convention  prac- 
iically  convert  Manchuria  into  a  de- 
pendency of  Russia,  and  open  up  for 
the  latter  direct  access  to  the  coveted 
positions  on  the  Liao-tung  Peninsula,  out 
of  which  Japan  had  been  ejected.  It  is 
not  necessary  to  assume  the  absolute  au- 
thenticity of  the  famous  "  Cassini  con- 
vention," of  which  the  North  China 
Daily  News  claimed  to  publish  the  actual 
text  in  October,  1896,  but  there  can  be 
little  doubt  that  it  represents  the  general 
lines  of  an  "agreement"'  to  which  China 


has  had  to  yield  a  more  or  less  reluctant 
assent. 

The  first  seven  articles,  as  far  as  they 
deal  with  the  construction  of  railways 
and  mining  privileges  in  Manchuria,  and 
with  the  introduction  of  Russian  troops 
for  their  protection,  are  being  at  the 
present  day  rapidly  carried  into  execu- 
tion, and  the  extension  of  the  Russian 
railway  system  to  Port  Arthur  and  Tali- 
enwan  is  now  admittedly  a  mere  question 
of  time.  A  Russian  force  is  believed  to 
have  already  occupied  Kirin,  and  Rus- 
sian military  instructors  have  actually 
appeared  on  the  scene  at  Peking.  Evi- 
dence of  a  scarcely  less  convincing  char- 
acter might  be  adduced  in  confirmation 
of  the  further  articles  conceding  the  use 
of  Port  Arthur,  Talien  wan,  and  Kiao-chau 
to  the  use  of  the  Russians  as  a  naval  base 
in  the  event  of  warlike  operations. 

Whilst  France  and  Russia  thus  com- 
pelled China  to  honor  their  heavy  drafts 
upon  her  "gratitude,"  Germany's  claims, 
though  equally  pressing,  were  for  a  time 
treated  with  far  less  courtesy.  Iler  part- 
ners themselves  seemed  inclined  to  give 
her  the  cold  shoulder,  and  China,  taking 
her  cue  from  them,  made  bold  to  disre- 
gard her  pretensions.  The  partnership, 
in  fact,  threatened  to  turn  out  so  unprof- 
itable for  her  that  she  showed  at  one 
time  some  disposition  to  drift  quietly  out 
of  it  and  draw  closer  to  Great  Britain. 
In  189G  German  capitalists  joined  hands 
with  English  capitalists  in  raising  the 
second  Chinese  loan,  which  the  Franco- 
Russian  combination  was  just  then  finan- 
cially unable  to  carry  through,  and  a 
scheme  which  found  considerable  favor 
in  German  non-otUcial  quarters  was  ])ut 
forward  for  securing,  b}^  similar  co-oper- 
ation, the  development  of  Chinese  rail- 
ways and  mines  under  the  control  of  an 
international  administration  similar  to 
that  of  the  ]\laritime  Customs.  Germany's 
])osition  in  the  triple  alliance  of  the  Far 
East  became  still  more  awkward  when 
the  desi)atch  of  a  military  mission  from 
Berlin,  which  was  to  have  conferred  the 
Black  Eagle  on  the  Son  of  Heaven,  and 
arranged  for  the  reorganization  of  the 
celestial  army  by  German  oflicers,  was 
suddenly  vetoed  at  the  last  moment  fi-om 
St.  Petersburg.  But  in  spite  of  occasional 
friction  the  partnership  could  not  be 
broken  up  without  playing  into  the  hands 
of  Great  Britain.  So  with  admirable  te- 
nacity of  purpose  Germany  possessed  her 
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soul  in  ])atience,  and  in  llio  mean  time 
had  a  careful  survey  made  of  every  spot 
alon*;-  tlu;  Chinese  coast  which  mi.«4ht 
])r()ve  suitable  for  occupation  by  her  lleet 
as  soon  as  oi)portunity  oU'ered.  It  is  now 
no  secret  that  the  Gei-man  admiralty  had 
decided  on  Kiao-chau  some  time  befoi-e 
tlie  incident  which  led  to  its  actual  oc- 
cu])ation,  and  that  the  (l(M'man  Emperor, 
without,  however,  specify in^i"  any  parlicu- 
lai'  ])oint,  had  secured  fov  himself  a  free 
hand  from  the  Tsar  durin^-  his  visit  to  the 
Russian  court  last  summer.  But  the  terii- 
tory  of  a  professedly  friendly  power  could 
hai'dly  be  seized  without  some  colorable 
pretext.  Quos 2)erd(>re  vidt  Jupiter,  pi- ins 
(IcnicnfuL  China  was  aware  that  Kiao- 
chau  was  a  point  which  mii>-ht  at  any  time 
invite  the  exclusive  attentions  of  certain 
foreig-n  })owers,  ami  she  had  been  repeat- 
ed h'  advised  to  avei't  tliat  danger  by  open- 
ing it  to  foreign  trade,  and  thus  placing  it 
on  the  footing  of  the  other  '*  ti'eaty  ports." 
Whether  lier  hands  were  already  tied  by 
any  s])ecial  arrangements  with  Russia,  or 
fi'om  sheer  perversencss,  slie  did  nothing. 
At  the  same  time  reports  were  rife  that 
Li  Ping-Cheng,  the  Governor-General  of 
Shan-tung,  was  promoting,  or  at  least  tol- 
erating, a  dangerous  anti-fo!"eign  agitation, 
and  the  Chinese  government  was  warned 
of  the  consequences  which  might  attend 
an  outbreak.  Again  China  did  nothing. 
What  had  beeii  the  conserjuences  of  simi- 
lar outbreaks  in  the  ])ast  that  she  should 
iieed  them?  Sonu^  pecuniary  coin])ensa- 
tion  for  the  families  of  the  victims,  the 
heads  of  a  few  coolies,  the  degradation, 
more  or  less  illusory,  of  a  few  manda- 
rins. 

But  this  time  Nemesis  was  to  overtake 
her  in  a  nu)re  drastic  shape.  By  a  singu- 
lar coincidence,  which  the  German  Emper- 
or nuiy  well  be  excused  for  inter])reting 
as  a  special  interposition  of  Providence, 
the  threattuied  outbreak  occurred  in  the 
very  ])rovince  u])on  whicii  Germany's 
choice  h.ad  ali'eady  settled.  Within  a  few- 
days  the  German  forces  were  landed  and 
occu})ied  Kiao-chau.  and  thcmgh  Li  Ping- 
Cheng  clamoi'cd  foi-  ■■])ermission  to  ^weep 
the  barbarians  back  into  the  sea."  the  Ciii- 
nese  government  was  wise  entnigh  to  rec- 
(\gnize  that  they  had  come  to  stay.  As 
soon  as  the  news  reached  Peking,  the 
ministers  of  the  Tsung-li-Yamen  of  course 
rushed  to  the  Russian  Legation,  claiming 
the  fultilmen.t  of  those  ])romises  of  pro- 
tection  which  Russia    had  so  freelv  lav- 


ished upon  them  in  the  ])ast.  That  Ger- 
many's action  at  tirst  produced  consider- 
able irritation  in  St.  Petersburg  as  well  as 
in  Peking  there  seems  to  be  no  doubt. and 
it  was  ])resuinably  the  angi\v  language 
used  in  Russian  cii'cles  wiiich  induced  the 
Germans  at  one  moment  to  contemplate 
the  expediency  of  exchanging  Kiao-chau 
for  a  naval  station  further  south.  But 
the  Tsar  considered  iiimself  to  be  person- 
ally pledged  to  William  IL.  and  though 
he  may  have  feJt  that  the  interpreta- 
tion i)laced  upon  it  by  his  august  ally 
was  somewhat  elastic,  he  was  not  the 
man  to  go  back  upon  his  word.  China 
had  no  choice  but  to  submit  to  tlie  in- 
evitable. 

A  convention  was  signed  gi'anting  to 
Germany,  besides  substantial  atonement 
for  the  murder  of  her  missionaries,  a  nine- 
ty-nine years'  lease  of  the  teri-itory  around 
Kiao-chau  Bay.  and  important  rights  with 
regard  to  the  consti'uction  of  railways 
and  the  woricing  of  valuable  coal-fields 
and  other  mines  in  the  ])rovince  of  Shan- 
tung—rights of  which  the  murder  of  a 
sentry  a  few  days  later  gave  the  German 
minister  an  opjKn'tunity  of  claiming  a 
further  extension.  Russia,  on  the  other 
hand,  being  unable  any  longer  to  winter 
her  lleet  at  Kiao-chau.  as  she  had  done  on 
one  or  two  previous  occasions,  obtained, 
by  way  of  compensation,  the  right  to  use 
Port  Ai'thur  for  that  purpose,  and  she  is 
already  storing  coals  there  on  a  gigantic 
scale,  and  generally  making  herself  at 
home,  pending  the  completion  of  the  de- 
fensive works  which  the  Chinese  are  kind- 
ly restoring  at  their  own  expense,  for  her 
futui-e  convenience. 

Russia.  France,  and  Germanv  have  thus 
in  turn  secured  for  themselves  the  usuri- 
ous reward  of  their  dubious  services  to 
the  "independence  and  integrity  of  the 
Chinese  Enipii-e."  Nor  did  they  leave 
any  one  in  doubt  as  \o  their  future  inten- 
tions. AVlien  Great  Britain  suggested 
that  Nan-ning-fu  and  Talienwan  should 
l)e  thrown  (^{len  to  foreign  trade,  the 
French  and  Russian  representatives  at 
Peking  innnediately  entered  an  emi)halic 
in-otest.  Germany  was  otlicially  more 
cautious,  thougli  her  inspired  organs  did 
not  hesitate  to  ])ut  forward  the  strange 
theory  that  she  was  entitled  to  claim  at 
Kiao-chau  all  the  advantages  both  of  ab- 
solute sovereignty  and  of  leasehold  ])OS- 
session. whilst  repudiating  the  obligations 
both  of  her  own  and  of  China's  commer- 
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cial  treaties  with  foreign  powers.  It  was 
a  distinct  warning'  tliat  in  the  "spheres 
of  influence"  which  they  were  carving- 
out  for  themselves  the  three  powers  were 
bent  upon  boycotting  the  trade  of  all 
other  nations.  But  they  had  shown  their 
] lands  too  soon.  Great  Britain  had  been 
slow  to  speak,  but  she  spoke  at  last  firmly 
and  deliberately,  and  the  applause  which 
her  language  elicited  in  every  country  in- 
terested in  maintaining  the  freedom  of 
foreign  commerce  and  intercourse  with 
China  showed  that  she  liad  voiced  no 
mere  selfish  interests. 

British  policy  in  China  may  not  al- 
ways have  been  free  from  reproach  in 
other  respects ;  but  though  .there  were 
times  when  Great  Britain  might  have 
done  anything  she  liked  in  China,  when 
lier  political  ascendanc.y  was  as  undis- 
puted as  her  commercial  preponderancy, 
slie  never  claimed  a  single  exclusive  ad- 
vantage for  herself.  Even  the  island 
rock  of  Hongkong,  the  solitarj^  trophy 
of  two  successful  campaigns,  is  open  to 
all  comers,  and  in  every  "treaty  port" 
throughout  China  all  can  share  the  rights 
which  she  acquired  by  the  treaties  of 
Nanking  and  of  Tientsin.  The  only 
legitimate  grievance  that  others  might 
have  against  her  is  perhaps  that  she 
showed  too  much  indulgence  towards 
the  feeble  rulers  of  China,  that  she  too 
often  allowed  them  to  evade  the  spirit 
and  letter  of  the  treaty  engagements, 
that  by  a  strange  delusion  from  wiiich 
her  wide  experience  of  Oriental  races 
should  have  saved  her  she  sought  to  cul- 
tivate their  friendship  by  repeatedly  con- 
doning their  bad  faith,  and  that  when 
she  possessed  the  power  she  did  not  exert 
it  sufRciently  to  make  them  put  their 
house  in  order.  But  these  are,  after  all, 
side  issues  of  merely  retrospective  interest. 
They  do  not  aft'ect  the  one  central  and 
constant  feature  of  her  policy.  "  Equal- 
ity of  opportunity  for  all"  is  the  princi- 
])le  upon  which  she  has  taken  lier  stand 
ever  since  she  first  demanded  access  to 
tlie  Middle  Kingdom.  That  she  would 
remain  true  to  it  in  the  present  crisis 
could  hardly  be  in  doubt  from  the  mo- 
ment when,  seeing  through  the  hollow 
pretence  of  international  philanthropy, 
she  refused  to  join  in  the  policy  of  plun- 
der of  Vs'hich  the  intervention  of  the  three 
powers  was  to  be  the  hypocritical  prelude. 
Even  under  the  provocation  of  the  Fran- 
co-Chinese convention,  which    certainly 
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justified  her  in  demanding  special  redress 
for  the  special  wrong  done  to  her,  the 
chief  compensation  she  asked  for,  besides 
a  slight  rectification  of  her  Burmese  fron- 
tier, was  the  opening  of  the  West  River 
of  Canton  to  foreign  trade,  and  the  re- 
moval of  other  unlawful  barriers  which 
obstructed  foreign  enterprise  in  the  two 
Kwang  provinces.  (The  kerosene -oil 
trade  of  the  United  States  was  probably 
the  fii'st  to  benefit  by  her  action  in 
this  matter.)  Again,  when  the  Chinese 
government  requested  her  financial  as- 
sistance in  order  to  clear  off  the  Japan- 
ese war  indemnity,  the  chief  undertak- 
ing she  required,  besides  proper  provi- 
sions for  the  interest  and  repayment  of 
the  loan,  and  facilities  for  carrying  the 
Burmese  railway  system  across  the  Chi- 
nese frontier, was  that  the  area  of  foreign 
trade  should  be  extended  bj^  the  immedi- 
ate opening  of  three  fresh  "treaty  ports," 
and  that  the  valley  of  the  Yang-tze-kiang 
—  i.  e.,  the  great  central  basin  which  cov- 
ers the  most  valuable  field  for  commer- 
cial and  industrial  enterprise  —  should 
never  be  alienated.  In  deed  as  well  as  in 
word  she  has  proclaimed  iirbi  et  orhi  the 
principle  for  which,  with  useful  if  perhaps 
undiplomatic  bluntness,  the  Chancellor 
of  the  Exchequer  declared  that  she  was 
ready  to  face  even  the  risk  of  war. 

The  time  had  certainly  come  for  plain 
speaking,  and  the  powers  to  whom  it  was 
addressed  seem  to  have  realized  its  mean- 
ing. It  has  wrung  from  them  the  tribute 
of  at  least  nominal  adhesion.  Herr  von 
Billow  assured  the  Imperial  Diet  that 
Germany's  interests  would  best  be  served 
by  making  Kiao-chau  a  free  port,  and  the 
Russian  government  apjicars  to  have  gone 
even  further,  for  Lord  Salisbury  was  able 
to  speak  of  a  written  assurance  that  any 
port  which  it  might  obtain  leave  to  em- 
ploy would  be  a  free  port  for  foreign 
commerce.  But  the  value  of  these  as- 
surances, satisfactory,  no  doubt,  as  far  as 
they  go,  must  not  be  overrated.  The 
German  Foreign  Secretary  was  careful 
not  to  bind  himself  for  the  future,  "  espe- 
cially in  view  of  foreign  countries";  and 
with  regard  to  Russia,  one  cannot  help 
remembering  what  happened  to  the  free 
port  of  Batoum  and  the  transit  trade  of  the 
Caucasus  within  a  few  years  after  the 
Treaty  of  Berlin,  notwithstanding  the 
most  solemn  assurances  of  the  Tsar's 
"  intentions."  Moreover,  the  Continental 
powers,  with  their  system  of  state-owned 
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i"iil\vays,  arc  past  niastors   in  tlio  art  of  tioii,  ami   the  triple   alliance   of   the  Far 

cii-cuTJivcntinj?   treaty  taritl's  by  dilt'ereii-  East  lias  at    least   done  this   much   good, 

tial  rates  and  slidin<,^  scales.      Tlie   ])()rts  that,    by    warning-     her     otf    the     main- 

nniy  i-einain    free,  l)ut   those  who  conti-ol  land  of  Asia,  and   despoili»io-  lier  of   the  jjj 

the    railways    behind   them    may  still    be  first  fruits  of  her  warlike  achievements, 

able  to  d(\stroy,  or  at  least  .seriously  im-  it  has  sobered  her  ambition,  which  might 

pair,  the  "equality  of  opportunity  "  which  have    proved    dangerously    overweening, 

11  free  port  is  intended  to  secure.      Even  and  it  has  compelled  her.  willy-niily,  to 

now  it  is  not  (luite  clear  how  far  the  ])rac-  transfer    the    weight    of    her    formidable 

tical    m()no])oly   of   railways    and    mines  power    to    the    conservative    side    of    the 

which  the  Russians  have  obtained  in  :\rau-  scales.      The  •'  awalvening  of  China""  may 

chui-ia,  and  thedei-mans  in  theShan-tung  be  ])ast  praying  \ov.      At  any  rate,  there 

])rovince,  is  compatible  with  the  principle  seems   no   hope    of   reform    from    within, 

which  the  British  government  has  ])ledged  except  after  some  great  upheaval  which 

itself  to  vindicate.      The  ])recise  terms  of  should   sweep   away  her  corrui)t  and  ef- 

tlie  German  agreement  have  not  yet  been  fete  bureaucracy,  and   tlse  remedy  might 

l)ublished,  but    the  Russian   railway  con-  ])rove    worse,   if   ])()ssil)le.   than    ttie    evil. 

vention   contains  an    explicit  stipulation  iUu    the   story   of   Tongking.  the  fate   of 

that  only  Jiussian  and  Chinese  subjects  ^Manchuria,  the  loss  of  Kiao-chau,  ought 

can  hold   shares  in  the  ^tanchurian   rail-  at  last  to  have  taught  even  her  that  the 

ways.      Such  a  stipulation   obviously  ex-  only  chance  of  saving  her  territory  from 

eludes  "equality  of  op])ortunity  for  all,""  the   clutches    of  aggressive   powers    is  to 

though  it  may  be  somewhat  less  ofl'ensive  throw  it  open  freely  to  the  peaceful  but 

in  form  than  the  Russian  demand  for  the  "elfective""     occupation     of     the     whole 

{lismissal  of  the  English  engineers  on  the  world.      By    inviting    foreign    capital    to 

l*eking-Shan-hai-kwan    line,  and    the  ap-  construct  her   railroads,  to  navigate  her 

])ointment  of  l^ussian  engineers  in  their  great   waterways,  to  stimulate  her   trade 

stead.  and  industry.  sVie  might  still  build  up  a 

If  the   powers  whose  ])olicy  is  that  of  nu:)re   powerful    defensive  bulwark   than 

"closed   doors  against   the  world""  have  the    sullen     vis    inert i(A     in     which    she 

lately  moderated    their  tone,  there   is  no-  has  so   long  vainly   ])ut  her  trust.       But 

thing   yet    to   show   that    they    have   per-  even   should   the    instinct    of    self-preser- 

man(mtly    amended    tlieir   purpose.      All  vation  be  past  quickening  in  China,  even 

that  can  be  safely  assumed  is  that  Russia,  should   Japan   prove   unequal   to   the  po- 

with  whom  Fi*ance  is  bound  at  ])resent  to  sition    which   she    claims  among   the  na- 

keej)  step,  is  anxious  not  to  })ush  matters  tions.    Great     r>ritain"s    course     renuiins 

to    extremities    until    her    trans-Siberian  clear.      Where   she  has  sown,  there  also 

railway    is    completed:    that,    as   aippeai's  she  must  remain  to  reap  her  share  of  the 

from  the  olhcial   statements  made  in  the  harvest. 

committee  of  the  ]\eichstag  with  regard  If  anything  were  needed  to  stilfen  her 
to  the  new  navy  bill.  Germany's  "mailed  resolution,  it  v-ould  be  the  sympathy  and 
fist""  cantu)!  safely  make  itself  felt  boytnul  admiration  which  her  attitude  has  already 
the  seas  until  she  has  created  two  power-  elicited  in  the  United  States.  The  best 
ful  squadrons  to  pr()t(H't  her  own  coast  men  on  both  sides  of  the  Atlantic  have 
against  the  dangcM'  of  l)iockade.  In  the  long  fell  that  it  required  only  some  great 
mean  time  it  clearly  beluK^ves  (-ireat  cause,  sonu^  ct'immunity  of  great  interests, 
Britain  and  the  otluM*  powcM-s  whose  pol-  to  swee])  away  the  ]irejudices  which,  in 
icy  is,  on  the  contrary,  that  of  "open  spite  of  so  many  real  ties,  still  tend  to  di- 
doors  to  all  tlie  worhl.""  not  to  I'elax  vide  the  two  Anglo-Saxon  nations.  It  is 
their  watchfulm^ss.  nor  to  Svirrender  just  such  a  cause,  just  such  common  in- 
one  inch  of  the  ground  upon  which  terests.  for  which  threat  Britain  is  doing 
their  comnu)!!  interests  bid  tiiem  take  battle  in  the  Far  East:  and  one  of  the 
their  stand.  Amongst  tlu^se  ■|)owers  ,1a-  nu:)st  hopeful  features  of  the  Far-Eastern 
pan  may  doubtless  at  present  be  reckon-  question  is  that  it  seems  destined  to  draw 
ed.  Neither  frientls  nor  foes  are  likely  ilie  Anglo-Saxon  race  more  closely  to- 
to  undei'rate  the   value   of   her    c.    ^'pei-a-  getlier. 
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rpHE  Public  Stenograplici'  and  Type- 
_L  writer,  so  styled  in  gilt  letters  on  a 
Corinthian -Column  in  the  Hotel  Missis- 
sippi, sat  with  her  chin  on  her  hand  star- 
ing" thoughtfully  down  a  long  corridor 
that  ended  in  two  uninspiring  swinging 
brown  doors. 

She  looked  like  a  fragile  girl  at  the  first 
glance,  perhaps  because  she  was  rather 
pale;  but  when  she  had  stood  up  a  few 
moments  before  to  replace  the  record-book 
on  the  shelf  behind  her,  it  was  not  diffi- 
cult to  see  that  she  had  a  fine  strong  fig- 
ure,and  that  she  was  taller  than  she  seem- 
ed to  be  when  seated.  She  had  hair  that 
was  difficult  to  memorize,  for  the  reason, 
doubtless,  that  it  never  was  twice  of  the 
same  shade;  and  eyes  that  had  in  them  a 
drowsy  shadow  until  they  were  turned  full 
upon  you,  when  instantly  they  acquired  a 
clear  and  steady  lustre.  She  wore  a  dark 
skirt,  and  a  soft  gray  waist  with  sleeves 
that  fell  free  at  the  wrist,  as  if  the  wearer 
had  foi'med  the  habit  of  being  satisfied 
with  that  which  was  revealed  there. 

While  she  thus  sat  staring  down  the 
long  corridor  she  suddenly  made  a  sur- 
prised movement,  a  pale  rose-color  shot 
into  her  face,  and  her  big  eyes  acquired  a 
mysterious  quivering  light. 

Two  men  had  entered  the  corridor.  At 
the  instant  when  she  became  conscious  of 
the  younger  of  the  two  men  the  Public 
Tjq^e-writer  had  fixed  her  gaze  uncompro- 
misingly upon  the  swinging  brown  doors, 
although  she  knew  by  some  experience 
that  these  phenomena  were  utterU^  un- 
worthy of  study.  An  immediate  disad- 
vantage of  this  manoeuvre  Avas  the  gii'l's 
inability  to  say  whether  the  younger  man 
in  his  transit  had  seen  her;  yet  she  clear- 
ly saw  the  two  se})arate,  the  older  man 
coming  toward  her  with  the  words.  ""  I'll 
get  off  that  letter  now." 

Mr.  Erastus  Cardley,  manufacturer  of 
hydraulic  machinery,  Cliicago,  Illinois, 
thereupon  sat  down  beside  the  Public 
Type-writer  with  his  back  against  the 
Corinthian  column. 

He  was  a  large,  healthy  man,  and  it 
was  indicative  of  his  affability  that  he 
started  to  say  ''Good-morning!''  as  he 
sat  down  ;  but  just  as  he  said  "Good — " 
he  became  puzzled  as  to  the  location  of  a 


certain  letter  in   one  of  his  pockets,  and 
got  no  further. 

"Eh — I  think,"  he  said,  wiien  at  last 
he  had  found  the  letter,  "that  I  would  pre- 
fer to  have  you  write  it  on  the  machine, 
so  that  I  may  sign  it  at  once." 

Cardley  dictated  like  a  man  who  was 
thinking  aloud,  nibbling  in  perplexed  in- 
tervals at  a  long  cigar,  wliich  never  had 
been  and  never  would  be  lighted.  Dur- 
ing the  early  passages  of  his  letter  Card- 
ley's  eyes  wandered  to  the  machine,  and 
after  a  time  to  the  girl's  hands,  which 
were  flickering  over  the  keys  in  a  manner 
that  struck  him  as  so  remarkably  pretty 
that  in  one  of  his  nibbles  he  absently 
perceived  that  the  white  fingers  were 
alertly  still. 

"  Eh — let  me  see,"  he  stammered  then. 
"  Where  was  I?"" 

"  '  If  that  shipment  is  not  made  within 
three  days  from  this  date,  we  shall  be  com- 
pelled to  regard  the  contract  as  forfeited,' " 
repeated  the  soft  voice  at  the  type- writer, 
in  an  unaccented,  professional  monotone. 

"  Eh — 'Yours  very  truly,'  "  concluded 
Cardley.  When  he  had  signed  the  letter 
and  I'cceived  the  envelope,  it  occurred  to 
him  to  ask,  "And  what  is  my  bill?" 

"  Fifteen  cents, please," replied  the  girl. 

Cardley  found  a  quarter  in  his  waist- 
coat ])ocket.  He  ])lac(Hl  it  on  the  cor- 
ner of  the  desk,  and  was  turning  away 
when  the  girl  said. "The  change.  i)l('ase,"' 
in  a  voice  so  conclusive  that  C^irdley 
abandoned  his  im])ulse,  and  took  tlie  t(Mi- 
cent  jnece  which  she  })laced  in  his  palm. 
Cardley's  commercial  sense  told  hini  that 
the  price  was  sufficient,  yet  he  had  a  hu- 
man feeling  that  made  it  seem  somewhat 
out  of  ])roportion  to  the  gi'atification  of 
seeing  tlie  service  done  by  this  pei'.son. 

C^ardley  had  just  seated  hinis(^ll'  in  an 
adjoining  readi?ig-room  wlien  the  young 
man  who  had  been  in  his  conii)any  I'cap- 
peai'ed  in  the  corridoi".  Tlie  young  man 
seemed  to  expect  to  (ind  Cardley  there, 
and  strolhnl  incredulously  towrd  the 
empty  cliair  beside  the  Corinthian  col- 
umn. When  he  saw  the  girl  his  ste})  fal- 
tered, then  quickened. 

"  Grace!" 

"  ]\Ir.  Hastings!" 

He  held  out  his  hand,  and  she  vielded 
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liers.      TT<M'   iiiovcniciii   \v;i.s  cold,  but   the  t;ilkiii<i-  into  the  diclalioji-book.  in  a  tone 

li.-nid    \v;is    i)(-fc(^i)Lil)l y    \v;inn    in    llic'    in-  that  seenit'd   to    ini])ly   tliat   lie   could    not 

slant  lie  was  privileged  to  liold  it.  mrnd  it  now. 

"  I  ii;id  no  idt'a,"'li(>  Ix'u-an,  s(>atin<4- Inni-  '"  Grace,  1   feel  liiat  there  i.s  soniethino- 

self    hesidc    her,  "that    yon    were    hei'e —  yon  liav(>  not  toKl  me— something-  ^^ilicll 

that  you  were     "  might  exphiin  to  me—'"  he  paused  almost 

"  ."\t  w(»ri<."  sli(^  a(hli'd,  ([uictly.  appealinu'ly. 

"  I  liad  lie;ird  of  (he  disaster, ''  he  went  "  There  are  some  tliingfs  a -Nvoman  nev- 

(),i.  er  can  exi)hiin  to  a  man."' 

"Yes^"'    she    retnrned,   as    if    slie    had  '*  ^VilI  you  always  be  so?"'   he  reiiion- 

iiicanl  "but  vou  said  nothing";  anil  lh(M"e  strated.      "  Was  I  altogeilier  to  bhanier" 
was    something    of    remonstrance    in    his  She  smihHl  nervously,  deliberately  put 

"  \o\\  iiad  not  answeriul  my  letter."  away  the  dictation-book,  and  glanced  ui) 

"  There  was  notliing  to  say."  at    the    clock.       "I    scarcely    understand 

"And     I     was    afraid,"   he     continued,  you." 
"tlial   you  would  not  understand  me.      I  "  Give  me  an  opportunity  t«^  explain. "' 

\i\\v\\     how     i)roud     you     w(mh\       Aiul     I  '■Kxi)lainf'      ^^he  lookinl  at  him  for  an 

didn't  think   it   :ill   \Nas  sulliciently  disas-  instant   incredulously.       "  I    had  thought 

Irons  to  make  it   necessary  for  you  to — "  that  we  were  })ast  that." 

"Oh,  1  sliouldn't  hav(>  l)e(ui  a  drone,"  "Perhaps  we  are:   but  if  it  shall  be  so. 

she  said,  lightly.  it  shall  be  l>ccause  you  have  willed  it." 

"  ibit  you  wouldn't  liav(^  chosen  this — "  "  Ycni    will    pardon    me."  she   said;    "I 

"  Is  it   kind  lo  despise  my  siiuatioiW"  must  go  to  my  luncheon." 

"No,    no'."'    he    ericd.       "Vou    misun-  "  ^lay  I — " 

(hu'stand   me — and   it    iMi't  the    lirst   lime.  "  AVhenever    you    are    ready.    Elbert." 

I    had    meant    to   say   tliat    you    wouldn't  came   the   voice   o{   Gardley   in    the  corri- 

hav(^     chosrn     anything    so    arduous,    so  dor. 
W(\i!'ing — "  The    girl's    manner    might    h.ave    been 

"  1  ani  slri)ng."  called    niMwous,   indilVerent.  oi'    both,  ac- 

"  Yes,  but  you  w(U'(^  not  accustomed  to  cording  to  one's  attitude  and  suspicions, 

the    long    strain    of    business    hours,   and  Ltaslings  sim}>ly  added,  as  he  helped  her 

this  thing  must  be  racking  to  tluMHM'ves."  with    her   cajte:    "You    will    be   liere   this 

"On    the   contrary,   1    have   enjoyed   it.  afternoons      1  liave  some  letters." 
I  am  indepeiuhuil.""  "Yes,"  she  replied,  and  left  him. 

"You    always    were    ind(^p(Mident."  lie  "  k'lr-^t    time  I   (^-er   saw    you    llirt  like 

said,  with  a  sign  of  bitteriu'ss.       "  ll    was  that.  Elbert,"  said  Gardley,  in  the  dining-- 

on(^  of  your  passions.""  rcmm. 

"  I   feai'  1  shall  m^ver  gi>l  (U'cr  il."  "You    misjudge    me,"  returned    Hast- 

"(iracel"  hecried,  beiRling  toward  her.  ings,  atVecting*  a  laug-h. 
"listen  lo  me:"  "  Which  wayf"  chuckled  Cardley. 

Slie  re;ich(Hl  for  her  dictation-biH)k,  and  "  1    was    not     tliriing."      Hastings    did 

lifted  lier  pencil.      ()nly   a   woman   could  luU  look  up  from  the  card.       "  l'erha]is  I 

have  talv(Mi  a  precaution  against  observa-  may    tell    you    something    about    this   by- 

tion   with  such  mechanical  timelini^ss.  and-by." 

"Grace,"  pursued    Hastings,   "  itdl    nit^  "Oh    ho!      '  Consonnnc,   mock    ttirtle, 

this  luu-e  and  luuv — had  this  disasitM-  hap-  ]nirce  of' —      ^It^ck   tui'ile."  said   Cardley 

P(mi(h1  when  you  stMU  \\\c — my  h^tiers;"  to    the    waiter,   and    "  Ivomancc.   eh  T'    to 

"  Yes,"  she  aiiswtM'ed,  inseruial^ly.  Hastings. 

He  arosi^  and  stooped  exciltHlly  tow-  At  ftnir  o'clock  that  afternoon  Hastings 
ard  her.  "Then  why  dlilu'i  yor  say  a  left  his  uncle  at  the  ollice  of  Pell,  Totten. 
word^'  and  Pell,  and  hurried  bac'k  to  the  Missis- 
She  motioned  to  him  it>  be  sealed  ai:-ain.  sippi.  A  little  bald  man  was  dictating-  a 
"Because  I  was  fi'igliiened  and  tired,  and  letter  lo  Gra.ce  Tenncy.  The  little  bald 
it  wasn't  necessary."  man  dictated  another  long  (Uie  that  quoted 

"Wasn't  necessary:     Wasn't  lu  c.ss;,!y  many   tigures.  nccessiiating  frequent  ref- 

to  tell  me  that  a  catastropiie  liiat  atVected  ercnce  to  sheets  oi  ruled  ]ia]HU-  which  he 

the    comfort    of   your    m.nher    ;ind    your-  held  nervously  in  his  left  hand, 
self—"  Hastings  studicil  the  architecture  and 

"We  cannot  Uiend   it   now.  "  >!..     said,  dcccn-ations  throughout  the  entire  lower 
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floor  of  the  hotel.  He  mounted  to  the 
second  floor  and  flung'  himself  into  the 
corner  of  an  unyielding  divan,  whence 
he  could  see  over  the  rail  of  the  g'rand 
staircase  into  the  corner  of  the  corridor 
where  Miss  Tenney's  pencil  was  patter- 
ing the  terse  periods  of  the  little  bald 
man's  interminable  letter.  In  this  atti- 
tude, to  the  irritating  slow  music  of  an 
invisible  young  lady  at  an  invisible  and 
hopelessly  untuned  piano,  he  conceived 
a  violent  antipathy  to  the  little  bald 
man,  and  became  conscious  of  an  unrea- 
sonable and  impractical  desire  to  descend 
and  rend  that  person  at  the  present  stage 
of  his  probably  ridiculous  letter.  As  a 
matter  of  minutes  it  was  still  but  half 
past  four  when  the  little  bald  man  got 
up  and  went  away.  Hastings  descended 
the  grand  staircase  with  ungraceful  ce- 
lerity, modifying  the  ardor  of  his  advance 
when  he  came  within  range  of  Miss  Ten- 
ney's eyes. 

Miss  Tenney  was  just  propping  up  her 
dictation-book  preparatory  to  writing  out 
her  notes.  When  he  saw  the  short-hand, 
and  realized  that  the  long  letters  had  yet 
to  be  written  out  on  the  type-writer,  Hast- 
ings's heart  fell.  Something  in  her  man- 
ner deepened  his  hopelessness.  She  cer- 
tainly would  have  no  time  to  talk. 

"Oh,''  he  said,  "are— are  you  very 
busy?  I  thought  that  perhaps — that  per- 
haps you  might  be  able  to  take  a  letter 
from  me." 

"Certainly,"  she  responded,  drawing- 
out  the  slide  in  her  desk,  and  reaching 
for  the  dictation-book.  "  I  don't  require 
to  write  out  these  letters  at  once." 

"  In  flexible,  "thoughtHastings,  remark- 
ing to  her,  "I  should  infer  that  you  are 
not  afraid  to  let  your  notes  get  cold." 
Her  indifference  steadied  his  impulsive- 
ly formed  purpose.  "  My  letter  is  not  pre- 
cisely on  business,"  he  said,  "but  I  pre- 
sume that  makes  no  dift'erence  to  you?" 

"No,"  she  answered,  with  her  pencil 
})oised. 

"In  fact,"  he  pursued,  dryly,  "it  is  a 
very  personal  letter."  lie  was  sparring 
for  time. 

She  waited. 

"A  letter  to  a  lady." 

"  My  customers  sometimes  write  to 
ladies,"  she  renuirked,  "and  they  never 
apologize  to  me." 

Hastings  leaned  back  in  his  chair,  a  lit- 
tle white  in  the  face.  "I  shall  begin,"  he 
hastened  to  say,  and  added,  "  'Dearest.'" 


It  was  a  very  small  word  in  short-hand. 
It  had  been  written  almost  while  he  was 
sounding  the  second  syllable. 

"'I  know,'"  continued  Hastings,  his 
eyes  on  the  pencil  and  the  hand  behind 
it,  "  'that  you  will  pardon  this  form  of 
letter  when  I  tell  you  that  three  days  ago 
I  had  a  fall  from  my  wheel  and  hurt  my 
right  hand.'  " 

She  could  not  help  it,  and  it  delighted 
and  almost  cheered  Hastings  to  see  the 
flutter  of  her  lashes  as  she  quickh%  and 
without  stopping  her  pencil,  glanced  tow- 
ard his  right  hand,  which  hung  over  the 
back  of  his  chair.  The  cutting  from  a 
glove  covered  his  thumb. 

He  went  on:  "  'But  I  don't  deserve  au}^ 
sympathy,  for  I  tried  to  ride  a  hair-line 
between  a  cab  and  a  lumber- wagon.  The 
bicycle  is  expected  to  recover,  and  I  am 
doing  as  well  as  could  be  expected.  Uncle 
'Rastus  and  I  have  been  on  the  go  ever 
since  we  left  Chicago.  I  don't  think  I 
ever  shall  dote  on  hydraulic  machinery 
as  a  theme  for  continued  and  profound 
thought,  but  there  is  money  in  the  busi- 
ness, and  good  times  are  right  ahead.  I 
am  working  hard,  and  I  have  a  notion 
that  Uncle  'Rastus  a})proves  of  me.  Of 
course  I  hate  travelling,  but  there  are 
compensations.  This  morning  I  met  an 
old  friend  here  at  the  Mississip})i.'  " 

This  produced  a  slight  and  wliolly  enig- 
matical movement  in  her  face,  and  ac- 
celei'ated  the  movement  of  the  pencil. 

'  I  have  been  thinking  of  you  con- 
stantly since  I  saw  you.  [Uncle  'Rastus 
had  observed  his  abstraction  for  the  whole 
of  the  four  hours,  j  You  always  have  seem- 
ed inditl'erent  to  such  assui-ances,  but  un- 
less you  really  are  as  cold  as  you  like  to 
seem,  you  would  be  pleased — you  sliould 
be  pleased — to  know  how  constantly  yon 
have  been  in  niv  thoughts  since  we  ])art- 
ed.'  ' 

Miss  Tenny's  face  was  rig'id.  He  might, 
she  thought,  consider  it  amusingly  whim- 
sical to  dictate  to  her  a  letter  foi'  another 
girl,  but  there  was  something  very  much 
like  an  affront — a  brutal  afl'ront — in  the 
act.  If  he  expected  to  see  her  throw  down 
the  pencil  and  tell  him  to  take  his  episto- 
lary ardor  elsewhere,  he  was  much  mis- 
taken. 

"  'To  tell  you  the  truth,  '  "  came  Hast- 
ings's voice,  ''  'I  can't  keep  up  the  air  of 
complacence.  I  am  not  complacent  at  all. 
I  wish  I  were.  A  man  never  gains  any- 
thing bv  meekness.      I  should  have  told 


M8  lIAllPErrS    NEW    MONTHLY    MAGAZINE. 

vou  fraiikl  vat  llicboj:')  lining-,  wliotliervou  —fool  enoug-]i  to  do  sucli  things,  and  then 

wisluHl  to  liear  it  or  not.  tliat  I  tliouglit  fool   enough    to   tell    of   them.      And    all 

YOU  were  wi'ouo'— thai  you  ircre  wrong.'"'  this  because  a  young  man   \vho  loved  a 

"  How  will  siie  like  that^'  thought  Miss  young  woman  and  a  young  woman  who 

Tennev.      '"  /  shoiiU!  eall  it  im])udence."'  said  she  loved  a  young  man  quarrelled  at 

'"'If  I  hail,  vou   v.oukl  have  res})ect(Hl  a  reading-cii'cle  over  Christopher  Marlowe 

m(^  ev(m  if  you  did  not  wholly  agree  with  — and,  1  might  say.  over  Robert  Herrick 

me.      Jhit  tii(>  tiling  that  would   have  re-  also.     It  didn't  make  any  dili'erence  which 

suited    from    such    a    course   would    have  of    them    said   "love   me    little,  love    me 

been  this:    You  would  have  been  aroused  long.""]nit  it  did  make  a  great  deal  of  dif- 

to    tell     me     vour    suspicion  —  your    un-  ference,  evidently,  that  we  should  disagree 

founded  susjiicion.     You  would  have  told  about  it/" 

me   anu'i'ily — yes.  you    would   have  been  There  was  protest  in  Miss  Tenney's  lips. 

leai'inLj-  anu'ry — that    I   had    no    right,  to  "'As   if   to   rebuke    us,   it    turned    out 

beuin    with,  to   ])lace   you    in    a   position  that  both  of  them  said  it.      That's  a  way 

where  a    third    })erson,  and   ;i    woman    at  these  writers  have.      I  suppose  there  was 

that,  could  tell  you  something  of  me  that  a  moral  in  that,  the  moi'al  that  two  peo- 

vou  did  not  know."  "  pie   may   quari'el    and    both    be   right — or 

Hastings    faucied   that    he    could    read  ])erhaps  I  should  say.  and  both  be  wrong. 

susi)icion  in  Miss  Tenny's  hand.  Of  course  I  know  you  Avill   say  that  this 

"' Then  I  shouUr  have  come  to  the  real  had   nothing  to   do   with   it   at   all,  or  at 

reason    foi*    youi'    feeling    toward    me;    I  least  no  more  than  to  offer  Elsie  Grannis 

should    have  known    that  you   not   only  a  chance  to  make  some  fun  of  you.  which 

accused  me  of  acting  a.  lie.  but  held  your  may  well  have  seemed  a  tragedy  to  one 

betrothed    guilty    of    drivelling    coward-  who   hated    that   lady   so    cordially.  •  On 

ice.'"  tiie   way  home    that   night    you    did    not 

]\Iiss  Tenney's  hand  faltered  for  the  take  my  arm.  It  was  i-aining,  and  you 
first  time,  and  Hastings  detected  a  ilusli  said  you  could  hold  your  water-i)roof  bet- 
that  ere],  to  the  ])arting  of  her  hair,  and  ter  with  both  hands.  Then  I  swore  very 
that  told  him  ])lainly  how  well  she  knew  softly  to  myself.  I  think  I  said,  "Damn 
that  he  was  talking  to  her.  I^Iarlowe.  anyway!"  or  something  to  that 

"'But   instead   of  doing  this,  which  I  eti'ect."" 

should   have  done,  I  wi-ote   to  you.  with  "Excuse  me." 

your   harsh    Icitei-  befoi-e   me.      You    did  Hastings  i)aused.     "I  ho]ie  I  have  not 

not   answ(M'-  you  did    not  answer  except  offended  you:   I  am  not  fully  acquairited 

to  send  back  tlu.M'ing  and  the  letters.     My  with  the  etiquette  of  dictation,  and — you 

hMter   may    not   have    been   just    what   it  see.  the  lady  I  am  writing  to  knows  me 

should  have  been:  and  your  answer  was  very  well,  and  she  Iviiows  that  I  very  sel- 

answer  enou.gh.  perhaps.     You  must  have  dom  swear  exce|)t  when  the  provocation 

known  that  it  would  be.  though  I  didu't  is  excessive.     We  both  were  pi'esent  at  the 

know  at  the  time   of  your   own   distress  circle  when    swearing  was    oflicially   de- 

from    another   cause.       I  hadn't  heard  a  lined  as   the  unnecessary  use  of  ])i'ofane 

word   about    the   blow   to    your   mother's  language." 

proj^erty.      It  wasn't  until  a  month  later.  "I    understand."  murmured  Miss  Ten- 

when    1    came  home   from    the   trij)   that  ney,   without    lifting   her   head:    but   her 

Uncle  'Kastus  asked  me  to  make  to  Den-  eycdids  twitched. 

ver,  that  I  learned  of  that  matttu'.  Then  "  'Anyhow.  I  did  swear  quite  as  defi- 
I  walked  straiglit  down  to  your  house  at  nitelyasif  ihe  words  had  been  aiulible.  It 
ten  o'clock  at  uiglit.  All  the  lights  were  disgusted  me  to  think  that  two  people, 
out  except  the  one  in  your  room.  I  de-  two  friends,  should  have  been  guilty  of  a 
cided  not  to  go  in.  I  took  it  out  in  stand-  heaaed  ditference — polite  enough. but  heat- 
ing there  for  just  two  hours,  and  wonder-  ed— before  others,  before  that  cynical  old 
ing  what  you  were  doing,  and  trying  to  hen  Elsie  Grannis.  Then  you  riled  nie 
worry  out  sonu^  an>wer  to  the  wiude  a  little  on  the  way  hom.e— and  there  you 
thing.'"  are  for  a  quarrel,  a   real  nice  quari'el,  all 

Miss  Tenney  slightly    lifted   her   head,  ripe  and  re;uly  for  breaking  out.    It  should 

and  Hastings  was  all  but  certain  that  she  have  stoptied  right  thei-e:   it  might  have 

moved  hei*  lips  as  if  alio  u  lo  spMk-.  stoj^ped  right  thei-e.      I  felt  so  ashamed  of 

"  '  Yoti   see  what  a  fool   a.  man   c:\u  be  mvself,  of   otirselves  —  I   had    a    ris'ht  to 
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"that,' "he  added,  as  if  she  actually  had 
interrupted  him,  "'that  I  had  no  wish 
except  to  forget  the  ridiculous  incident. 
But  on  the  way  home  I  told  you  I  was 
not  going-  to  the  Board  of  Trade  dinner, 
because  I  was  disgusted  and  j^ou  were 
disgusted  by  the  amount  of  drinking  that 
was  going  on  at  the  club  where  the  din- 
ner was  to  be  held.  I  did  go  to  the  din- 
ner, and  I  did  not  tell  you  on  Wednesday 
that  I  had  been  there.  I  had  a  reason 
for  not  telling  you  then.'  " 

Hastings  detected  wliat  looked  to  him 
like  a  touch  of  scorn  in  the  very  slight 
movement  of  Miss  Tenne3'''s  head  at  tliis 
juncture;  the  very  parting  of  her  hair 
looked  defiant.  So  tliat  he  gathered  him- 
self for  a  moment  before  going  on  to  say: 

"  '  Uncle  'Rastus  had  wired  me  a  request 
to  go  to  that  dinner  for  a  special  business 
purpose,  and  I  liad  planned  a  little  joke 
— he  was  to  write  an  apology,  a  funny 
affidavit,  which  didn't  come  until  Thurs- 
day— but  of  course  it  is  too  late  now  to 
explain,  and  it  all  sounds  drivelling.'" 

A  little  ringlet  of  hair  tliat  had  broken 
away  from  Miss  Tenney's  left  side-comb 
here  quite  plainly  said,  "  You  may  go  on." 

"  '  You  knew  me  pretty  well  then. 
You  knew  how  much  I  believe  in  frank- 
ness between  us,  I  have  no  doubt  that 
made  your  suspicion  all  the  bitterer.  I 
felt  so  much  confidence  in  my  honesty 
with  you  that  I  had  no  sensation  of  un- 
easiness in  keeping  something  from  you 
for  a  few  days.      But  let  this  go.' " 

"  Please  c?ohY  let  it  go,"  said  the  ringlet. 

"  '  I  know  very  well  that  you  would  re- 
spect me  more  if  I  did  not  do  what  I  am 
doing  now.  You  admire  the  stalwart 
virtues.  The  truth  is  that  women  love  a 
brute;  the  coarser,  masterful  qualities  fas- 
cinate them.  I  should  have  liked  to  have 
your  respect.  I  wish  I  had  been  able  to 
overpower  you  by  some  display  of  author- 
itative brutality  in  the  velvet  gloves  of 
politeness.  The  trouble  was  that  I  was 
very  much  in  love  with  you.  I  never 
had  been  in  love  befoi'e.  I  never  will  be 
in  love  that  way  again  with  anyone  else. 
I  was  so  much  in  love  that  this  thing 
came  like  a  tragedy  that  I  suppose  was 
disproportionate.  Anyhow,  it  bowled 
me  over  for  the  moment.  I  went  all  to 
pieces.  When  you  sent  back  the  letters 
and  the  ring  I — yes,  I  whimpered  like  a 
baby.  You  ma\^  guess  how  little  spirit  a 
man  has  left  when  he  can  tell  a  thing 
lii.-ethis.      I—'" 


Miss  Tenney's  hand  was  faltering  so 
that  she  made  frequent  blunders,  and 
dropped  far  behind  the  dictation. 

"  'I  sat  down  and  read  that  story  of 
de  Maupassant's,  called  The  Coward^ 
which  we  had  thought  so  remarkable. 
Probably  I  never  reall}'  was  in  any  dan- 
ger of  doing  such  a  thing  as  that,  though 
the  personal  discomfort  of  killing  myself 
would  have  been  no  factor  in  the  case. 
I  pulled  my  faculties  together  after  a 
while.  I  can  be  brutal  with  myself. 
Possibly  I  should  have  v/holly  succeeded 
in  getting  over  it  but  for  one  fact  —  I 
still  am  in  love  with  you.  This  may 
strike  you  as'  curious.  Doubtless  it  is  a 
grotesque  circumstance.  You  may  wish 
to  use  it  as  a  foot-note  in  that  paper  you 
read  at  the  circle  on  "Social  Phenome- 
na." If  I  had  been  writing  a  novel  or 
something  of  that  sort,  and  the  hero,  af- 
ter being  thrown  down  by  the  heroine — 
thrown  down  hard,  as  in  my  case — had 
gone  on  being  in  love  with  her  just  the 
same,  I  couldn't  have  kept  my  face  straight 
w^hile  I  wrote  it.  I  should  have  expected 
to  have  every  ex})erienced  reader  say  to 
himself  —  and  especially  to  herself — 
"  What  an  idiot!"  If  I  had  been  one  of 
those  authors  who  write  vicariously,  and 
had  been  dictating  my  stoi'v  to  a  person 
at  a  type-writer,  I  should  have  expected 
the  ])erson  at  the  type- writer,  in  one  of  her 
possibly  numerous  mental  asides,  to  say, 
"Mercy!  how  soft!''  But  this  was  my 
first  attem})t.      This  As  my  first  attempt.'" 

The  ringlet  was  remarkabh'  steady. 

"  'I  am  not  saying  these  things  to  ac- 
cuse or  to  annoy  you.  I  am  writing  no 
more  than  I  should  say  to  your  face — 
yes,  I  should  say  these  things  if  3'ou  were 
seated  hei-e  beside  me  now,  if  I  were 
looking  into  your  face  and  feeling  the 
thrill  that  even  the  memory  of  your  face 
must  always  bring  to  me.  I  should  have 
to  say  them.  I  am  tired  of  hiding  my 
thoughts.  1  am  sick  of  silence.  I  must 
say  them,  whether  you  think  me  less  of  a 
criminal  or  more  of  a  fool. 

"  '  I  can  remember,'  "  Hastings  went  on, 
a  heat  in  his  voice— "' I  can  remember 
saying  to  myself,  on  the  night  of  the  din- 
ner, "Any  other  girl  but  Grace  mij'-ht  mis- 
understand me  in  this  matter."  And  then 
when  I  had  started  with  the  dangerous 
joke  of  not  telling  you  at  once,  and  was 
waiting  for  Uncle  'Rastus's  burlesque  al!i- 
davit,  I  couldn't  even  tell  you  about  the 
fire — '  " 
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Suddenly  llic   <;ii-l   looked  up,  liei-  eyes  Cardley  came  sauiitei-iiig- u])  the  corridor, 

sii-ano-ely  dark,  ami  tli(U)l(>()(l  out  of  lier  "1   will    fetch    my   inicle— you   ouglit   to 

li])s.      "  Was  it  you  who  saved  Otis  AVar-  know — "' 

,.,.,,9"  "No,  no!"'     She  caualit  liis  sleeve.     '"I 

"Yes.''    i-eplied     Hastings.       Tlien    he  l)e.Li-  of  you..      Do  you  think  I  could  care 

hent  forwai'd.      "  AYhai  of  tliat?      Didn't  fortliatr"' 

voii^  '^  A    look    })assed    between    them.       One 

"I  didn't  know,"  she  said,  a  little  linsk-  would  have  needed  liis   eyes  to  read  the 

ily.      "  No  one  seemed  to  know  just  then  appeal  in  hers,  and  liers  to  read  tlie  reply 

wli(>n  I  heard   of  the   fire— who  it  was  in  his. 

that  hi'ouo-ht  him  down  the  ladder.      And  Hastings  pointed  to  the  sliort-hand  book. 

I  misunderstood  you."      A  shimmer  came  "How  sluill  that  letter  end?      Write  the 

into  the  dark   other  eyes.      •' I  thought  salutation." 

that  you   wei'e   with   those   who   had   the  She   hesitated    a    moment.      Then    she 

trou})le  after  the  dinner."  Avrote  two  small  words  after  the  lines  al- 

"  I\ry    Ood!"   cried    Hasting's,    starting  ready  thei'e,— ^  ^ 

uj).      Ifei'  hand  trembled  over  his  and  he  Hastings  saw  them. 

sat  down.     " Do  you  mean  to  tell  me  that  Cardley  was    only  three   yards  away, 

you   ihought  I   had  disgi-aced   myself  r —  '"  Quick  !"  whispered  Hastings.     '"What 

that  T  had  been  drunk?     Do  you  mean—"  do  they  say?" 

'"  Hush  :"  she  commanded,  herself  V(M'y  The    blood     was    in    her    face     again, 

white  and  still.      "No  one  said  so,  and  I  "Yours  foi'evei*." 

should  have  learned  l)etter  if  I  had  not  "' Uncle 'Rastus."  said  Hastings,  cheer- 
k'e})t  away  from  everyone  who  might  have  ily,  "I  think  you  ought  to  become  better 
told  me.  I  thought  that  this  was  why  acquainted  with  Miss  Tenney,  You  see, 
you  had  concealed  from  nu^  the  fact  that  I  have  rather  kept  the  matter  a  secret 
you  had  been  at  the  dinner."  from  you,  but  we  are  engaged  to  be  mar- 
Hastings  arose  again,  and  ]\Ir.  Erastus  ried." 
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I. 

ONCE  again  the  Study  windows  are 
o])en  u))on  tlic  tropics.  This  time 
fi'om  the  Hotel  Alarcon,  in  Cuernavaca, 
in  the  re])ublic  of  Mi^xico.  This  chan- 
ging the  ])oint  (^f  view  is  merely  a  quesiion 
of  latitud(^  At  two  o'clock  in  the  nu)rn- 
ing  the  Southern  Ci'oss,  the  least  brilliant 
in  the  group  of  constellations  that  are 
passing  in  I'evit^v  at  that  hour,  is  not 
high  above  the  hori/on,  while  tlie  Ni^rlh 
Star  is  so  low  as  to  lose  its  imjionance  in 
our  Northern-ti'ain(Ml  eyes.  Even  those 
])ersons  who  allow  themselves  a  good  dt>al 
of  latitude  at  home  are  sensible  of  some 
enlargement  of  their  ]voint  of  vievr  in  the 
change  in  their  geogi'a])hical  ]")ositi!m.  If 
they  come  south  of  tlu>  Tro])ic  of  Cancer, 
they  are  likely  to  lose  some  of  their  pre- 
judices, if  tliey  do  not  take  u})  a  n^w  line 
of  conduct.  I  cannot  su])pose  thai  the 
character  is  changed  by  passing,  an  inui- 
ginary  line;  so  it  must  be  that  tlieeiiange 


of  latitude  tem])orarily  atfects  conduct. 
How.  otherwise,  does  it  happen  that  a  man 
who  in  New  Englantl  would  not  think  of 
Slaying  away  from  the  morning  service, 
ov  of  dodging  the  contribution-box,  no 
sooner  ci'osses  the  Ti'0})ic  of  Cancer  than 
his  conscience  permits  him  to  take  in  a 
huil-iight  an.d  also  a  cock-light  on  Sun- 
day: Is  not  the  Southern  Cross  as  re- 
straining as  the  Nortliern  Cross?  It  would 
seem  not.  AYould  the  same  etl'ect  be  pro- 
duced u})(ni  a  man  if  he  travelled  north 
instead  of  south?  The  expei'iment  might 
easily  be  tried,  and  it  could  be  settled 
v.hether  a  man's  vii-tue  is  geograi)hical 
or  ]HTsonal.  If  he  found  that  on  going 
north  his  goodness  increased  and  his 
n.ioral  stamina  hard(Mied,  and  that  as  he 
moved  south  his  conscience  apologized  for 
his  inclinations,  he  could  establish  a  def- 
inite scale  of  virtue,  marked  by  degrees 
of  north  aiul  south  latitude.  And  in  oi-der 
to   know  what  sort  of  a  man   he    was  at 
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any  given  moment,  he  would  only  need 
to  consult  the  terrestrial  map.  If  the 
traveller  thinks  this  a  fanciful  theory, 
then  he  must  invent  another  to  account 
for  his  aberrations. 

Is  it  necessary  to  remind  the  reader  that 
be  saw  Cuernavaca,  looking-  from  these 
same  Study  windows,  last  year?  It  is  the 
same  quaint  city  of  towers  and  domes, 
palaces  and  thatched  hovels,  charming- 
lanes  lined  with  tropical  fruits  and 
foliag-e,  a  city  with  not  a  level  acre  in  it, 
sloping  between  deep  barrancas  down  tow- 
ard the  hot  country,  and  with  a  winter 
sun  hot  enoug-h  for  a  sanitarium  in  any 
month,  although  it  is  5000  feet  above  sea- 
level;  a  sort  of  limitless  valley,  encircled 
by  mountains,  growing  sugar-cane,  and 
corn,  and  coffee,  and  baiianas,  and  palms, 
and  unbelievable  varieties  of  tropical 
fruits;  and  on  the  eastern  horizon,  be- 
yond artistically  converging  ranges  of 
bills  and  masses  of  fantastic  rocks  that 
are  red  in  the  sunset,  like  the  Grarden  of 
tlie  Gods  in  Colorado,  rise  the  massive 
snow  heights  of  Popocatepetl  and  Iztac- 
cihuatl,  each  about  17,500  feet  in  altitude. 
There  they  are,  remote,  majestic,  mysteri- 
ous, sometimes  above  the  clouds,  some- 
times draped  in  rosy  vapor,  sometimes 
withdrawn  in  cold  seclusion,  their  North- 
ern virtue  always  dominating  these  com- 
plaisant regions,  ethereally  white  against 
an  azure  sky,  dark  when  the  sun  comes  up 
on  their  right,  and  rosy  with  an  ineffable 
loveliness  when  the  western  mountains 
are  aflame  at  sunset.  One  gets  in  time  to 
have  a  very  friendly  feeling  for  this  pagan 
Woman  in  White  and  her  constant  male 
companion. 

Carefully  considering  our  latitude,  we 
Avent  one  Sunday  morning  to  hear  mass 
in  the  ancient  church  of  Juitei)ec,  an 
Indian  village  in  the  sugar  and  rice  i-e- 
gion,  some  seven  or  eight  miles  from  the 
city,  down  and  up  barrancas,  and  through 
green  fields  and  tropical  lanes,  over  a  road 
fit  only  for  sure-footed  horses — a  village 
of  cane  huts  and  thatched  roofs,  African 
in  appearance.  On  the  way  is  the  famous 
hacienda  of  Cortez,  probably  the  oldest 
sugar-hacienda  on  this  continent,  an  enor- 
mous structure,  with  arches  and  arcades 
and  columns  and  walls  six  or  eight  feet 
thick,  where  the  most  antiquated  ])rocesses 
of  sugar-making  are  still  in  use.  This 
hacienda  was  given  by  Cortez  to  the  Hos- 
pital of  Jesus  in  the  city  of  Mexico,  and  it 
yields  a  revenue   of  forty   to  fifty  thou- 
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sand  dollars  a  year  to  that  noble  charity. 
The  planting  of  tlie  cane  is  renewed  here 
every  three  years,  and  the  grinding  sea- 
son, working  night  and  day,  only  lasts 
about  six  months  in  the  year,  and  not 
every  day  in  the  year,  as  in  a  mill  in 
Cuautla,  which  is  lower  down  in  the  hot 
country.  It  was  a  feast-day  at  Juitepec, 
and  near  the  old  Spanish  church  were 
booths  for  the  fair,  for  eating,  drinking, 
gambling,  merrymaking,  and  singing, 
and  playing  on  the  mandolin.  Among 
other  attractions  was  a  phonograph  !  As 
is  common  with  all  Spanish  churches  in 
villages,  this  lias  a  noble  church -yard, 
shaded  by  gigantic  trees  of  ash  and  cy- 
press. (Why  the  American  architects  do 
not  come  down  here  and  learn  how  to 
make  picturesque  facades  and  towers  that 
please  by  their  simjde  beauty  I  do  not 
know.)  Within,  the  church,  like  most 
of  its  kind,  is  gaudily  decorated,  an  unin- 
teresting parallelogram,  but  for  the  ser- 
vice it  was  literally  ablaze  with  candles, 
and  the  pavement  was  crowded  with 
kneeling  worshippers,  each  holding  a 
lighted  taper,  a  most  democratic  assem- 
bly of  peons  and  working  -  people,  the 
men  in  clean  white  jackets  and  trousers, 
and  the  women  in  skirts  and  rebozos  of 
various  colors,  and  the  kneeling  ci-owds 
picked  out  here  and  there  with  a  1)rilliant 
red  blanket.  In  the  church-yard  were 
extensive  })re})arations  for  fireworks  in 
the  evening,  and  the  exuberance  of  the 
day  manifested  itself  in  a  constant  po))- 
ping  of  torpedoes  and  lire-crackers,  which 
gave  a  certain  animation  to  the  service. 
There  was  a  very  good  organ,  and  in  the 
loft  a  (ine  military  band  })]:)yed  tlie  mili- 
tant airs  of  a  con(iuering  Church.  The 
rai)t  devotion  of  the  congregatioji  was  un- 
doubted— of  the  worshi))])ers  who  would 
rei)air  directly  to  the  booths  and  the  cock- 
fights. The  blaze  of  lights,  the  clouds  of 
incense,  the  jubilant  music,  the  uncon- 
scious air  of  devotion,  would  alone  have 
been  impi-essive,  but  imi)ortant  moments 
in  the  mass  were  punctuated  by  the  roar 
of  a  cannon  that  reverberated  in  the  walls, 
and  the  tumult  was  so  invigoi'ating  that 
the  iigure  of  a  soldier  witli  a  drawn 
sword  and  a  flowing  used  mantle,  mounted 
on  a  dwarf  wooden  horse — it  might  be 
Cortez  himself —  ai)parently  riding  from 
the  side  wall  towards  the  altar,  seemed  to 
signify  conquest  and  glory.  It  was  all 
so  different  from  going  to  a  decoi'ous  ser- 
vice in  a  New  England  meeting-house,  to 
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cril,i('is(3  tlio  clioir  and  llic  sci'iiion.      1  do  ians.      Tliis  cei-einou y  had  been  g-oing  on 

not    sav  lliat   lliis   i-c^M.^'ioii    is   any   better  I'or  two  days,  and  it  was  cxjiecied  to  con- 

tiian  ours,  l)ut  tlioi'c  is  more  of  it.  tinue  on  Sunday,  but  the   cliiefs  ordered 

Near    the    village    was    a    construction  tbeni     back     ]ionie     on    Saturday    nig-ht. 

cam])  of  C.'oioiK'l   Jlaini)soirs  I\lexico  and  Tliey  were  tlie  Apaclies  and  the  Chalmas. 

I'acilic    Ivailwav,  advancing-  towards   the  wlio   come  from    a   lou^s   distance   in    ilie 

line  harbor  of  Aca))ulco,  tli(W)(^st  and  only  mountains,   and    evei-y    year    make    tlieir 

<'ood    liari)or    betwcMMi    (*alhio    and     San  ])ilg-rimau-e  to    thmce  in    front    of  tlie  old 

T)i(M-<).      We  lunciied  at  th(^  cam]>.      The  cliurch    of    .luitepec.       Tiiis    mixture    of 

(htv  before,  tlic  eng'ineers.  in  seekino'  ma-  i)a,i:an    rites    with    Cliristianity    is    made 

l(>rials    for    \]\o    track,    iiad    broken    into  with      g-reat     solemnity     and      decorum, 

a    tiiniiiius    near  at    liand    for  stone  and  There  w^ere  only  about  two  hundred  and 

(.■i';i\  .'1.      Aflei-   a    little    excavation    they  fifty  Indians,  of  wliom  only  some  thirty, 

stiMick     a     rubble     wall,    and      breaking-  men  and  women.  })ei'foi'med.  in  the  sight 

thi'ouuh  it.  found   a  walled  Indian  tomb,  of  thousands  of  spectators.      As  perfectly 

in  shape  of  a  ])it.  from  which  they  took  a  as  tradition   recalls  them,  they  reproduce 

few   aiiti(ju(\   i)ei'haps    prehistoric,   bones,  the  ancient  Aztec    sacred  dance.       Their 

and  many  imag'cs  in  stone  and  terra-cot-  costumes    are    the    gay   robes    and    head- 

ta,  a  stone   liatchel,  and    hits  of  obsidian  dresses    of    feathers,  and    they    dance    in 

knives.      Tin;  whole  region  is  full    of  re-  slow  measure  to  the  beat  of  the  tomtom, 

mains  of  tiiis  sort,  as  it  is  of  ruins  of  an-  It  is  said  to  be  very  ell'ective.  and  the  j^er- 

cient  temples  and  cities  lost  in  antiquity,  formance   of  their  sacred   rites  under  the 

When    lh(^  villag-'.n's  learned  of  the  open-  shadow  o(   the   church    is    regarded   as  a 

ing    of    this    tomb,  tliey    came    down    in  certain   tribute  to  the   religion  that  now 

foi'ce,  with  the  local  judge  at  their  head,  prevails  here. 

and    forbade    further    excavation.      They  Another    charm    of    this    region    that 

hav(;  an  idea  that  there  is  treasure  in  the  should    be    mentioned   is  the    abundance 

mound,  and   propose   to  dig  it  out  them-  everywhere  of  clear  running  water.     This 

selves  when  the  camp  moves  on.      Rail-  bui'sts  out  in  copious  springs  from  sources 

road-building  in  this  region  is  not  with-  in  the  great  volcanoes,  and  by  means  of 

out  its  ])erils.      The  ])easants  are  bitterly  extensive  aqueducts  and  irrigating  ditch- 

liostile  to  it.     The  day  after  we  were  there  es  is  conducted  to  the  haciendas  and  the 

the  engineer  in  ciiai'ge  Inul  l)een  obliged  cane  and    rice  fields,  making  the  land  to 

to  fill  up  an  irrigating  ditch  on  the  line,  bloom  with  verdure,  and  pleasing  the  ear 

When    lie    rode    out    in    the    morning   to  with  the   sound   of  running  streams.      It 

ins})ect.  he  was  attack(Hl   by  some   thirty  percolates    all    through    Cuernavaca.    all 

men  ai-med  with  machetes,  led  by  the  vil-  the  sidewalks  of  stone  being  laid  over  con- 

lage  judg(^:   his  horse  was  wounded,  and  duits  of  water, 
lie  was  (.IragiiiHl  oli'  and  lodgcnl  in  the  vil-  lb 

]ag(^   jail,  where   lu^  remained   the   better  If  the  reader  is  an  arclucologist  or  an 

})art  of  tlie  day.  until   an   Indian  runner  artist  he  may  willingly  be  long  detained 

could  take  a  m(~ssage  to  Cuernavaca  and  in  this  enchanted  region  by  the  remains 

get    an  oi'der  from    the  (x(n-ernor  for    his  of   a    civilization    the   antiquity  of  which 

i'el(^as(\      It  was  not    a  comforta.ble  ]ilace  so  far  batlles  investigation.     C)n  the  height 

to  stay  in.  for  he  was  the  thii'teenth  man  of   the   mountains   near  Tepoztlan.  a  live 

in  an  adobe  jail  ai)out  twelve  feet  si^uare,  hour's  ride  east  of  Cuernavaca.  is  the  ruin 

lilthy  enough,  and   with   little  more  than  of  a  small  tem]de  — a  sort  of  clilf-dweller 

standing-room.      The    ])risoners    ar(^    not  refuge — which  is  reached  through  a  dilli- 

fed    by    the    ant hoi-iti(^s.   and    depend    on  cult  ravine,  the  climl)er  being  assisted  by 

fri<Mids  to  ke(^p  them  from  starving.    Con-  ladders  o\^  vines.     I  left  it  for  future  refer- 

sidering  the  sort  of  jails  common  in  Alex-  ence.      On  the  west  side  of  the  barranca 

ico.  it    is    remar'Kahl(>    how    pc»pular   they  which  sejiarates  Cuernavaca  from  the  vil- 

are.       Tlu^    great    l>lem.    in    tlie    city    oi  lage    of  San    Antonio,  where   the   Indian 

Mexico,  is  said    to   have   about    live  thou-  makers    o\'    ]iottery    live,   is    a    sculptured 

sand  occupants,  of  wiiom  U^ss  than  a  third  granite    bowlder,  standing    on    the    slope 

are  women.  in    a    thicket,   a    neglected    work    of    art. 

In  the  excursion  to  .luitei^n'  the  reader  neglected  and  witiiout  even  a  ])ath  lead- 
missed,  as  I  did.  one  great  attraeiion.  ing  to  it.  On  the  to])  of  this  bowlder. 
This  was  the  religious  duhce  ot  the  Ind-  and   accommodating   itself    to    its   shape. 


I 


EDITOR'S    STUDY. 


153 


is  sculptured  a  lizard,  eight  feet  and 
five  inches  in  leng-th  from  the  drag'on- 
like  mouth  to  the  tip  of  the  curving 
tail.  The  vivid  lifelikeness  of  this  ani- 
mal, gi'ippiug  the  rock  with  his  paws  and 
liind  feet,  is  startling.  Although  weather- 
worn for  ages,  it  is,  in  its  knowledge  of 
anatomy  and  of  the  subject,  and  in  broad, 
robust  execution,  worthy  to  be  ranked 
witli  the  work  of  the  French  sculi)tor 
Barye.  This  is  no  studio-w^ork  from  a 
model.  The  artist  knew  and  felt  his  liz- 
ard, and  with  a  sure  touch  made  him  live 
on  this  granite. 

The  work  of  the  archaeologist  in  this 
region  is  made  difficult  by  the  lack  of 
any  historic  traditions  to  guide  him;  the 
land  has  been  long  occupied  by  appar- 
ently different  races  developing  vari- 
ous stages  of  civilization;  the  land  has 
been  continuously  occupied,  and  one  pe- 
riod has  shaded  into  another  so  that  it 
is  impossible  to  assign  any  given  remains 
to  any  period,  and  impossible  also  because 
as  yet  no  key  has  been  found  for  reading 
the  inscriptions  or  interpreting  the  sym- 
bolic sculptures.  We  believe  that  the 
Aztecs  and  the  six  other  tribes  in  pos.ses- 
sion  of  the  Valley  of  Mexico  on  the  ar- 
rival of  Cortez  in  1520  liad  been  there 
only  a  couple  of  centuries,  and  that  they 
were  not  the  builders  of  the  pyramids  ex- 
isting in  the  valley  and  elsewhere.  If 
tliey  made  the  Calendar  Stone  now  in  the 
museum  in  the  city,  which  was  found 
near  the  cathedral,  on  the  site  of  the  Az- 
tec temple  of  Montezuma,  we  cannot  con- 
nect that  with  the  other  sculptui'es  and 
images  gathered  from  vai'ious  places  in 
southern  tropical  Mexico.  Before  we  have 
any  historic  traces  of  the  Aztecs,  there  was 
a  well-advanced  civilization  in  all  tliis 
region  south  of  Mexico  to  Guatemala, 
evidenced  by  the  ruins  of  temples,  palaces, 
and  cities.  A  hundred  miles  or  less  south- 
west of  Cuernavaca  have  been  traced  and 
partially  examined  remains  of  habitations 
covering  some  sixty  miles  square.  This 
may  have  been  one  vast  city,  larger  than 
New  York  in  area,  or  it  may  have  been  a 
cluster  of  towns  and  cities  connected  by 
walls  and  fortifications.  The  buried  re- 
mains of  cut  stone  indicate  work  in  archi- 
tecture far  beyond  the  barbaric  period, 
and  induce  belief  in  a  civilization  tliat 
was  practically  extinct  before  the  advent 
of  the  Spaniards.  But  the  existing  re- 
mains of  these  departed  nations  in  south- 
ern Mexico  are  not  by  any  means  all  of 


one  type,  though  the  types  have  more  or 
less  merged  into  each  other.  The  mound 
was  common  here,  as  it  was  in  Louisiana 
and  Ohio.  It  was  also  usual  to  build  a 
temple  on  top  of  an  artificial  mound, as  at 
Palenque  and  elsewhere  in  Chiapas.  But 
sometimes  the  temples  or  palaces  are  built 
on  cliffs  or  on  hills  that  were  easily  for- 
tified, and  again,  as  at  Mitla,  on  the  plain. 

Last  year  I  visited  the  remains  of  the 
four  well-])reserved  temples  at  Mitla,  in 
the  state  of  Oaxaca.  I  refer  to  them  now 
to  say  that  they  bear  little  resemblance  to 
the  ruins  of  the  temple  I  saw  this  year  at 
Xochicalco,  which  is  some  sixteen  miles 
south  of  Cuernavaca — at  least  it  is  a  good 
four  hours'  ride  over  a  rough  bridle-path 
and  up  and  doAvn  steep  barrancas.  The 
ride,  however,  is  as  interesting  as  it  is 
exciting.  Nature  does  things  here  on  a 
vast  scale.  -The  land  is  cut  up  by  gullies 
and  deep  ravines,  strewn  with  round  hills, 
from  the  summits  of  which  the  horseman 
sees  mountains  rising  beyond  mountains, 
now  and  then  a  lake,  and  both  wide  aiul 
narrow  valleys  green  with  the  varying 
shades  of  the  sugar-cane  and  with  the 
tropical  trees,  and  everywhere  abundant 
streams  of  clear  water.  At  this  season 
the  hills  are  dry,  and  take  on  wonderful 
russet  and  ])rown  colors,  almost  o])ales- 
cent.  I  saw  one  sweeping  hill-side  of 
dee])  russet  covered  with  trees,  which  [it 
a  distance  looked  like  an  apple-orchard. 
The  trees  were  leafless  as  yet,but  the  bark 
from  root  to  tips  of  1)oiiglis  was  a  dull 
red.  It  also  ])eeled  in  strips  like  our 
birch  bai'k.  I  do  not  give  the  name  of 
the  tree,  because  I  could  not  understand 
the  Mexican  name;  it  resembles  a  manza- 
nita.  As  the  morning  sun  shone  thi-ough 
this  orchard  all  the  iluttering  strips  of 
bark  sparkled  as  bright  as  rabies,  and  we 
had  an  effect  of  color  that  is  unequalled 
in  my  ex])erienc(\  The  counti'v  is  ani- 
mated, I  should  say.  by  the  ])resence  of 
song-birds  aiul  birds  of  brilliant  color. 
There  is  now  aiul  then  a  hawk  sailing  in 
the  azure,  where  the  graceful  buzzard  is 
always  circling;  there  are  myriads  of 
blackbirds,  crows  of  large  size,  and  here 
and  there  birds  of  scarlet,  of  black  and 
scarlet,  of  blue,  and  of  yellow  phunage. 
These  latter  are  only  occasional. 

On  our  morning  way  we  i)assed  only 
one  Indian  village,  on  a  high  ridge  above 
a  deep  barranca,  a  village  of  cane  huts 
and  high  thatched  roofs,  like  pictures  of 
central  Africa,  with   its  rude  church,  in 
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an  upper  I'oom  of  wliicli  a  sclioo]  was  in 
))r()o-i'('.ss,  tlie  noise  of  wliose  studying-  we 
could  liear  as  soon  as  we  entered  the  vil- 
lao'c.  This  vilhi<:e  was  Tetlarna,  to  wliose 
authorities  we  liad  a  letter  of  coinmenchi- 
tion  f)'oni  the  Jefatura  Politica  of  Ouer- 
navaca.  with  ])ei'mission  to  visit  the  teni])le 
of  Nochicalco.  The  schoolmaster,  who 
was  the  only  visihle  authoi-ity,  bade  us  go 
on,  with  the  hlessing' of  God. 

In  front  of  us,  over  a  descending'  plane, 
were  twin  hills.      We   ascended  the  sad- 
dle between   the    two,  aiui   then   climbed 
up  the    western  height  by  a  very  I'ocky 
])ath.      On  all  sides  as  we  ascended  were 
rubble    walls   and   signs   of   fortilicatiou. 
On  a  levelled  ])lace  in   the  centre  of  the 
height  stands  the  temple.      The  liill  is  a 
l)lace    of   considerable    natural    strength, 
but  every  a})proaeh  all  around  it  had  been 
fortified  by  rudely  built  walls,  stones  laid 
without   cement.      From    tlie  height    the 
pros))ect  is  most  noble— lakes,  hills,  green 
valleys,  and  snow  mountains.      The  tem- 
ple itself  is  sixty  feet  sciuai'e.      Tlie  debris 
of  cut  stones   has   fallen   all   around   it, 
and  accumulations  of  ages  have  reduced 
its  height.      The  existing  walls  slope  in- 
ward to  •!  height   of  some  twenty  feet  to 
an  overhanging  cornice,  u])on  which  rose 
other  courses  of  the  building.      Of  these 
courses  only  two  i-emain,  and  those  not 
entire.      Ma.ny  of   the  great  blocks  have 
fallen  inward  and  outward,  and  it  is  im- 
possible to  tell  the  original  height,  but  it 
was  probably  forty  feet,  and  had  a  roof  of 
timber.      The  entrance  was  on  the  west, 
wdiere  there  is  a  })rojection  of  the  walls, 
and   a  llight   of   steps    leading  u})  to  the 
summit.    The  blocks  of  stone  in  the  walls 
are  of  uneven  siz(\  but  some  of  them  are 
over  live   feet  long  and  three  feet  thick. 
It  required  some  engiiu^ei'ing  skill  to  raise 
them  to  the  summit  of  the  temple.     Each 
side  of  the  wall   has  a  consisieiit  design, 
complete  in  itself,  though  the  designs  are 
more     or    less     repeated     on    each     side. 
A.   ])lan  must  have  Ixcmi  drawn  for  each 
side.      Whether   this    was   ex(-euted   after 
the  wall  was  built. <>r  whether  tiie  sei>arate 
stones  were  sculjitured  in  the  ([uavry  and 
litted  in  afterwards,  1  cannot  decide.      At 
any  rate,  the  designs  running   from   one 
big  block  to  another  are  perfectly  match- 
ed.     This   temple  has  been  often    iia'nred 
and  described,  though  it  is  not  often  vis- 
ited, so  that  I  will  enter  into  sio  niore  de- 
tails than  to  say  that  the  designs  are  fig- 
ures in  proHle,  and  characters  t"ii;u  bear 


a  remote  resemblance  to  gigantic  xArabic 
lettering.  Some  of  the  seated  figures  are 
in  j)rofile,  with  receding  foreheads  and 
Greek  noses;  they  wear  huge  ear-pen- 
dants and  necklaces,  and  on  the  head  a 
tiara  with  a  drooping-  head-di'css  cut  in 
great  stone  sti-ands.  Some  have  the  arms 
folded  on  the  breast,  others  one  arm  ex- 
tended holding  some  object,  as  if  making 
an  otfering  at  a  shrine  or  to  another  fig-- 
ure.  It  is  all  grotesque,  all  barbarous, 
but  it  is  a  barbarity  of  exact  proportion 
and  design. 

There  is  nothing  in  this  temple  resem- 
bling any  Assyrian  or  Egyptian  work, 
and  nothing  resembling  the  work  in  the 
temples  at  Mitla.  In  the  IMitla  temples 
the  form  and  purpose  seem  different: 
there  are  few  blocks  of  large  stone,  and 
all  the  work  is  surface  mosaics.  Here 
all  the  designs  are  boldly  carved  in  the 
great  blocks  of  stone.  But  any  person 
can  speculate  about  these  ruins. 

III. 
On  our  ride  to  Xochicalco  we  chanced 
upon  a  valuable  piece  of  information, 
which  I  do  not  feel  like  withholding 
from  this  superstitious  age,  and  I  think 
it  will  be  of  great  use  to  our  mind-curists 
and  healers.  AVlien  I  wondered  at  the 
size  of  the  buzzards  we  encountered,  our 
guide,  who  was  a  volunteer  guide  and  a 
man  of  standing,  and  perfectly  trustwor- 
thy, informed  me  that  this  bird  was  re- 
ally a  crow,  and  not  a  buzzard,  as  I  had 
thought.  And  it  is  not  merely  an  orna- 
mental and  thieving  bird.  This  is  what 
he  told  me  :  If  any  man  has  heart-dis- 
ease, or  is  threatened  with  it.  organic  or 
otherwise,  all  he  needs  to  do  is  to  catch 
one  of  these  crows  and  nuike  a  compan- 
ion of  him.  a  real  intimate.  He  must 
kee])  him  by  him  constantly,  let  him  eat 
from  the  same  plate  at  table  and  sleep 
with  him  at  night.  AVhen  this  intimacy 
is  established,  all  the  man's  heart-disease 
and  teiuhmcy  to  it  will  leave  the  man  and 
pass  into  the  crow.  The  testimony  to  this 
fact  is  abundant,  and  admits  of  no  doubt. 
And  the  singular  thing  about  the  miracle 
is  that  the  crow  is  not  injured  I  The  crow, 
by  an  entirely  mental  ]n'ocess  common  in 
all  mind-cures,  absorbs  the  heart-disease, 
and  sustains  no  harm,  and  asks  no  pay 
for  his  work.  This  Christian  Science 
crow  is.  to  be  sure,  a  ^Mexican,  but  I  sup- 
pose that  any  kind  of  crow  with  us  would 
do  as  well. 
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NEAREST     O  F     K  I  IsT. 


(ON    THE    PLANTATION.) 
BY    KUTII    McENEKY    STUART. 


WHEN  Taiiiar  the  laundress  was  marrietl 
to  the  coacliman  Ponipcy,  there  was  a 
big  time  on  the  plantation.  Tamar  wore  white 
tarlatan  and  an  orange  wreath — altliongli  it  was 
her  severalth  marriage — and  she  had  six  bride- 
maids  and  a  train-bearer.  The  last,  a  slim  lit- 
tle black  girl  of  about  ten  years,  was  dressed 
somewhat  after  the  fashion  of  the  ballet,  in 
green  tarlatan  with  spangles,  and  her  slender 
legs  were  carefully  wrajjped  with  gilt  paper 
that  glistened  through  the  clocked  stockings 
with  line  effect.  Otherwise  the  '' clockings" 
in  the  black  stockinet  would  have  lost  their 
value. 

Pompey,  as  groom,  w^as  resi)lendent  in  the 
full  glare  of  a  white  duck  suit,  and  he  wore  a 
rosette  of  white  satin — "  so's  to  'stinguish  him 
out  fom  de  groomsmen,"  each  of  whom  was 
likewise  ''ducked"  out  in  innuaculate  linen; 
and  if  there  were  some  suggestive  mistlts  among 
them,  there  were  ami)le  laundry  compensations 
in  the  way  of  starch  and  polish  —  a  i)roud 
achievement  of  the  bride. 

There  was  a  good  deal  of  marching  np  and 
down  the  aisles  of  the  church  by  the  entire 
party  before  the  ceremony,  which  was,  alto- 
gether, really  very  effective.  Pompey  was  as 
black  as  his  bride,  and  his  face  was  as  carefully 
oiled  and  i)olished  for  the  occasion  as  hers, 
which  is  saying  a  good  deal,  both  as  to  color 
and  shine. 

After  the  ceremony  everybody  repaired,  for 
a  supper  and  dance,  to  the  sugar-house,  where 
there  was  a  bride's  cake,  with  all  the  usual  ac- 
cessories, such  as  the  ring  and  thimble,  to  be 
cut  for.  And  of  course,  before  the  end  of  the 
evening,  there  was  the  usual  distribution  of 
bits  of  cake  to  b(?  "dreamed  on."  'J'his  last, 
indeed,  was  so  important  that  nearly  every 
girl  on  the  plantation  slept  in  a  neighbor's 
cabin  that  night,  so  as  to  command  the  full 
])otency  of  the  charm  by  dreaming  her  great 
dream  in  a  strange  bed.  Tlie  whole  wedding 
was,  in  fact,  so  disturbing  a  social  function 
that  everything  on  the  plantation  was  more 
or  less  disarranged  by  it — even  the  breakfast 
liour  at  the  great  house,  which  was  fully  three- 
quarters  of  an  hour  late  next  morning.  J3ut 
that  was  no  great  matter,  as  all  the  family  had 
been  witnesses  to  the  wedding  and  were  some- 
what sleepy  in  consequence — and  the  "rising- 
bell'-  was  a  movable  form  anyway. 

Perhaps  if  the  nuptials  had  been  less  festive 
the  demeanor  of  the  bride  immediatel v  aller- 


wards  Avould  not  have  been  so  conspicuous. 
As  it  was,  however,  when  she  appeared  at  the 
wash-house,  ready  for  duty,  on  the  second  morn- 
ing following,  dressed  in  heavy  mourning,  and 
wearing,  moreover,  a  pseudo-sorrowful  ex{)res- 
sion  on  her  every-otherwise  shining  face,  they 
wondered,  and  there  was  some  nudging  and 
whispering  among  the  negroes.  Some  hastily 
concluded  that  the  marriage  had  been  rashly 
rei)udiated  as  a  failure;  but  when  presently 
the  groom  strolled  into  the  yard,  smiling 
broadly,  and  when  he  proceeded  with  many  a 
flourish  to  devotedly  fill  her  wash-tubs  from 
the  well  for  his  bride,  they  saw  that  there  must 
be  some  other  explanation.  The  importance 
of  the  central  figure  in  so  recent  a  pageant 
still  surrounded  lier  with  somewhat  of  a  gla- 
mour in  the  eyes  of  h.-r  companions,  setting 
her  apart,  so  that  tln^y  were  slow  to  ask  her 
any  ([uestions. 

Later  in  the  day,  though,  when  her  mistress, 
happening  to  pass  through  the  yard,  saw  the 
black-gowned  figure  bending  low  over  the 
tul»s,  she  hastened  to  the  wash-shed. 

•'  Why,  Taniar,"  she  exclaimed,  "  what  on 
earth — " 

At  this  Tamar  raised  her  face  and  smiled 
faintly.  Then,  glancing  down  at  her  dress  to 
in<licate  that  she  understood,  she  drawled,  de- 
murely : 

"Ain't  nothin'de  mat  ter,  missy.  Ijfs  mo'n- 
in'  for  Sister  8o]diy-Sophia." 

•'Sophy-Sophia!      You  don't  mean — " 

•'  Yas,  'm,  I  does.  I  means  Pompi\v's  las'  \\\i'c, 
Sis'  Sophy-Soi)hia.  She  didn't  have  no  kin- 
folks  to  go  in  mo'nin'  for  hei-.  an'  time  Pompey 
an'  me  got  ingaged  he  nuide  known  his  wushes 
to  me,  an'  I  })romised  him  I'd  put  on  mo'nin'  for 
her  soon  as  1  mai'ried  into  de  family.  Co'se  I 
couldn't  do  it  'fo'  I  was  kin  to  her." 

"  Kin  to  her!"  the  mistress  laughed.  "  Why, 
Tamar,  what  relation  on  earth  are  you  to  Poni- 
pey's  former  wife,  I'd  like  to  know  f" 

The  black  woman  (h-oi)ped  the  garment  she 
was  wi'inging  and  thought  a  moment. 

"  Well,  missy,"  she  said,  presently,  "  looks  to 
me  like  Pm  a  spei'itn'l  foster-sister  to  her,  el"  I 
ain't  no  mo' — an'  I  done  inherited  all  Ik  :•  rights 
an'  privileges,  so  Pompey  say  —an'  ef  I  'ain't 
got  a  right  fo  mo'n  for  \\v\\  irlio  is.''  Dey  tell 
me  a  'oman  is  gor  a  riglit  to  go  in  mo'nin'  for 
her  husband's  kin  anyway;  but  of  eo'se,  conu^ 
down  to  it,  slie  warn't  no  blood-kin  fo  Pomixjy, 
nohow.     Ilowsonun'er,  eve'\  body  knows  a  wid- 


156  IlARPEirS    NEW    MONTHLY    MAGAZINE. 

(Icr   or    a   widdcrcr   is   iiitillcd    toAvcar   (til  de  mar?"   slic    asked,  presently.       ••Tell    me    all 

tiKi'iihr  (l('!i  i.w  ;   an'  his  wife,  \vliy,  slie's  intitled  about  it." 

to  a  (M|nai  slie(>r  in  it,  if  she  choose  to  seize  lier  At   this  tlu^  woman  be-^an  Triping  ber  hands 

li-jits.      I'd    'a'    pnt    it    on    bclo'   de    weddin',  npon  her  apron,  and  dropping  into  a  seat   be- 

'(■('p'n'    1    didn't    hav(^    no    tiHe    lo    it,   an'    it  tween   two  of  the  tnbs   and  resting  ber  arms 

wouldn't,  'a'  been    no  eomfort   lo  her  m)\vays.  npon  tlieir  rims,  she  faeed  her  mistn  ^s. 

Set  down,  missy."      Slu^  began   wiping  olf  one  '' Of  eo'se,  honey,'' she  began,  ••de  fnst  thing 

other   wash- bencdies    with   her   ai)ron    as   she  is    to    n-v(ir    ino'nhi' — an"    daf    ain't   no    special 

spoke.      ••  Set  down,  mistns,  an'  lennne  talk  to  tronble  tome — Igor  consider'ble  Idack  froeks 

y,,,,  •'  let'  over  from  my  widderhoods.      An'  in   addi- 

The  situation  was  interest  ing,  and  the  mis-  tion    to  dat,  I  gwine   carry   it   aronnd    in    my 

tress  sat  down.  eonntenance — an'  <f  slie    xccx   it — an'  I  b'Jicvt^, 

•■  \'(ni  see,  missy'' — 'I'amar  had  come  nearer  de  dead  does   see  —  rnn'jhc  It'll  case  lar  mind. 

now,  and  assumed   a-  conlidential  tone — •'yon  Of  eo'se.  when    a    pnsson    ain't   able   to   sorrer 

sec,  Sister  Sophy-Sophia  she 'ain't  nuver  found  in    her   heart,  dey   "bleeged   to   wear  it   iu  dey 

rest    yit,  an'  dat  frets  Pompey.      Hit    troubles  face—" 

■jm  iii  de  sperit      an'  I  i)r()!nised  him  to  try  to  'J'here  was  something    in    her   voice    as  she 

jjacifv  her."  said  these  last  words — an   indescribable  note 

••  I'acifv  her!      ^^']ly.  Tainar  1      Ilow  canyon  that  seemed    to  express   detacdiment  from  all 

])acifv  a  person  who  is  d(>ad  ?     And  how  do  you  feeling  in  the  matter — that  nnule  her  listener 

know  that  her  s-pirit  isn't  at  rest  ?"  turn   and  look  imrrowly  into  her  face.      Still, 

'r]\('i  black  woman  tui-ned  and  looked  behind  she  was  not  in  the  It^ast  prejiared  for  the  hearty 

her  to  make  sure  that  no  one  should  overhear,  laughter  that  greeted  her  ([Uestion, 
Then,  lowering  lier  voice,  she  whispered  :  "  And  don't  you  mourn  for  hi'r  in  your  heart. 

'•Her  gi-ave  "ain't   iiiiver  settled  yit,  mistns.  Tannir  ?''      She  eyed  her  nari'owly   as  she  put 

Sh(!  been   l)uried   ever  sence  befo'  (Tiristmus,  the  (lu.est  ion. 

an'  hit    ain't   eveiu'd    down    yit.      An"   dat's    a  The  black  wonnin  did  not  even   atteniiit  an 

shore  sign  of  a  ourestless  si)erit — yas. 'm."  answer.      Xor  did  she   aiijiarently  even    try  to 

Her  face  had  grown  suildenly  anxious  as  she  control  her  nnrth.      Ihit,  at'ter    a  while,  when 

si>oke.      And  })resently  she  added  :  she  had  laughed  until  she  was  tired,  she  snd- 

'•  Of  eo'se.  when    a  grave  setHes  loo  (|ui(dc,  denly  rose  to  her  feet,  and  as  she  gathered  up 

dat's  a  si";ii  dey'll  soon  be   another  d(>;>.th.  an'  a  handful  of  wet  garments,  and  began  rubbing 

no1)ody  d*  n't  crave  to  see  a  grave  sink  too  sud-  them  on   the  wash-boartl.  she  exclaimed,  still 

den.      iJut  it'll  ease  down  gradual — ef  de  dead  chuckling, 

slee])s  easy — yas. 'm.      No.  Sisti'r  Sophy-Sophia  ••  Lemme  git   to    my  wasliin',  honey,  befo'  I 

she  "ain't   took  no    comfort    in   her  grave  yit.  disgrace  my  nu)'nin'.'" 

An'  ]N)m])ey,  righteously  sjieakin".  ought  to  pa-  In    a  little  while,  however,  she  grew  serious 

cilied    her    befo"   he    set    out     lo    marry   agin,  again,  and  although   she  still  seemed  to  have 

Hea))  o'  'omans  would  'a'  Ix'cn  afeei'd  to  nnirry  tronble  with  her  shoulders,  that  insisted  ujxm 

a    man   wid    a    nnsunk'  graxc   on    his   hands —  ex])ressing  merriment,  she  said  : 
"feerd  she'd  ha'nt  hei-.    J)Ut  i  done  had  "spe'unce.  '' I   "clare.  I   talks   like    a    plumb   hycoprite, 

an"  km  mo"  'feerd  o"  live  ha'nts'n  1  is  o*  dead  missy  —  I  sho"  dt)es.      Jbit   I    ain't.      Xo.  "m.  1 

ones.      T    kiH>w   Sis'  Soi)hy-S(>pliia    she's  hiaiii'  aiiTt.      Of  co"se  I  grieves  for  Sis' Soi)hy-Soi)hia. 

<l(ir    -nw'  shii  cdit'l  i/il  out.      You  know,  she  died  l"d   grieve   for   any   iio"  human    dat    can't   lind 

o'  de  exidannmitory  rheumat  ism.  an'  some  say  rest   in  "er  grave — an"  Tni  gwine    to  consolate 

hit  was  a  Jedgnnut  f'oni   heaviMi.      You  know,  her.  good    as   I    kin.      Socm    as    de    dark   o'  de 

Sis'  Sophy  -  Sojjhia    she  was    a    devil    for    fun.  nn)on     comes.   I    gwiue     out     an"    st't     on    her 

She  would  have  her  Joke.      An' some  say  Oord  grave    an"    moan,  an"    ef   dar    don't    ease    her, 

A'mighty  punished  her  an'  turneil  eve"y  l)one  nuiybe  wluui   her  funer'l  is  jueached  slu'"ll   be 

in  "er  body  iiito  funny-bon»'s.  jes  to  show  her  ctmiforted."" 

dat   ev{;'y  funn\-  thing  ain't   to  l>e  laughed  at.  ••And  hasn't  sh(>  had  her  funeral  sernum  yet, 

An'  ef  yon    ever  got    a    sudden   A\hack    on    de  .Tamar?"" 

funny-hone  in  yo' elbow,  missy,  you  know  how  ••(>h.  no. 'm.      "Tain't  time,  hardly,  yit.      VVe 

she    sntfered  when    she  was    leched.      An"  she  mos"  gin'ly  waits  tw  (>   or  three  years  after  de 

ain"t  at  r(>st  yit.      Slu'  done   )»rovt'd  dat.      Of  buryin'  bet'o"  we  has  members"  funer"ls  preach- 

e()"se,  ef  sh(^  died  Avid  some'lfn"  on  "el  mind,  we  ed.       An"    we    don't    nuver,  sca"c(dy.  have    "em 

can"t  (h)  not  hill'  for  her;   but  ef  she  jes  need  under  a  year.      Yon  see.  dey"s  a  lot  o"  smarty 

soothin',  I'll  git  her  (luieted  down.""  f(dks  dat  "aiift  got   niMliin"  bet ter  to  do  "n  to 

She  leaned  forward  and  resunu'd  her  wash-  bring   u])    things    agin    dead  folks"s   cha'acter. 

iniv — that  is  to  say,  she  raised  a  gaiinent  fiunu  so  we  waits  tell  dey  been  restin"  in  de  groun' 

the  suds  and  looked  at  it.  turned  it  over  idly  a  year  or  so.      Den   a  ])reacher    he  can  exi)ec' 

in   h(>r  hands  several  times,  and  dii)i)ed  i;  \-in-  to    i)reach   dey   fnner'ls   in    ]>eaee.      De  fac'  ivs, 

guidly.  some    o'   our   mos"  pioiisest  elders  an'  deacons 

Her  visitor  watched  her  in   -ainnsed  silence  is   li;id  so   many  widders  show  u]^   at   dey   fu- 

for  a  while.  ncr"ls   dat    de   chu'cdies  is  most    of  "em  ])assed 

••And  how  are  you  going  to  soothe  her.  'l"a-  a  law  dat  dey  compelled  to  wait  a  year  or  so 
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an'  give  all  dese  beah  p'omiscn'ns  widders  time 
to  marry  off — an'  save  scandalizemint.  An' 
Pompey  an'  Sopliy-Sophia  dey  didn't  have  no 
mo'n  a  broomstick  wcddin'  nohow  —  but  of 
co'se  deii  did  have  de  hroomstick.  I'm  a  ivitness 
to  dat,  'caze  dey  horried  my  broom — yas,  'w.  Kicol- 
lec',  I  had  one  o'  dese  heali  green-handle  sto'e 
brooms,  an'  Pom])ey  he  come  over  to  my  cabin 
one  mornin'  an'  he  say,  '  Sis' Tamar,' he  say, 
'would  you  mind  loandin'  Sis'  Sophy-Sophia 
dat  green-handle  straw  broom  dat  you  sweeps 
out  de  chu'ch-house  wid  V  You  'member,  I 
was  married  to  Wash  Williams  dat  time — 
Wash  Williams  wlia'  live  down  heah  at  de 
cross-roads  now.  He's  married  to  Yaller  Sil- 
vy  now.  You  know  dat  red-head  freckled- 
face  yaller  gal  dat  use  to  sew  for  Mis'  Ann 
Powers  —  always  wear  a  sailor  hat — wid  a 
Avaist  on  her  no  thicker'n  mj'  wris' — an'  a  hitch 
in  her  walk  cve'y  time  she  pass  a  man  ?  Dat's 
de  gal.  She  stole  Wash  f'om  nie — an'  she's 
welcome  to  'im.  Any  'oman  is  welcome  to  any 
man  she  kin  git  f'om  me.  Dat's  my  principle. 
But  dese  heah  yaller  freckle  niggers  'ain't  got 
no  principle  to  'em.  I  done  lieerd  dat  all  my 
life — an'  Silvy  she  done  proved  it.  Time  Wash 
an'  me  was  married  he  was  a  man  in  good 
chu'ch  standin' — a  reg'lar  ordained  sexton,  at 
six  dollars  a  month — an'  I  done  de  sweopin' 
for  him.  Dat's  huccome  I  happened  to  have 
dat  green-handle  sto'e  broom.  Dat's  all  I  ever 
did  git  out  o'  his  wages.  Any  day  you'd  pass 
Rose-o'-Sharon  Chu'ch  dem  days  you  could 
see  him  settin'  up  on  de  steps,  like  a  gent'e- 
man,  an'  I  sho'  did  take  jiride  in  him.  An' 
now,  dey  tell  me,  Silvy  she  got  him  down  to 
shii't  sleeves — splittin'  rails,  wid  his  breeches 
gnllused  up  wid  twine,  while  she  sets  in  de 
cabin  do'  wid  a  pink  caliker  Mother  Hubbard 
Avrapper  on.  An'  on  Saturdays,  when  he  draw 
his  pay,  you'll  mos'  gin'ally  see  'em  standin' 
together  at  de  hat  an'  ribbon  show-case  in  de 
sto'e — he  grinnin'for  all  he's  worth.  An'  my 
belief  is  he  grins  des  to  hide  his  mizry." 

''You  certainly  were  very  good  to  do  his 
sweeping  for  him."  Tamar  had  unconsciously 
caught  the  salient  ])oints  in  a  somewhat  hu- 
morous situation,  and  her  gra])hic  picture  of 
it  Avas  hard  to  take  calmly,  lint  her  mistress 
tried  to  disguise  her  amusement  so  far  as  possi- 
ble. To  her  surprise,  the  (luestion  seemed  to 
restore  the  black  woman  to  a  fresh  sense  of 
her  injury  in  the  situation. 

"Cert'ny  I  done  it,"  she  exclaimed,  dramat- 
ically. "Cert'ny.  You  r(!ckon  Pd  live  in  de 
house  wid  a  man  dat  'd  handle  a  broom  ?  No, 
ma'am.  Nex'  thing  Pd  look  for  him  to  sew. 
No,  ma'am.  But  1  started  a-tellin'  you  Inic- 
come  I  come  to  know  dat  Pompey  an'  Sis'  So- 
phy-Sophia was  legally  nuirried  wid  a  broom. 
Oneday  he  come  over  to  my  cabin,  jes  like  I  com- 
menced tellin'  you,  an"  he  s'lute  me  wid,'(]lood 
mornin'.  Sis'  Tamar;  I  come  ovei-  to  see  ef  you 
won't  please,  ma'am,  loand  Sister  Sopliy-Sophia 
Sanders  dat  straw  broom  wha'  you  swee}>s  out 
de  chu'ch-house  wid,  please,  ma'am  ?'     An'  I 


ricollec's  de  answer  I  made  him.  I  laughed, 
an'  I  say,  '  Well,  Pompey,'  I  say,  '  I  don't  know 
about  loandin'  out  a  chu'ch  broom  to  a  sin- 
ner like  you.'  An'  at  dat  he  giggle,  'Well,  we 
wants  it  to  play  preacher — an'  dat  seems  like  a 
mighty  suitable  job  for  a  chu'ch  broom.'  An' 
of  co'se  wid  dat  I  passed  over  de  broom,  wid 
my  best  wushes  to  de  bride;  an'  when  he 
fetched  it  back,  I  ricollec',  he  feiched  me  a 
piece  o'  de  weddin'-cake — but  it  warn't  no 
mo'n  common  one,  two,  three,  fo'  cup-cake  wid 
about  seventeen  onfriendly  reesons  stirred  into 
it  wid  brown  sugar.  I  'clare,  when  I  looks 
back,  I  sho'  is  ashamed  to  know  dat  dey  was 
ever  sech  a  po'  weddin'-cake  in  my  family — 1 
sho'  is.  Now  you  know,  missy,  of  co'se,  dese 
heah  broom-weddin's  dey  ain't  writ  down  in 
nuther  co't-house  nnv  chu'ch  books — an'  so  ef 
any  o'  dese  heah  smarty  meddlers  was  to  try 
to  bring  np  ole  sco'es  an' say  dat  Sister  Sophy- 
Sophia  wasn't  legally  married,  dey  wouldn't  be 
no  witnesses  hut  me  an'  de  broom,  an'  Pd  have 
to  witness /or  it.  an'  —  an'  I  wouldn't  l)e  no 
legal  witness." 

"Why  wouldn't  you  be  a  legal  witness,  Ta- 
mar f" 

^^'Caze  I  <jot  de  same  man — an'  dat's  de  sus- 
piciouses'  thing  dey  kin  bring  up  agins'  a  wit- 
ness— so  dey  tell  me.  Ef  'twarn't  for  dat,  Pd 
'a'  had  her  fun'al  preached  las'  month." 

"But  even  supjiosing  the  matter  had  been 
stirred  up — and  you  had  been  unable  to  i)r()ve 
that  everything  was  as  you  wished  —  wouldn't 
your  minister  have  had  a  funeral  sermon  anv- 
way  ?" 

*'0h,  yas,  'm,  cert'ny.  Oii'y  de  fun'al  he'd 
preach  wouldn't  help  her  to  rest  in  her  grave 
— dat's  de  on'ies'  diffe'ence.  Like  as  not  dey'd 
git  ole  Brother  Philenu)n  Peters  down  f'om  de 
bottom-lands  to  preach  wrath  —an'  I  wants 
grace  i)reaclied  at  Sister  So])hy-So])hia's  fun'al, 
even  ef  I  has  to  wait  ten  years  for  il.  She 
died  in  pain,  but  I  hope  for  her  to  rest  in  peace 
— an'  not  to  disgrace  hea\"en  wid  crutches 
under  her  wings,  nuther.  I  know  half  a  dozen 
loud-i)rayers,  now,  dat  'd  be  on'y  too  glad  to 
'tract  attention  away  f'om  dey  own  misdoiu's 
by  rakin'  out  scandaliz(Mnint  on  a  dead  'oman. 
De_v'<l  's])ute  de  legalness  of  dat  marriage  in  a 
minute,  jes  to  keep  folks  f'om  lookin'  u})  (ley 
own  weddin'  papers — yas,  'm.  But  me  an'  de 
bloom — we  layin'  low,  now,  an'  kee])in'  still, 
but  we'll  sjjcak  when  de  timci  conies  at  de  jedg- 
minl  day,  ef  she  need  a  w  itness."' 

"  15ut  tell  me,  Tamar,  why  didn't  P(>in})ey 
take  his  bride  to  the  ehureli  if  tlu'V  wanted  a 
regular  wiMlding  V 

"Dey  couldn't,  missy.  Dey  couldn't  on  ac- 
count o'  Sis'  Soi)hy  -  Sophia's  secon'  husband, 
Sam  Sanders.  He  hadn't  made  no  secon'  ch'ice 
yit — an',  you  know,  when  de  fust  one  of  a  part- 
ed coui)le  marries  agin,  dey  'bleeg(Ml  to  take 
to  de  broomstick  —  less'n  dey  go  whar  'tain't 
known  on  'em.  Dat's  de  rule  o'  diAo'ceniint. 
When  yaller  Silvy  nuirried  my  .Joe  wid  a 
broomstick,    dat     lef    me    free    for    a    chu'ch 
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iii;uii:i"(\      An'  I    Icll    \<>i!,  /  IkkI  il,  h>o.      lint  iiHMidiii.L;"  her  act  as   •' nios'   Christian-like  an' 

(•r  slic  ""had  a'  lrm])t((l    to   wallx    up    a    clnrcli  sisterly  coiiduc'."      And  when,  after  the  gentle 

;iish!   wid  .loe-   an'  nic  still    oniuairied  -well,  insistence  of  the  lonj;  s])rin,i;   rains,  julded   to 

I  wiish  (\c\\\  'a'  tried  it  !      I'd  'a'  heen  standin'  the   ])ersnasiveness   of  'I'aniar's  niom-ninjr,  the 

het'o'   de    pnlpil    a-wailin'    for    '<'ni  —  an'    I'd  <>rave  of  her  solicit  tide  sank  to  an  easy  level, 

■a'riuoted  some  Scriplnre  to 'em,  too.      lint  (ley  l)esi)eakini;-  ])eace  to  its  occupant.  Taniar  snd- 

acted    accordin'    to    law.      Dev    manied   (|uiet,  der.ly  burst   into  full  llower  of  llaniing:  color, 

w  id   a    luoomst  i(d<,  an'  de  ih'\'  Sunday  waik(>d  and   the  nionrninu-  jx'riod  became  a  forgotten 

ill    clMr(di     toi;'elhei-,    tot)l\    de    same    pew.    an'  episode  of  t he  ])ast.      Indeed,  in  reviewing  the 

I,,.   1, lined   Iter    pages   manni'rly    for  her  —  an'  ways   and   doings    of  the  plantation    in  those 

dat's  de   lad\likest    behavior  Sihy   e\cr  been  days,  it  seems  entitled  To  no  more  prominence 

'•uiltv  of  in   lier   life,  I   recl^on.      She  an'  him  in  the  retrosjx'ct  than  many  another  incident  of 

can't  Hair  one  of  'em  rea<l.  l»ut  d(-y  sets  still  v(\ui\\  ingenuousness  and  novelty.     There  was 

an'   liolds   de    boidv    an'   turns    dv   ])ages -- an  the  second  -wooing  of  old  Aunt  Salina-Sue.  f<tr 

(ion!    llisself   couldn't    ax    no    mo'    for   (diu'ch  instance,  and    rncle  'Kiah's  diseases:  but,  as 

l»(dia\ior.      Jbit  lemme  go  on  wid  n)y  washin',  Another  \\(»uld  say.  these  are  other  stories. 
niiss\-      for  (Joid's  sak(\"  Another  year   passed   over   the    }>lautation, 

Lauuliing    again    now,  she    drew    a    match  and     in     the    interval     the    always    expected 

from   t  he  ledgi;  of  on(W)f  llu^  rafters,  strutdc  it  had    happened   to   the   house    of  Pompey    the 

aci'oss  the  sole  of  her  l)are  foot,  and  began   lo  coachman.      It  was  a  tiny  girl  child,  black  of 

liglit  the  lire  under  her  furnace.      And  as  she  hue   as  both  her  doling  i)arents.  and  endowed 

ilatteiunl  hersidf  against    the  ground   to  blow  with  the  name  of  her  sire,  somewhat  feminized 

the   kimlling  pine,  she  added,  l)etween    ])uifs.  for  her  titting  into  the  rather  euphonious  Pom- 

aiid  without  so  much  as  a  change  of  tone:  peylou.      Tamar  had  lost  her  other  (diildren  in 

''  Don't  go,  ])leas(\  ma'am,  tell  1  git  (lis  char-  infancy,  and  so  the  pansy-faced  little  i'ompey- 

eoa!  lit  to  start  d(>se  shirts  to  bile.     1  been  try-  lou  of  her  mid-life  was  a  great  joy  to  her.  and 

in'  to  lix  my  mouf  to  ax  yon  is  you  got  air  olo  most  of  her  leisure  was  devoted  io  the  nniking 

crepe  \('il   you  could  gimme  to  wear  to  (din'ch  of  the  ])ink  calico  slii)s  that  went  to  the  little 

nex'  Snmiay — ])leas(\  ma'am  ;'      I  '(dare.  I  won-  om>*s  adorning. 

der  what's  de  sign  when  you   blowiu'  on(>  way  On  her  hrst  Step  into  the  great  world  beyond 

an'   a   li\'e  coal  come  right    back  at   yin-  "gins'  ihe  plantation,  however,  she  was  not   arrayed 

de  wind.'"'     Ami  sit  t  ing  upon  the  ground,  she  in  one  of  these.      IndtMMl,  the  long   gown    she 

added,  as  die  t (undied  her  lingei- to  her  tongue  wore   on    this   occasion    was.  like   that    of  her 

and    iiibl)ed    a    burnt    spot    ujx)!!    her    (diiu  :  mother,  as  black  as  the  rt^Juvenated  band  of 

*'  I'ompey  'd  be   mighty  ])rond  ef  I  could  \\i\\k  cr<-]i(^  upon  her  father's  stovepipe  hat  :   for,  be 

in   chn'(di    by   his  side  in   full    sisterly  mo'niu'  it  kiiov.n.  this  interesting  family  of  three  was 

nex'  Sunday  for  ])o'  Sister  So])hy-Sophia — yas,  to   form  a  liiu^  of  chief  mourm>rs  on  the  front 

'ni.      I  ho)te  ><)u    k\\\   tin'  me  a  ole  crepe  veil.  pew  of  l\os(^-of-Sharou  Church  on  the  occasion 

l)lease.  ma'am."  ot"  the    preaching   of  the   funeral  of  the  faith- 

rnfortniiatcly  for  the  full  blossoming  of  this  t'ully  numrued  and  hmg  -  lanuuited  Sophy- 
mourning  llower  of  Afro-American  civilizariou,  St>phia.  wlu\-e  luuir  oi'  ])osthumous  honor  had 
as  it  is  sometimes  seen  to  bloom  along  the  by-  at  length  arri\ed.  The  obse(inies  in  her  mem- 
v.a\s  of  planlatiou  life,  there  was  not  a  sec-  ory  had  been  tixed  t'ov  an  earlier  date,  but  as 
ond-hand  \i'il  ol'  ciepe  tort h-coming  on  this  iluMUMvly  arrived  of  her  ••  neari'st  of  kin  "  was 
ocrasioii.  '["here  \\cre  small  compensations.  t(to  young  to  attend,  they  were  deferred  by 
howcvei'.  in  sundry  elicciive  accessories,  such  Tamar's  riMiuest.and  ir  is  safe  to  say  that  uo 
as  a  crepe  coU.-ir  and  lionnet.md  to  mention  child  was  ever  brought  forward  with  more 
a  fumri>al  fan  otwa  \  ing  black  i>lumes.  \\  hiidi  i>ride  at  any  family  gathering  than  was  the 
Pompey  llourislicd  I'or  his  \\  ii'e's  Ixuu-lit  during  tiny  Miss  Pompcyhui  when  slie  was  carried 
the  entire  sci-\  ice.  Certainly  the  "speritu'l  up  the  aisle  ••  to  hear  lier  sieit-niammy's  fu- 
fostei'- sister "    of   the    m;'uriiing   bri(U\if  she  neral  preatdied." 

witnessed    th(>    iribuic   paid    her    that    Sunday  It  was  a  great  day.  and   tlu^  babe,  who  was 

morning  in    full  \iew   of  the  entire  congrega-  on    her  very    best    >ix  -  nH)nths-(dd    ludnnior, 

tion  —  for  th.c   Inidal   ]»air  ocmpied    the    front  listened  with  admirable  ]»lacidity  to  the  "  ser- 

])ew  under  the   i)ulpii      would   have  been   ob-  mou    id'   grace."'   on    which    at   a    future   time 

durate  indeed   if  slie  had   not   Iuhmi   -omewhat  slu^  might .  ]>erhai>s.  t'ound   a  gciundogy.      Her 

mollilied.  only   olience   against    i^erfect  (diurch   decorum 

Tamar  consisiiMiilx   w  oi  c  lu-r  nuuirning  garb  was    a    sometimes    r.ather    ex]ilosive   "AgtH)!" 

for  some    months,  ami.  so    far   as    is   know  n.  it  as  she  1ri(Ml   to   i(>a(di   the   e\ cr-sw  aying   bhudc 

nunle    no    further    impression    npcm    her   com-  feather  fan  that  was  waxed  by  her  parents  in 

panions   than    to  cause    a    few    smih's  and   ex-  turn   for  her  beiuUii.      liefore  the  service  was 

changes    of    glances   at    lir>i    anumg    those    ot'  o\er.   indt^ed.   she    had    secured    and    torn    the 

lighter  ndnd  among  them,  seme  ot' wl,t>ai  were  proud    emblem    into    bits:    but    Tanmr    only 

o\cu  so  uncdiaritabh^  as  to  iiisiniiaie  that  Sis'  snuled  at    its  demolition   by  the  baby  lingers. 

'I'amar  wasn't  "  half  so  grie\fd  as  -du^  let  o]\."  It  was  a  good  omen,  she  said,  and  meant  that 

The    more    serious,   however,    muled    in    com-  the  dav  of  mourning  was  over. 


iiii':  sou  iioN. 

II. >  <'oul.ln-|  iii:ilvr  u|.  ills  mil 
Ami  sli.>  ,'MiiUltri  iiink.'  II).  Im 
lUil  lln:ill\  iIm'v  piii  (licir  lir: 
All. I    il    was  ill!   il;;li(. 


i\ 


s\\i:i;i'   i;i.;\  |.:\(.|.;  i>.»..ii\    \\m    iiii:  •   riii  Mtpii:  i;(»i.  r  " 

I'm    .lii.l^.'  liii.l   n.'\.-r  laK.Mi  ;i   I'liiKisli  l.;illi,  1'.   !>.... m\    w  ;is   a    ha.k    w  a  I  k.|-  ..ii    I  li.'    I'.ii.- 

lull    ji.^  was    II..I    li'.-iiii;;   Ins  h.vsi    ilial    iikmiiiii:;.  K'aili.-a.l.      I  !<•  al  I  .'imI.'.!  a  w  a  k.' .mi.' da  \  .  .s|i,.i  I  I  \ 

aii.l     il     simMcmIn    .».<iiii.'.1     |.>    iiiiii     |..    I.. si     ils  Ix'I'.m.iI    w  as  (  i  nic  lor   Ii  i  hi    I ..  -m>  ..ii  .1  ii  I  y.  w  i  IIi 

\  i\  ilMii!',  «'ir<"<'ls,  N<»  <'iilliiisiasli.all_\    .l.'s.ai.l.'.l  lii.'  laiii.n  I  a  1.1.'  i.'sii  1 1   Ihal   .ailN    i  ii  (ii.- .-v  .an  ii:> 

iilMtii   1>\    his  \tniii!."   riii'iids.  Ii.'  s..  iii.il  am  l>i  I  i.mis  In  walk   .m    li.tlli  m.I.n  ..f 

II   s.'ciii.a!    I..  III.-  .hi. I;;.'   Ilial    III.'  iiiI.K.t  was  lli.>  ha.k   al    ..ii..'. 
h'liihlv   i.'ii.uli.  I»iil.  iVanii',',  I..  .'\i...s.'  Ins  iii.'\  Tli.'     ••   rinin.l.i    I...I  I  '"    .'\  |.ivss     was    .in.'     (.. 

l>.Mi.'ii.'.-  and  .Mil.j.'.'l   Iniiis.'iri..   n.li.iil.'  I.x  ..1.  pass    (I,.-    Mask.  11   i;..a.l    al    S.I...       Al     llial    Inii.- 

Jc'lnii;  In  III.'  i.'Miilai    1 1  .'a  I  iiKii  I .  II.'   |.ali.'iill\  l>..,diii   r.a.li.'.l   Hi.'   i..a.l.l.iil    lli.'   Iiani  <li.l   ii..| 

<Mi«liii.'.l    lt('iii<;    |tiiii.  Ii.'.l,    |iiiiinii.'ll.'d.    sla|i|>.(l,  a|.|.i'ai.      She    was    slill     nnisil.h'    al    I'dd,   ami 

spank*'. I,   wha.  k.'d.  ami    p..k.'.l.  iiiilil     lu'    ...iihl  h.M.liti   h.'<',aii   In   \m>ii\   al>..iil    h<  r  in  a   mamllm 

n.d   si  a  ml  I  he  l.n  I  iir.-  a  m.nn.'nl    lnii!'.'r.  w  a  \  .       W  li.'ii  sh.-   was  I  w  .n  I  \    nninil.'s   lal.'   h.' 

"Is      11       .|iii   II.'       n.'.'.'ssaix        I.I       111  ak.'  .■.-ii  1.1  .■.m  I  r..liiis  an  \  i.l  \   m.  I..ii.m'i  ,  a  mll..'!'aii 

Ml.'       I. la  a.  Is       am!       I. In.'      all       ..\    \.'i.'"'paiil  walkin;;    ill.-    ha.k     l..\\ar.l    h.'i     as    lasl    as    In' 

«'d  III.-  .lii.l'M',  as  iii.'-iilai  l\    as  th.'  riihh.'r  .liiM  ...iihlin   h  is  n  nsi  .a.!  \    .■.m.lihnn. 
his  lists  in  111.. 1.'  nr  less  \  n'.>r..iisl\  .  I'll.'    "   I'lni  ml.  r  h.d  I   '"   in.a  n  I  iim-    was    ;l\im; 

"  N.'V.T  \."'   "Ill"'  :    I'm  li\iii"  \nn."  r.'sp..ii.l  a  l..ii-  al  innisiia  I  sp...! .      Sh.'  Iia.l  l..'.ii  .l.'la  \  ..I 

r.l     llio    iiihh.M,    r.'.l..nldin-     Ins    assa  n  1 1  s,  a  ml  l'.\    a   h  i  lliii;",  w  i.'.k  .  a  ml  I  li.'  .n.' in.,  r  w  as  ma  k 

Uiinnini;   .lialtnln'all\       al     l.asl     s..    il     s.'.-in.'d  iii';npl..s|    hin.'.       Sii.l.l.'n  I  x    a   la  ii  ( .i  n   w  In  i  l.'.l 

!.•  111.'  .Iml.U.-.  Ilk.'  a   ••laiil    pin   w  li.'.'l    in    llu'   .■!... mi    rar.l..wii 

"  W  hn  I  si,/ II,  (inxni  |  ai.-  |  lliinl,  <inuiii  |   \  .m  '.'"  I  h.'  ha.k.        Tin'  .ii",  i  n.'.'i's  la..'  w  Inl.'ii.'.l  ;    I  li.' 

jUasp.'d    I  he  . I II. l;-.',  a    Iminlil.'    siispi.i.ni   .lawn  l.iak.'s    s-i.tiiml     mln    Mi.'    .  ..inpla  nn  in;    whcls; 

in,o'   ill    Ins   miii.l.       ••\..iir   \  irh„,h\  ,iro,i  „  \  [mv  Hi.'    .'ii-jn.-    i...k.'.l    ami    li.inl.l..l:    |.ass.'ii;M  r,s 

I  //mmn/*,  <//•<»(((/  I  tl.x's  I  /(■//((</,.  ./r.»(n/  I  1. ink   I  s/,(/),  Inr.hc.l    m    I  li.i  r   s.'a  I  s  ;    and    willi     ln-'<    ..I    an 

<in>itii\     la         I  /Af»</,     ,iio,i,t\        iinliai"     is/c/sA,  a  ml  s|  .-a  in   I  h.'  "  riinml.'i    li..l  I  "  si  ..pp.'.l. 
(Jioiiii).  I>i..ppin-     li..m     Ins    ,al.,    Hi.'    h.'miiinn;    .n 

"  Oh  !    vni    r.ni.nil..  1    m.',  .1..   .\.m  :'"   ;;r..u  l.al  -mii.'.  r  ran  up  I.,  w  li.i.'  1'.  D.i.ilin  sI.mi.1. 
(In-  riihl.ri-,  sai.asli.all.N.       "  W.'ll,  dash  \.  r.il.l  "  W  lial       w  lial's  Hm  mall.'i   ,"'  In-  -asp.. I. 

Iu(h>.  ni(«hh<«   \<.ir.l    Ilk.'   I.,  s.'inl    lUi'    iiplnrsix  "  ^  .'n'  la  ( .',"  sa  i.l  I  »n..l  i  n  .      '•  I'li  Ini  t  h,  fl  ii<  :  I'" 

lM«Mil  lis  ai;aiii   l.tipii/c   li!;lihn'I"  I'lxmi'    II.m.mi;   I'Iaiun. 

V.'i  .  X('\  II.     N..   :....      *  2 
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JIM    DO'l'VS    SADDLIvlIOWSi:. 

"Ill',  was  a  )iii(!(ll<' -sized  man,  with  black 
l);iii-,  ;iii(l  (UK-  o"  ilicsc  licrt'  1 11 1 isst aslics  lliat, 
<.|,,i(Ml  iii>  al  I.olli  nids,""  said  Mr.  Milo  Hnsli. 
■'  IloMic-iiiadc  cml.  1  h»(tk  it.  Said  liis  name 
was  \\'illiaiiis;  and  lie  was  iVoiii  tlic  I'lastjtut 
(.r  course  he  wasn't  to  Ithanie  iVr  llnd.  We  was 
all  willin-;-  to  <lo  what  we  could  to  lielp  liini  to 
loruct  it  and  make  a  man  <»f  him.  This  here 
coiiiin,!^-  Irom  New  York  or  Boston  is  a  draw- 
ha<d<  -  ifs  a^/r/^7  on  any  man  -  hnt  he  can  live 
it  down  if  he  really  wants  to.  Von  may  donht 
it,  hiit^  I've  seen  it   (h»ne. 

"Well,  we  was  Indpliil  to  the  feller— never 
asked  him  whaf  he  had  to  leave  the  Kast  f.'r, 
and  planned  to  try  to  learn  him  oiirwa.ys.  We 
<lecided  that-  it,  was  (nir  iiist.  <looty  to  learn 
him  to  ride.  .Jim  Doty  had  a  hionco  named 
Walkin<;-I)eam  \vlii(di  we  had  nsed  on  sev'iai 
occasions  l>ef(»re  for  inst  rnct  iu<;-  tlio  lOastcni 
pilgrim.  Jii  fact.  W'a IkiiiL!,- IJeam  wa'n'f  used 
fer  anything;  (dse,  since  he  was  a  lilllc  too 
tonsil  fci-  even  the  hoys  to  ciijoii  rUUwj^.  We 
made  it  a  rule  iica cr  to  ,i;ivc  a  tenderfoot  a  les- 
son on  W^ulkin<;  -  I{<'am  without  at  least  tiro 
doctors  ri<;ht  on  tin^  «;roun<l  ;  and  even  tlien 
sometimes  they  <lidn't  <;et  the  feliei-  ]»ut  ba(dc 
together  iij;ht,  though  they  luid  been  there 
and  seen  liiiii  shook  to  jtieces  and  seatteit'd 
around.  Walkiu,i;-I}eam  was  Just  the  bmd;- 
in.ocst  Jioss  that  ever  riz  and  tell.  Wliy.  y(»u 
mi<;lit  turn  him  out  loose,  and  s'i»ose  a  lly  lit 
on  liis  l>a,  k.  Did  lie  swil(h  liis  tail  or  wau 
aroiMxl  his  head?  Not,  mindi  ;  he  just  hnvkid 
that  lly  oil'.  All  the  Hies  in  town  «;()t  so  they 
know(Ml  him,  and  lit  shy  of  him.  Jvidiui;  him 
Avas  Just,  like — why,tliei'e  wa'itt  no  such  (liiii;/ 
as  ridiiif/  him — there  ^vas  ;^«'ftin<;'  on  ami  j;'«'t- 
t  in^olf  inouutiuji,  au(U//.MU(Min  till. <;■,  and  that's 
all.  Jxidin^  that  boss  consisted  in  <dimbiii«; 
on  and  re<;aiuin,<;'  cousciousuess. 

"  W(dl,  the  second  moruiuti"  says  ,Iim  to  the 
ftdler.  •Strau.i;er,  mi<;bt  I  ask  if  you're  fond 
of  ('(luestriaueous  e.\-ercise  bossbac  k  riding", 
as  we  say  lieie  T  '  ^'e-as,'  says  Williams,  slow 
like:  'I've  rid  some.  Ihit  1  understand  that 
you  liuve  these  here  buckers  .''  '  We  do/  says 
Jim,  turuiui;'  bis  lumest  bloo  eyes  straight  on 
the  feller.  "  Many  of 'em.  1  re,t;i-et  to  saV.  It 
comfs  throu<;h  i^noranc*'  —they  ain't  broke 
rioht,  Mr.  Williams.  Now  I've  -ot  a  boss  1  call 
Feuther  Bed.  Jle's  a  .^addh-hoss  that's  what 
//(•  is.  You  can  dtixnd  on  him.  He's  tdinn/s 
the  same.  His  gait  — now  .  see  here,  I  ain't  no 
baud  to  brag,  and  1  wont  say  a  word  about 
that  boss's  'Jdit.  But  if  you  would  like  to 
take  bim  and  have  a  look  at  our  !>ootilul 
country  this  morning.  >on're  nuui'n  wtleome. 
'IMiere  ain't,  no  better  boss  west  o"  the  ^Ii^^s(Ulri 
lliver  fer  looking  over  the  connliy  with.'  and 
be  w'iiik«'(l  at  us.  meaning,  nt'  course,  ihat  you 
got  ibrowed  so  high  that  yi»u  had  a  good  \  itw'. 

"The  feller  seemed  pleased,  and  said  he'd  be 
glad  of  the  ebauee  :  so  .lim  wont  down  and 
saddled  u)>  the  Beam  and  led  him  out.  He 
never    Inul    no    objections    to    a    sialdh     when 


there  was  a  prospect  that  a  in'iii  Avas  going  to 
get  on  it.  so  he  couK,'  along,  "peariug  sleeitv 
like.  .)im  says:  -Here  ycui  be.  Mr.  Willian).s. 
If  he  don't  tiavil  just  to  siiii  you.  sjnnJ:  Xo 
him.'  -All  right.  Ml.  Doty.'  say.s  Williams. 
walking  up.  Ibe  (btctors  pusluMl  to  the  front, 
there  ixiiig  a  ])assel  of  about  a  hundred  of  u.s 
idjits.  and  the  bdler  put  bis  foot  into  the  stur- 
rup  and  swung  u\)  on  him  easy  and  graceful. 

"  I'd  saw  Walkiiig-J)eaui  in  a  state  ot"  erup- 
tion before,  but  J  must  say  I  in  nr  seen  him 
make  su(di  a  savage  start  as  he  did  this  time. 
\\'lien  his  back  Avent  up  it  was  like  the  exjdo- 
si(ui  of  a  i)owdtM--mill.  Ami  that  ftdler — welL 
there  wa'n'r  no  way  of  uii<i!<iiriii(/  bow  high  be- 
did  go.  but  if  anybody  had  had  their  watch 
out  they  might  of  liiH((l  his  fall.  ]bit  imme- 
Jitly  after  he  did  get  down  you  could  of  knock- 
ed us  all  over  with  a  min I -Jiib'p  st raw.  That 
feller  lit  on  his  feet— and  where?  On  tlu^ 
boss's  bacdv!  Lit  there  like  a  bird.  Folded 
bis  arms  and  stood  there  like  a  statute. 
Smiled,  and  done  as  he  had  been  told  —sjxthc 
to  that  living  yeartlniuake  —  •  Steady,  there, 
boy.  steady '—Just  like  that.  ^\■ell.  at  first 
wo  thought  ^\"alking  -  Beam  was  too  dnni- 
founded  to  move  again:  but  he  wa'ii't.  H(^ 
lo()ke<l  nj)  and  seen  that  smiling  image  on  his 
baid<,  then  he  Just  nnlimbered  and  made  tbe- 
<'tfort  (d"  liis  life.  I'or  ten  minutes  his  motion.s 
Just  siini>ly  Jarred  the  winders  in  the  whole 
town.  And  all  the  time  that  feller  loaling 
ar(Uind  on  his  bare  ba(k.  the  saddle  having 
gorie  u\)  at  the  first  h'ist.  and  not.  so  fur  as  1 
know  ,  liaNing  come  dow  n  \v\.  And  not  satis- 
lied  with  stdiidiii;/  there.  l)nt  he  must  dioice  n 
little,  and  turn  a  couple  o'  handsprings,  and 
stand  on  his  head.  And  then  be  look  out  souu' 
tobacker  and  r(dled  a  cigarette,  and  lit  it.  and 
begun  to  smoke,  and  to  blow  riiu/s — you  may 
])i/.en  me  with  ice -water  if  he  didn't.  And 
when  the  boss  at  last  IVII  down  frmu  being  ex- 
hausted, he  steps  otf.  and  says  he  to  dim  :  '  Mr. 
Doty,  that's  a  line  beast  yiui've  g(d  there. 
Sort  of  a  lady's  boss.  1  take  it.  Make  a  good 
I'ldiihlii  nag:'  and  he  walks  over  to  the  hotel. 

•■Circus  man  .'  That's  What  he  was.  Ami  it 
broke  up  our  sport  with  Walking- Beam  too, 
'cause  \vlien  dim  wont  to  him  be  was  stark 
dead,  'fhe  doctors  litdd  ;i  sort  of  an  oto]>.sy 
on  bim.  and  found  bis  organs  all  right,  so  they 
Just  recdvoued  ho  died  of  grief  and  mortifica- 
tion-"" Havden  Caiuuth. 

DKSrini'-flVE. 

A  Niaiiio  conitle  on  a  South  Carolina  ])lanta- 
tioii  were  the  ]»arents  of  a  very  diminutive 
and  ugly  boy  baby,  'i'be  I'atber  and  mother 
consulted  together,  solemnly  scratching  tludr 
heads,  with  regard  to  a  suitable  name  for  their 
<di>pi  ine'.  and  tinally  decided  to  call  him  "  ^wi- 
tiif'Tall." 

A  year  elapsed,  and  another  infant  was  born 
to  t  hem.  nnu'e  wi/.ened  and  tiglier  than  the 
tiisf.  After  long  ]>artMital  debate.it  Avas  niu- 
inallv  agreed  to  dub  the  new  babv  "  Wusser.'* 


S'-ocC./Vtoy,:*'^;^  ■'^ 


M  TTLi:    ••  MAMMY 


'ain't  i^ol,  no  lime   Icr  fool 
Join'  Icr  scliool; 
i;ot,  (lishcrc  chile  h  r  mine, 
c;ol.  (lisliere  <|uill    lei-   hiue, 
'ain'l.  n-ot,  no  lime  ter  phiy 
(Jli  lib  Ills  \\\\y . 


r.ut    no   one   ';iinl    s'|)ieione(l    \i,, 
^VIlen    1    sit 

Siniiin'    I  ill   de    l):il)y    sleeps, 
Sewin",   roekin",  d.ii    I    keeps 
Pkiyin'   "  M:immy  "    -<l;il,  !i-\v:i y 
/>'///"  /-'rV/.v  pkiy. 

1{()SAMIC    M      .I(.N, 
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A   PEINCE   OF   GEORGIA. 


BY  JULIAN  RALPH. 


"  \rOU  are  going  to  have  the  great  seii- 
JL  sation  of  your  life,"  said  a  young- 
naval  lieutenant  who  had  made  the  trip 
upon  which  Ethel  Barrow^e  was  starting, 
and  she  remembered  the  propliecy  day 
after  day  as  the  "great  sensation"  spun 
itself  out.  It  ^vas  a  sight-seeing  sensa- 
tion that  he  meant  to  predict,  for  Miss 
Barrowe  was  going  through  soutliern 
Russia  as  far  as  Batoum,  and  then  across 
the  Caucasus,  and  so  back  again.  Ec- 
centric old  Mrs.  Barrowe,  her  rich  aunt, 
had  invited  her  to  leave  home  in  Cincin- 
nati and  visit  her  in  Athens,  where  tlie 
old  lady  employed  her  wealth  and  leisure 
in  the  pursuit  of  such  pious  and  humane 
projects  as  the  succor  of  the  Cretans  and 
the  relief  of  the  Armenians  —  projects 
which  the  scoflPers  among  her  friends 
characterized  as  "dreams, "and  other  per- 
sons, of  less  importance  to  her — the  lead- 
ing statesmen  of  continental  Europe — 
regarded  as  mischievous  nightmares. 
Now  that  she  had  her  pretty  niece  to  en- 
tertain, she  was  starting  upon  a  journey 
she  never  w^ould  have  made  alone,  to 
show^  the  young  woman  w^hat  the  Rus- 
sians call  their  Riviera  and  their  Switzer- 
land,and  to  meet  those  Armenians  through 
w^hom  she  had  been  generously  contribu- 
ting for  the  cause  of  their  oppressed  breth- 
ren in  Turkey. 

"Dreams,"  did  I  call  her  amusements? 
Then  both  women  were  dreamers,  because 
Miss  Ethel  was  a  poor  girl  floated  above 
the  trials  of  her  position  by  her  fond 
hopes,  for  she  knew  that  her  aunt  liked 
her  better  than  any  relative  she  had,  and 
she  aspired  to  become  her  heir.  And  now 
she  was  about  to  cross  Europe  and  pene- 
trate Asia — she  who  until  a  month  before 
had  never  been  twenty  miles  from  Ciu- 
cinnati,  and  in  that  city  learned  no  more 
of  the  world  than  one  gets  from  member- 


ship of  a  Baptist  sewing  circle,  a  progres- 
sive euchre  club,  and  a  course  of  the 
talked-about  novels  of  each  year. 

On  the  way  to  Moscow  and  southward 
to  the  Black  Sea  the  lieutenant's  predic- 
tion lost  w^eight.  The  Czar's  wiieat  and 
cabbage  farm,  called  Russia,  is  main  1 3^  a 
great  fiat  dish  of  earth,  with  a  dull  sky 
bent  down  all  around  to  meet  the  rim — a 
tiresome  monotone  of  grass  and  grain, 
flecked  w4th  villages  of  wretched  cabins 
with  thatched  roofs,  brown  as  so  many 
rats  in  a  granary.  If  there  is  variety,  its 
effect  on  th'e  mind  more  than  offsets  the 
little  pleasure  it  brings  to  the  eyes,  for  it 
must  consist  of  an  over-costly  church  and 
of  the  squalid  people  who  liaA^e  built  it. 
But  by  nine  o'clock  on  the  third  day  from 
Moscow  the  earth  began  to  rumple  into 
broken  limestone  hills,  guttered  w^itli  can- 
yons and  crevices.  Orchards  appeared, 
and  the  shade  trees  became  willows  and 
locusts,  instead  of  the  incessant  pines  and 
birches  of  older  Russia.  The  houses 
changed  into  the  modern  Greek  type — 
one-storied  stucco  or  stone,  painted  white 
or  yellow,  roofed  with  heavy  red  tiles, 
always  walled  around,  and  usually  show- 
ing the  soft  round  tops  of  small  trees  shxr- 
ing  over  the  walls. 

Suddenly  the  train  crawled  out  of  a 
tunnel  to  the  edge  of  a  cliff'  overlooking 
the  blue,  yellow,  and  white  port  of  Sebas- 
topol.  Beyond  the  blue  of  the  harbor, 
dotted  with  stately  men-of-war,  lay  a  big- 
ger reach  of  liquid  indigo — the  Black  Sea. 
It  was  October,  and  only  the  day  before 
all  Russia,  apparently,  had  been  wiiitened 
by  hoar-frost.  But  now  the  car  win- 
dows, all  opened,  let  in  air  as  warm  as  the 
breathings  of  cattle.  Arrived  at  the  sta- 
tion, the  travellers  found  themselves  in 
a  Levantine   citv,  with   the   usual  white 
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houses,  f^'i-ay  streets,  and  liinp  and  dusty 
trees.  The  cubs,  like  so  many  niillei-- 
iiiotlis  settled  near  a  lamp,  were  wicker- 
bodied  victorias  under  white  cloth  can- 
opies, and  the  drivers  wore  white  bell- 
crowned  liats.  Tlie  drive  to  the  hotel 
sliowed  that  Sebastopol  was  beautiful,  but 
to  our  ladies  it  was  like  g'etting-  back  to 
(Ireece.  and  they  determined  to  press  on- 
wai'd.  Tliey  found  that  the  Grand-Duch- 
ess Ohja  was  to  sail  next  day  for  Yalta 
and  IJatoum,  and  they  at  once  eng-aged 
passage.  On  her  deck  the  task  of  watch- 
ing to  see  their  bag-gage  put  aboard  was 
given  to  ]\[iss  Ethel,  wlio  was  presently 
interested  in  the  foreign  travellers,  their 
leave-takings,  in  which  the  men  kissed 
each  other  on  both  cheeks,  and  the  bustle 
at  the  gang-})lank.  Suddenly  a  fragment 
of  conversation  interested  her. 

"He's  a  i)rince,'' she  heard  a  man  say 
in  English — and  she  forgot  the  foreign 
scenes,  and  even  her  anxiety  about  the 
baggage. 

Two  Englishmen  had  been  bidding 
good-by  to  two  Kussian-looking  men,  who 
noAV  came  u})  the  plank  to  the  deck,  leav- 
ing the  Englishmen  on  the  wharf.  Miss 
Ethel  sa  v  that  the  voyagers  Were  an  el- 
derly, sniooth-shaven,  black-haired  man, 
wlio  walked  slowly  and  weakly,  like  an 
invalid,  and  a  tall,  sandy-i^earded  man  of 
thirty  who  followed,  carrying  a  sword, 
an  umbrella,  and  some  walking-sticks 
tied  together. 

"Bon  voyage,"  called  out  one  of  the 
Englishmen,  adding,  in  a  lower  tone: 
"Queer,  isn't  it?  One  would  naturally 
say,  '  He's  going  with  a  princ(\"  but,  on  the 
contrary,  a  prince  is  going  with  him." 

'"Prince,  eliT'  the  other  repeated,  ques- 
tioningly. 

'"Yes;  a  Georgian  prince:  with  a  fam- 
ily older  than  any  in  Europe,  of  course. 
All  those  Georgian  families  date  back  to 
King  David,  or  to  some  Chinese  emperor 
of  centuries  before  Christ.  He's  a  gen- 
nine  prince,  though,  whatever  doubt  there 
may  be  about  a  few  of  the  early  centuries 
in  his  family  history.  Can't  he^})  feeling- 
sorry  that — "  and  hei-e  the  men  turned. 
and  she  lieai'd  no  more.  She  glanceil  at 
the  deck  to  see  the  noljle,  but  he— she  was 
sure  it  was  the  younger  one — had  gone 
below.  Presently  the  baggage  came,  and 
in  a  very  few  minutes  the  Grand-  Ducliess 
Olga  was  trembling  wiih  the  power  slie 
exerted  in  throwing  out  a  lacelike  train 
of  white  bubbles  far  behind  her. 


]\Iiss  Ethel  annoyed  her  aunt  by  open- 
ing the  bags  and  trunks  to  find  her  bright 
red  Russian  blouse  —  the  newest,  most 
fetching  thing  she  owned — and  her  bon- 
net with  the  red  wings,  and  her  gray 
skirt  with  the  fine  stripes.  And  she  spent 
more  than  half  an  hour  over  her  hair  and 
her  hands. 

"AVe  agreed  to  wear  only  our  knock- 
about things  on  shipboard.  Ethel."  her 
aunt  said,  "and  now  you're  dressing  as 
if  for  an  evening  party." 

"Oh  no,  aunty:  but  it's  so  warm  and 
summerlike,  and  the  people  who  are  going 
to  Yalta  are  all  so  fashionably  dressed.  I 
thought  I'd  put  on  something  cool,  and 
show  these  Russians  that  we  have  nice 
things  as  well  as  they." 

"Oh,  well,  if  it's  a  patriotic  matter — " 
said  the  elder  lady,  and  there  abandoned 
the  sentence.  Far  from  being  humbugged, 
she  determined  to  discover  the  reason 
for  the  sudden  fine  apparelling  of  her 
niece. 

Miss  Ethel  was  radiant  when  she  w^ent 
to  the  saloon  for  luncheon.  She  knew  she 
looked  her  best,  and  when  even  a  plain 
girl  has  that  consciousness,  it  sets  oif  her 
good  points  to  advantage.  But  she  was 
far  from  plain.  She  was  tall  and  well- 
rounded,  with  a  high  brow  crowning  an 
oval  face,  with  sensitive  brown  eyes,  and 
fine  soft  brown  hair,  an  arched  nose,  and 
lips  so  full  as  to  betoken  an  ardent  nature, 
and  yet  firm  enough  to  show  thorough 
self-control.  Two  things  about  her  were 
eloquent  of  her  right  to  belong  to  the 
country  that  most  prizes  good  women, 
and  has  given  every  one  of  them  a  throne. 
These  were  her  confident  carriage,  inde- 
pendent without  suggesting  impudence, 
and  her  eyes  that  flashed  every  emotion 
qiticker  than  telegraphy,  because  there 
was  no  waiting  to  spell  out  long  words 
like  amusement,  or  sympathy,  or  intelli- 
gence: they  were  flashed  on  her  quick 
orbs  like  magic.  Tlius  her  smallest  fea- 
tures vitalized  and  characterized  her  en- 
tire personality. 

But  even  her  intelligence  did  not  fore- 
arm her  for  the  discovery  that  all  the 
seats  in  the  dining-saloon  were  taken.  She 
menticnied  this  to  a  waiter  —  and  he 
shrugged  his  shoulders. 

"What  shall  we  dor"  she  asked  lier 
aunt. 

"If  madame  weel  asse}H  niy  place,'' 
said  a  gentleman,  rising  to  put  a  hand  to 
his  bi'east  and  make   a  lo^v  coui'tesv.      It 
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was  the  prince.  Miss  Ethel  gasped  for 
some  polite  phrase  that  was  called  too 
suddenly  to  come. 

"  Thank  you,  but  one  place  will  scarce- 
ly do  for  two,"  said  the  old  lady. 

"I  weel  do  ze  sing,"  said  the  prince, 
and  went  and  got  a  camp-stool,  and  bade 
those  who  were  on  either  side  of  him  move 
closer  while  he  squeezed  in  the  extra  seat. 
Then  he  bowed  again  and  stepped  back, 
and  moved  the  chair  and  stool  while  the 
ladies  took  their  places  at  the  table.  And 
he  pushed  the  chairs  under  them  when 
they  were  sitting  down;  not  only  that, 
but  he  got  an  extra  napkin  and  opened  it, 
and  laid  it  across  Miss  Ethel's  lap,  which 
was  a  very  peculiar  thing,  she  thought, 
except  that,  perhaps,  princes  were  not  to 
be  judged  by  the  usages  of  ordinary  folk. 

"Thank  you  so  much,"  said  Miss  Ethel; 
"  but  what  will  you  do?" 

"Please,  I  s'all  wait,  leetle,"  said  the 
prince,  bowing  again,  so  that  his  light 
reddish  beard  almost  touched  her  back 
hair. 

"  How  polite  he  is!"  said  she,  when  he 
had  taken  himself  oft'. 

"Humph!"  said  her  aunt,  and  fell  to 
eating  her  soup.  "  I  think  I  would  almost 
sooner  have  waited  myself,"  she  added. 

"  It  is  too  bad,"  her  niece  replied. 

"I  mean  that  I  would  rather  have 
waited  than  have  had  such  a  fuss — and 
with  such  a  man." 

"  Such  a —     Why,  aunt,  he's  a  prince !" 

"Indeed!     He  made  me  creep." 

"No;  but  really,  aunty,  he  is  a  prince, 
and  of  one  of  the  most  ancient  noble  fam- 
ilies. I  overheard  two  gentlemen,  who 
were  bidding  him  good-by,  talking — I'm 
sure  he  was  the  one  they  meant — and  the 
one  who  knew  all  about  him  said  there 
was  no  doubt  about  his— his  royalty,  don't 
you  call  it?" 

"Well,"  said  Mrs.  Barrowe,  "princes 
are  at  a  great  discount  in  Greece  since 
the  war,  and  I  never  was  able  to  see  the 
use  of  them  before  that.  He  may  be  a 
prince,  but  I  did  not  think  him  much  of 
a  man.  Bless  me!  how  he  must  have  up- 
set me!  I  know  nothing  whatever  of  the 
creature — and  only  hear  how  I'm  going 
on !" 

"I  should  say  so,  dear  aunt!"  Miss 
Ethel  said.  "As  for  me.  he's  the  only 
prince  I  ever  saw.  and  I  thought  him 
most  polite  and  amiable.  He  is  certainly 
more  unselfish  than  any  other  man  in  all 
this  crowd." 


"That  is  true,"  said  Mrs.  Barrowe. 
"  I'll  grant  that  by  w^ay  of  apology.  So, 
let's  drop  the  matter." 

They  ate  in  silence,  for  both  found  their 
thoughts  engrossing.  Miss  Ethel  w^as 
staggered  by  the  good  and  bad  fortune 
that  fell,  with  two  quick  strokes,  upon 
her— the  good  being  the  meeting  v/ith  a 
prince,  and  the  other  her  aunt's  unac- 
countable, uncharacteristic  repugnance  to 
him  at  first  sight.  As  for  the  elder  lady, 
she  was  well  pleased  with  herself  for  hav- 
ing so  quickly  discovered  why  her  niece 
had  put  on  her  finery. 

The  passengers  crowded  the  deck  in  the 
afternoon,  and  the  Americans  saw  many 
Russian  fashionables  at  their  ease.  Sev- 
eral young  dignitaries  lounged  about  in 
gold-trimmed  suits  of  pongee  silk  that 
needed  washing.  Many  elegantly  dressed 
young  ladies,  very  vain,  and  swaying  be- 
tween fits  of  giggling  and  of  petulance, 
promenaded  with  their  pai'ents, while  sev- 
eral of  the  matrons  walked  about  smoking 
cigarettes.  The  men  smoked  incessantly, 
and  drank  almost  as  constantly.  The 
deck-house  was  always  full  of  them,  be- 
hind their  glasses  of  vodka  or  bottles  of 
wine  or  bier,  each  man  drinking,  unsocia- 
bly,  by  himself.  When  Miss  Ethel  was 
about  to  turn  her  attention  to  the  cliffs, 
close  to  w^hich  the  ship  laid  her  course, 
the  prince  came  on  deck  and  bowed  to 
her,  and  no  scenery  short  of  a  volcanic 
eruption  could  have  enlisted  her  attention. 

My  description  and  hers  of  this  noble- 
man would  not  seem  to  be  of  the  same 
person.  She  found  him  about  thirty, 
tall,  statel3^  WMth  a  very  distinguished 
carriage,  intelligent  blue  eyes,  lovely 
flaxen  hair,  a  noble  head,  an  aristocratic 
face,  and  a  silky,  ruddy  beard.  To  me 
he  appeared  loosely  built  and  awkward, 
his  eyes  colorless  and  too  shifting,  the 
back  of  his  head  as  flat  as  a  drum,  and 
for  his  beard,  hair,  and  complexion,  all 
three  wei'c  sandy.  But  for  his  title,  I 
should  never  have  noticed  him. 

He  slowly  led  the  wa}^  to  a  seat  by  the 
ship's  rail  for  an  elderly  man.  who  was 
evidently  an  invalid  and  of  an  irritable 
nature,  as  his  face  and  the  snarl  in  his 
voice  told  all  who  came  near. 

"Shall  I  find  you  a  book,  c*.'lonel?'' 
the  prince  inquired. 

"Go  to  th*e  devil!"  snarled  the  sick 
man.      "  You  are  a  nuisance." 

"I  am  sorry,"  said  the  prince,  submis- 
sively. 
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"Well,  o-o  away,  <j;o  away'."  growled 
llie  invalid,  wliereupon  the  ])rince  went 
and  sat  in  the  deck-lionse  behind  a  bottle 
of  beer,  where  Miss  Ethel  saw  him  as  she 
walked  to  and  fro.  She  did  not  hear  the 
conversation  between  the  two  men,  and 
if  she  had,  she  would  not  have  under- 
stood a  wo  I'd. 

It  was  almost  dark  when  the  ship 
reached  the  beautiful  liorseshoe  -  shaped 
scallop  in  the  hills  which  is  famous  as 
the  harbor  of  Yalta.  The  hills,  always 
beside  the  sea,  sent  their  towering-  sides 
sheer  down  to  its  edge,  and  were  jewelled 
with  a  grand  monastery  here,  noble  man- 
sions there,  and,  nearer  Yalta,  an  imperial 
])alace  embowered  in  i)ark  foliage.  Re- 
g-retfuUy  the  Americans  found  they  were 
only  to  make  a  shoi't  night-time  stop  at 
this  ])lace,  to  whicli  the  noble  and  rich  re- 
])air  in  autumn  to  eat  grapes  medicinally, 
to  entertain  in  cliateaux,  and  to  crowd 
in  fashionable  hotels.  The  ladies  went 
ashore  and  drove  beside  the  curving- 
beach.  They  ming-led  Avith  the  g'ay  crowd 
in  the  largest  hotel,  heard  the  band  in  its 
g-arden,  and,  in  a  little  kiosk  over  the  wa- 
ter's edge,  took  tea  in  Russian  fashion,  in 
a  thin  gl'^.ss  o-n  a  saucer,  with  two  cubes 
of  sugar,  a  slice  of  lemon,  and  a  spoon 
beside  the  glass.  Perhaps  it  was  the  tea 
that  caused  the  younger  lady  to  lie  awake 
until  late  in  tlie  night  tiwing  to  picture 
the  prince  mingling  v.itli  the  lively, 
laughing  crowds  at  the  main  hotel  in 
Yalta,  smiled  on  by  haughty  women, 
and  deferred  to  by  eminent  and  masterful 
men  of  commoner  clay.  She  wished  every 
one  had  not  left  the  ship  at  Yalta,  or  else 
that  she  had  left  it  also. 

On  the  next  day,  when  the  ship  dropped 
anchor  far  beyond  a  large  sjirawling  yel- 
low town  called  Kertch,  and  while  ^liss 
Ethel  was  in  a  torment  lest  her  aunt 
should  not  come  on  deck  in  time  to  catcli 
the  tender  that  was  to  take  them  ashore 
while  the  shi])  spent  some  hours  in  coal- 
ing, who  should  a}){)ear  but  the  prince: 

"Please,"  he  said,  '"can  I  taki»  some- 
sing  to  you^  You  are  look  for  somesing 
— no?" 

''Oh,  you  are  so  kiud!"saivl  slio.  "I 
am  waiting  for  my  aunt.  I  thought  yon 
had  left  the  steamer  at  Yalta." 

"And  you,  too,  I  thought."  said  lie. 
"I  see  you  not  somewliere  ever  since. 
But,  no,  it  is  that  we  are  both  here  a^-ain 
—  whatr' 

"The   sick   gentleman    who   was   witli 


you,"  she  continued,  "he  is  still  on  the 
ship?  Yes?  I  heard  it  said  that  he  was 
a  prince." 

"  Please,"  said  he,  apologetically,  "you 
have  heard  what  is  not.  He  is  a  pig. 
please,  or  somesing  wheech  is  put  to  wipe 
off  your  feet  at  ze  door,  but  he  is  a  prince 
not.      He  is  called  Colonel  Miiller." 

"A  German  name,"  ]\Iiss  Ethel  re- 
marked. 

"  But,  please,  Russia  is  crowded,  much, 
wiz  zose  German,  also  zose  French  names, 
though  not  all  belong  to  pigs.'" 

"  You,  also,  have  a  German  name?" 

"Please,  I  have  a  German  name  not. 
My  name  has  much  ugliness  in  English. 
You  will  hear  it  —  wliat  r  It  is  Gola — 
George  Theodorus  Gola."" 

She  admired  his  modesty,  and  still  she 
wanted  to  hear  from  his  own  lips  the  de- 
licious fact  that  she  was  hobnobbing  with 
a  prince. 

•"And  I  may  tell  your  name — no?" 

She  told  him  hers,  and  added,  "Yours 
is  a  Georgian  name,  isn't  itf" 

"  Ah,  }  ou  know  it .'"'  he  said.  "  It  was 
much  great,  once,  for  hundreds  years — 
what?  But  ze  Russians  swallowed  all 
up  the  power,  and  zose  wolfs  and  foxes — 
zose  x\rmenian  —  zey  swallow  all  up  ze 
money.  So  now  ze  name  only  is  re- 
maining." 

There  is  no  need  to  inilict  his  broken 
speech  upon  the  reader  any  longer.  It 
is  easier  to  imagine  it.  They  talked  for 
several  minutes  before  Mrs.  Barrowe  came 
on  deck  dressed  to  go  ashore.  Miss  Ethel 
sought  to  interest  the  prince  in  what  she 
knew  of  the  hot  yellow  city  that  fringed 
the  distant  shore  and  rose  to  a  point  on 
the  side  of  a  hill  Avliere  a  beautiful  Greek 
temple — quite  modern — formed  the  point 
of  the  pyramid.  She  told  him  that  two 
thousand  years  ago  it  used  to  be  Panti- 
capaHim.  the  ca})ital  of  Bosporia,  and  that 
it  afterward  became  Genoese,  and  then 
Turkish:  but  she  saw  that  he  did  not 
care.  She  found  it  equally  idle  to  de- 
scribe to  him  the  temples  the  Greeks 
built  on  Mithridates's  hill,  or  the  tombs 
of  tlu-'ir  kings,  or  the  quantities  of  relics 
dug  u])  tliere — the  best  of  which  are  in  the 
Hermitage  in  St.  Petersburg.  The  prince 
seemed  to  know  only  the  modern  Greeks, 
and  they,  he  said,  were  pigs. 

The  prince  condescended  to  accompany 
the  ladies  asliore,  and  all  three  drove  over 
the  semi-Oriental  tov/n,  finding  the  hill- 
top view,  the  open-air  market,  where  the 
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o-oods  :ii-('  littered  all  over  n  cobbled  jjlaza. 
the  iiiiiseiiiii  of  (Jf<'ek  relics,  and  the 
thirteen  hiiiidi-ed  and  t  wcniy  -two-year- 
old  church   well   worth   the   joiiriiev. 

It  was  twent\  four  hours  later  thai  tlie 
(icor<.;-ian  nohle  and  Miss  Ethel  met  for 
lono-  (Mioni^h  to  enjoy  a  tcte-;\  tele.  Then 
he  found  her  alone  on  the  d<'ck  lat(>  in 
1  he  even  nil;-.  Il  may  as  well  IxM'ont'essed 
thai  the  yoimu  lady  had  Vvaited  all  day 
for  the  meetinu,  and  l)ein<i-  (lisai)])ointed, 
had  drawn  upon  a  new  instalment  of  pa- 
tience and  waited  fai'  into  the  niulit.  it 
would  not  l)e  polite  to  estimate  how  of- 
teji  she  murmured  to  hei'self  tln^  words 
"  i*rince  (Jola.""  lindin.ii'  them  m(dodious, 
and  likinu"  to  make  them  familiar.     When 
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lie  came  it  was  evident  that  he  did  not 
seek  lier:  in  fact,  he  seemed  bent  on  i-e- 
treatin^-  after  wisliinir  ber  "  aood-even- 
inu":  but  slie  talked  on  and  on.  and  at 
last  interested  him.  Therefore  lie  sat 
down  and  spent  an  hour  with  her.  It 
was  a  veiled  reference  to  ber  aunt's  wealtb 
whicii  proved  liini  a  far  more  sympatliet- 
ic  eoni])anion  than  be  bad  seemed  wben 
slie  baited  ber  book  witb  cbissical  lore, 
laro-ely  from  ]\Iu)'ray"s  Cruide  to  Russia. 
She  bad  not  intended  to  speak  of  lier 
aunt's  means,  and  perhaps  does  not  know 
to  this  day  how  nuich  ui)on  tliat  subject 
the  prince  manaoed  deftly  to  draw  from 
liei'.  Nevertlieless.  by  a  question  now 
and  tluMi.  veiled  by  an  aii'  of  merely  for- 
mal ])oliteness.  be  got 
at  the  fact  that  the  old 
lady  was  very  rich,  and 
that  bis  companion  was 
the  only  person  the  ricb 
old  widow  cared  for  in 
the  world.  Witb  this 
knowledge  gained  the 
])i'ince  went  to  bed 
beavy  of  liearl.  as  one 
who  has  scarcely  a 
penny  might  i-ead  of 
mountains  of  gold  in 
the  moon.  On  the  otlier 
band,  the  young  lady 
went  to  ber  state-room 
bumming  a  tune  so 
thoughtlessly  loud  tbat 
Mrs.  Barrowe  was 
awakened,  and  gently 
chid  ber. 

The  next  sight  of 
Prince  Gola  tbat  tbe 
American  ladies 
bad  was  only  a 
glimi)se  of  him 
as  be  boarded 
tlie  train  at  Ba- 
toum.  at  the  oth- 
er end  from  that 
at  wbicli  the  la- 
dies found  tbat 
their  own  wraps 
and  rugs  and 
bags  bad  been 
})ut  by  tbeir  jior- 
tei'S.  Tbe  guide- 
books assert  tbat 
l^)atoum  prides 
-v^-^-  itself  on  i)ossess- 

ANu  FROM  AKK  sTii.L  i'^U'    au    avenuG 

of  palms  that  is 
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quite  unique,  but  as  the  swamp-encircled 
place  is  given  over  to  dreadful  fevers,  the 
ladies  hurried  through  it,  seeing  notliing 
in  its  whole  length  except  broad  streets, 
made  to  look  desolate  by  the  low  and 
shabby  houses  at  the  sides.  They  br(>aK-- 
fasted  at  the  station,  where  a  young  wo- 
man smoked  cigarettes  while  she  sold  tlu^ 
railway  tickets  and  made  change;  and 
then  they  took  seats  in  a  car  that  smelled 
of  kerosene,  not  knowing  that  nearly  ev- 
erything on  the  long  route  across  the 
Caucasian  isthmus  likewise  smells  of 
kerosene,  the  railway  being  the  medium 
for  carrying  the  oil  from  the  wells  at 
Baku  to  the  ships  at  Batoum.  Kvei-y- 
where  they  saw  oil-ti'ains  and  oil-cars, 
always  distinguished  by  the  great  boiler- 
like cylinders  which  are  so  familiar  in 
our  country.  At  every  station  the  air 
was  heavy  and  strong  with  the  aroma  of 
the  petroleum  that  saturated  the  cars  and 
dripped  along  the  roadwa3%  but  by-and- 
by  the  smell  ceased  to  be  unbearable, 
though  it  never  quite  got  to  be  pleasant. 
From  the  car  windows,  while  skii-ting  the 
sea  for  thirty  miles,  they  saw  its  blue  ex- 
panse on  oneside  and  the  Caucasus  IMoun- 
tains  towering  faintly  blue  on  the  other. 


Tliey  saw  tlie  l)eginniiig  of  Russia's  ex- 
periment in  tea-growing,  and  noted  the 
liouses  of  the  inhabitants  of  the  marshes, 
that  rose  lilce  the  lake  dwellings  of  old 
upon  four  stilts  at  the  corners.  They 
passed  mile  after  mile  of  planlations  of 
American  coi'n.  and  marvelled  lliat  they 
had  never  know  11.  when  too  used  to  it  at 
home,  that  it  is  tli(?  most  picturesciue, 
graceful,  and  beautiful  vegetable  any- 
where cultivated  by  man.  TIh\v  saw  Hue 
galleried  houses  in  am})le  parks,  and  some- 
times noticed  near  a  village  a  rude  tower 
or  fortress  of  stone,  or  else  the  ruins  of 
one,  that  had  apparently  been  the  citadel 
and  i-efuge  of  tlie  villagers.  I5iit  though 
their  usefulness  has  gone  with  the  petty 
wars  of  barbaric  kingdoms  and  ])etty 
})rinces,  the  warlike  spirit  is  still  <iniek',as 
the  travellers  saw  in  the  rude  faces  of  the 
men  with  their  sharp  noses  and  Hashing 
eyes,  and  in  th(»  fact  that  every  man  was 
armed  always  with  a  very  long  broad  dag- 
ger, carried  in  front  of  the  narrow  shapely 
waist  of  his  long  Circassian  coat.  Their 
ca])s  of  fur,  a  modilicalion  of  the  fez,  and 
their  pointed  shoes  or  boots,  (piite  as  surely 
linked  them  with  the  restof  Asia'sswarins. 
Miss  Kthel  had  read  (and  Prince  Gola 
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|i;,(l  lold  licr  tlic  same  tliiiiL;)  lliat  the  with  all  of  wliat  we  are  too  apt  to  call  the 
Min<;i-<'|i;iiis  iiicliide  tlx'  liandsoiiiest  men  ^'I'ace  and  dignity  of  a  queen.  "Of  a 
and  most  beautiful  women  it  is  possible  Sioux  chief.""  would  be  more  apt.  for  not 
to  iniauiiie.  and  rarly  in  tlie  joui'ney  she  all  queens  possess  the  charm  of  move- 
start  l<>d  her  aunt  out  of  a  i)re('ious  day-  ment  that  comes  with  splendid  health,  or 
dream  bv  exclai niin<i- :  "Look  there!  oil.  the  haughty  upholding  of  the  head  that 
do  look  at  tliat  woman!  Look'  what  a  is  a  sign  of  fearless  pride  as  well  as  pow- 
iiiiMibcr  of  bandsoMK'  pcoph^  ai'e  on  that  o\\  As  the  travellers  looked  beyond  her. 
platform  :  Tlicv  ai-e  Mingrelians.  I  am  the  whole  crowd  on  the  })latfoi-m  interest- 
s\\\'(\      l>o  look  at  that  woman  !""  edthem:   particularly  a  tall,  gi-ay-bearded 

"Tlial  peasant  in  the  cotton  !  Oh.  but  mountaineer,  as  slender  and  sup])le  as  a 
she  is  more  than  beautiful!"  said  ^[rs.  deer,  whose  features  were  artistically  pei-- 
|5;iiro\\  (\  feet,  who  yet  had  the  eagle  face  of  the  first 

In  truth  she  was  more  than  beautiful,  of  the  Caesars— the  intense  small  eyes,  the 
for  her  carriage  was  tliat  of  a  (pieen.  hawk  iu)se.  the  thin  firm  li{)s ;  and  again. 
( )ii  v<>  skinn(Ml.  soft-ey(>d.  with  brown  orbs,  in  a  youth  in  a  dii'ty  shee})skin  coat  and 
and  lonu-  black  laslics.  with  heavy,  heau-  legs  bundled  in  flannel,  whose  noble  head 
tifully  curv(Hl  black  eyebi-ows.  ami  amass  was  cIoiIkhI  with  a  su]~)erb  shock  of  cui'l- 
of  glossy  hail'  of  the  same  deep  tone,  with  ing  nut-brown  hair,  whose  blue  eyt^s  were 
full  red  lips  Ix^autifuUy  bowed,  and  with  as  soft  as  a  maiden"s.  and  whose  entii'e 
a.  nos(;  cui'vchI  lik<»  an  (^agle's  beak  ;ind  face  was  classic,  like  a  marble  god's.  The 
flared  lik(^  a,  lily's  mouth  at  the  (uid,  this  long  daggers  the  men  carried  were  in 
poor  p(^asant.  in  a  cotton  gown  and  heavy  ornate  sheaths  of  silver  arabesqued  with 
l)oots,  walked   up  and  down  the  ])latfoi'm     enamel,  and    with    handles    of   llie    same 

fashion.  They  were  very  ])ictui'esque  at 
a  railway  station  in  brcxid  daylight,  hut. 
Miss  Ethel  thought,  meeting  them  at  night 
must  be  a  thing  dreadful  beyond  words. 
"  We  sliould  be  ])roud  to  know 
that  in  the  birthplace  of  our  race  the 
peo})le  we  sprang  from  are  still  the 
most  beautiful.'"  she  said. 

■"What  is  all  this.''"'  the  elder 
lady  asked,  quickly  hut  good- 
humoredly.  ""  1  never 
heard  a  sound  of  Min- 
grelia  b(^fore.  Where 
and  whv  have  von 
picked  it  all  up.'  Is  HE 
]\lingrelian  :" 

"  Yes.  dear  annl."  in 
a  ])urr.  like  a  kitten. 

"  ILnn]di  !"  her  aunt 
exclaimed.  "  lie  escaped 
the  contaoion  of  beaut  v. 
didn't  he.'" 

Baku  is  the  source  of 
the  gigantic  smell  of 
k(U'osene  that  floats 
across  the  isthmus  as 
if  the  ]-»urpose  (^f  the 
railway  was  to  distrib- 
ute it  ahnig  with  the 
oil.  Here  the  old  lady 
met  thos(^  ArnuMiian  ])hi- 
lanlliropists  who  so  he- 
I'oically  riHHuved  all  the 
money    they    could    get 

A    TALT,,   OKAY    BKARDF.D    MOL'NTAlNEKR  "  from   her.         It    WaS  i\  StU- 
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pid  place  to  Miss  Ethel.  If  she  had  ever 
seen  the  Pennsylvania  oil  district,  she 
would  have  liked  a  day  here  just  to  note 
how  American  methods  have  been  copied 
to  make  one  region  almost  like  the  other; 
but  she  had  not,  and  time  hung-  as  heavy 
as  the  oil-drenched  air  around  her.  At 
last  Mrs.  Barrowe  had  seen  all  her  corre- 
spondents, and  was  beginning-  the  purely 
pleasure  part  of  her  trip  at  Tifiis. 

It  is  the  most  Asiatic  town  on  Europe's 
borders,  one  of  the  quaintest,  gaudiest, 
most  splendidly  situated  of  all  cities,  the 
lodge  at  the  gate  of  the  Caucasus,  the 
capital  of  Russian  power  in  the  Near 
East.  Its  nineteenth -century  museum 
and  its  crumbling  old  citadel  contrast 
no  more  strongly  than  its  dandies  and  its 
barbaric  chiefs,  its  Parisian  and  its  Per- 
sian shops,  its  diligences  and  sleeping- 
cars,  its  opera  troupe  and  tlie  dagger- 
carrying  minstrels  who  sing  in  its 
streets.  What  a  dreamy,  unreal  con- 
gerie  of  alleys,  and  swarm  of  quaint  cos- 
tunies,  and  kaleidoscope  of  Asiatic  life,  is 
the  Persian  quarter!  The  tin}'  shops  all 
seemed  to  be  disgorging  their  wares  on 
the  crooked,  cobbled  streets.  Each  was 
a  cave  in  which  our  ladies  saw  workmen 


making  the  very  articles  they  bought — 
the  enamelled  daggers,  bracelets,  pins, 
and  boxes,  the  inlaid  liddles  and  man- 
dolins, and  a  wide  range  of  things  of 
iron  and  steel  and  silver  and  copper. 
They  were  jostled  by  poor  men  shoulder- 
ing theii'  dead  in  coflins;  they  saw  bakers 
hooking  fresh-baked  loaves  out  of  sunk- 
en ovens,  and  hanging  their  sheets  of 
bread  on  sti'ings  in  the  doorways;  mer- 
chants sucked  hubble-bubbles  in  the 
street;  and  Persian  chiefs  and  (jreek 
peddlei'S  sat  cross-legged  together  in  the 
tea-sho])s.  Fancy  two  American  ladies 
willi  time  and  money,  with  a  wliole  street 
of  silversmiths  before  then),  or  exploring 
car{)et-shops  hung  with  I'ugs  as  gorgeous 
as  the  banners  in  a  Lord  IMayor's  show! 
At  times  they  came  to  a  bridge  over  the 
savage-rushing  Kur,  and  saw  how  it  had 
cut  its  course  deep  down  through  solid 
rock,  making  steep  palisades  for  shores, 
on  toj)  of  which  were  dizzily  perched  tem- 
ples, shops,  gardens,  and  hivelike  houses, 
v/hose  galleries  hung  over  the  tui-bulent 
river — a  crack  in  the  bottom  of  the  bowl 
around  all  sides  of  which  Tifiis  is  built, 
and  on  one  side  of  which,  like  a  handle 
on  the  rim,  is  the  ancient  citadel. 
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Tliey  IciKnv  tlio  prince  was  in  Tiflis.  but 
tliey  were  tlicre  several  days  before  tliey 
met  liiiii.  Owv  eveiiiiiu\  wlieii  they  liad 
g'oiie  to  the  splendid  nil I'a-inodern  <)})era- 
house.  with  its  soft  colors  touclied  with 
j^old,  its  four  I'ectanunlar  o'alleries,  and 
its  seats  arranu'ed.  l)elow  the  boxes,  to 
nialce  a  fh>ral  banlc  of  the  beauties  of 
Europe  and  Asia.  ]Miss  Ethel  and  her 
aunt  wei'e  in  the  o-audy  foyer  when  the 
scpiare.  ruddy  head  of  the  prince  ajjpeared 
in  th(^  doorway  of  tlie  snioldnfi'  and  bar 
room  at  the  foyer's  farther  side.  He  saw 
tliem  at  the  same  instant,  lie  had  a  na])- 
kin  in  his  liand.  and  tliis  he  instantly 
dro])|)ed  as  he  made  liis  way  throu^'h  the 
crowd  to  th(^  ladies.  lie  showed  an  inter- 
est in  them  at  last. 

""Why!""  exclaimed  the  younu'ei-  lady, 
"you  are  the  only  <i'ent]einan  in  eviMiinu' 
dress  in  the  whole  o{)era-house.     I  like  it. 


1  have  not  felt  as  if  I  was 
at  the  o])era.  because  only 
the  ladies  are  properly 
dressed." 

''Please.'"  said  the  prince, 
'"most  of  the  men  are  in 
uniforms  which  they  must 
wear,  and  which  are  there- 
fore as  proi)er  as  a  di-ess- 
coat  and  waistcoat." 

"  How  many  soldiers 
there  are  all  over  Russia!" 
said  she. 

"Please,  few  here  are 
soldiers."  said  the  prince, 
surveying  the  swarm  of 
men  in  blue  and  gold. 
"Those  two  are  civil  engi- 
neers :  see  the  hammers 
crossed  on  tlieir  shouldei's. 
Those  three,  and  ail  the 
others  in  that  simple,  se- 
vere dress  of  blue  with  sil- 
ver buttons,  are  students. 
There  is  a  })rofessor,  and 
thei-e  a  doctoi\  and  tliat 
man  in  white  silk  with 
gold  ornaments  talking  to 
the  man  in  blue  is  what 
you  call  a  sheriff.  The 
other  is  an  architect.  So. 
instead  of  soldiers,  here  are 
judges,  teachers,  lawyers, 
railway  men  —  for  all  pro- 
fessional people,  all  offi- 
cials, and  all  government 
employes  must  wear  their 
especial  tmiforms." 
Tw(^  young  army  othcers  strode  by,  both 
swarthy  and  I'aven-haired.  and  as  hand- 
some as  if  Adonis  had  a  twin  hi-oihei-  and 
both  had  come  to  earth  to  serve  the  Czar. 
One  was  all  in  white,  with  a  row  of  or 
nately  carved  silver  powder  -  cylinders 
loo])ed  across  his  broad  l)reast.  and  with  a 
silver  dagger  and  sw(n'd.  The  other  wore 
rich  brown  and  ])owdtM'- tubes  and  arms 
of  graven  gold.  Their  hats  were  tall  caps 
of  baby  lamh-skin.  matching  their  cos- 
tumes: their  coats  were  mouUhHl  at  the 
waists  almost  like  tiiose  of  French  ex- 
quisites; their  boots  wei'e  of  Russian  lea- 
ther. Tliey  were  the  most  sn})erb  mas- 
culine figures  ]\Iiss  Etlud  had  ever  seen  — 
two  young  nohles.  officers  of  Circassian 
regiments. 

■"Oh.  you  dear  old  Titlis.  how"  I  love 
you  !"  she  exclaimed.  "  What  a  gorgeons 
assemblv  this  is  I     Do  vou  know,  I  cannot 
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believe  such  a  thing  could  liappeii  any- 
where else  in  the  world  as  happened  here 
to-night.  There  was  the  stage,  with  the 
King,  and  Aida  and  hei*  companion,  and 
the  hero  coming  in  a  gloi'v  of  color  and 
shining  mnil,  and  all  the  brilliant .  Ori- 
ental costumes  of  a  hundred  men  and  wo- 
men of  Egypt  of  old,  and  I  turned  and 
looked  behind  me  and  saw  the  same  thing 
— as  if  the  stage  was  a  mirror  reflecting 
the  audience — the  same  swarthy  faces,  the 
same  shining  side  arms,  the  same  olive- 
toned  women,  the  gaudy  colors  of  velvets 
and  soft  silks.  Tiie  actors  were  imitating 
the  spectators.  Oh,  it  was  wonderful !  But 
Tiflis  is  all  so.  I  pinch  myself  now  and 
again  to  be  sure  I  am  awake." 

"That  gentleman  can't  get  his  over- 
coat on,'*  said  Mrs.  Barrowe  to  the  priuce. 
"  Why  don't  you  help  him?" 

"  Please,"  said  the  tall  ruddy  nobleman, 
and  instantly  stepped  behind  the  man  and 
assisted  him  on  with  the  coat,  putting  a 
hand  under  it  at  the  right  moment  to 
pull  the  undercoat  down  while  he  adjust- 
ed the  top  one. 

"Aunt!  aunt!"  Miss  Ethel  wailed,  un- 
der her  breath.      "  What  possessed  you?" 


"Eh?"  Mrs.  Barrowe  replied.  "The  man 
could  not  get  his  coat  on.     But— h's'li— " 

The  prince  returned,  smiling,  and  as 
the  stage-bell  rang  at  the  moment,  he  es- 
corted the  ladies  to  their  box.  Mrs.  Bai-- 
rowe  went  ahead,  and  there  was  time  for 
him  to  pro})ose  a  di-ive  all  round  Tiflis 
for  the  next  afternoon,  an  offer  that  the 
young  lady  said  she  was  sure  her  aunt 
would  accept. 

"  My  handkerchief  is  on  the  floor;  pick 
it  up,  please,"  Mrs.  Barrowe  said  to  the 
prince.  There  was  in  her  manner  and 
tone  something  vei'y  close  to  intentional 
oft'ending,  and  her  niece's  heart  went  cold 
and  heavy  with  indignation  and  alarm, 
but  the  ])rince,  with  the  awkwardness  that 
was  his  by  birth,  picked  up  the  trifle  and 
smiled,  and  said  "  please  "  as  he  handed 
it  to  the  old  lady. 

"We  will  not  mind  a  i-ide  around  the 
town,"  she  said,  coldly;  "but  mind,  if 
you  say  three  o'clock,  come  at  three,  or 
we  shall  have  gone." 

The  prince  withdrew,  bowing. 

"  Aunty,  aunty,  I  never  knew  you  to 
act  so — or  to  speak  to  any  one  as  you  do 
to  him." 
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"I   jH»v<M"  did/'  said    Ium"  aunt.      "  If(^  T  liave  ni(ir(Miiiportaiit  affairs."  He  rushes 

stH-ms  to  call    it   nut.       lie's  youi"  prince,  about    auain   aiul    tiuds   tlie  object   of   his 

Kllieb  deal-;    not    mine.      l>y  -  the  -  \va y.  I  s(\ii-cb — the  tt^sty  sick  colonel  willi  whom 

liav(^  asked  about  him  of  ont^  of  the  con-  he  ti'avelled  on  the  shi}). 
suls  li(M'(\  and    lu^  r(\illy   is  a   ])rince  of  a  "1  liaviMuet  that  AnuM-ican  millionair- 

very  old    family,  as  you    heai'd.      That   is  ess  and   the  niece.""  he  says.       "They  are 

l)ai't    of    what    1    heard    auainst    him.       It  here — at    the    Hotel    d"()rient — I    saw  by 

sliouldu"!    be  auaiust    him.  l)ut.  as  jirinces  her  face  that  she  can  easily — tliat  I — oil. 

<;'o,  it    is.       1  [e  is  very   pool',  which   is   not  damn  !  do  you  not  nnd(M'stand  .'—slie  leaves 

always  a    fault.       lb'  and    his  .sister  were  me.      Now.  please.  1    want    live    liundred 

left  a.  lit!  le  property,  autl  she  has  hers  y(^t.  roubles.      T   lalvc    her  to  st>e  the  town   to- 

llis  burned   his  ])ockets  and  he  u'ot   rid  of  morrow.       Will  you  lend  me  somucli.'" 
it.     ''rhat"s  all  the  ill   1   know  of  him     and  '"Five    hundrtHl    cats    and    d(\a'sl"*    the 

all  the  u'ood,  as  w(dl.""  colonel   yells.       ■"Why.  you  are  mach      1 

While     tlie     two     wonuui     talk(Mi,     tlu'  have    tak(Ui    my    whole    slat!",  not    to    see 

prince    was   meeting-  what    lie   considered  Titlis.  but   to  see  Paris — l^iris— and  done 

a  crisis  in  his  life.      He  was  t ransfornuHl.  the  whole  })lace,  wine,  the  dancers  at  the 

Instead  of  the  liftdess.  mechanically  apol-  Mabille.  supper,  till  daylight,  for  half  that 

oo'Ctic     beinu'     he     had     a])peai'ed.  behold  sum."' 

him  now.  with  ey(>s  brio-htened  l)y  excite-  ""Quick'!    there    is    no    time.""  says    the 

UHUit.  pushinu'  men  and  women  oui  of  his  prince.       ""She  stays  only  a    week,  and   1 

way,   and    darting"    about     the    foytu".   the  must   be    i'vvc.  with   iwidy  money.       T  can 

sinokinu' and  the  dressin*;-  rooms,  in  s(\irch  marry    her.   I    tell    you.       1    will    ])ay    you 

of  some  one.       lie  stops  at    the   smokinu'-  two  for  one."" 

room  bar.  and  says  sonuMiiinu'  to  till'  man  ""1    have   not   i!(^t    it.""  says   the  C(don(d. 

a<i'er.  who  is  displeased,  and  replies  ibal  it  ""  Besid(\s.  I  do  not  ii^amhle  so  much  at  one 

shall  not  b(\       '"  l)amnl""  says  the  piinct>:  p.ay.       1  will  pay  you  the  tifleen   roubles 

'"  it's  n-ot  to  l)e.    1  cannot  waste  lime  here;  1  owe  you  at  ttui  to  morrow." 
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^oubles  for 
Come   at   ten 


"Please,  I  will  give  three 
one." 

"No;  that    is   positive, 
for  your  pay." 

"Very  well,  at  that  hour  I  will  show 
you  the  five  hundred  roubles." 

"  Where  will  you  get  theni^"  the  colo- 
nel asks.  The  familiarity  of  Russians 
with  one  another,  even  between  servants 
and  masters,  is  surprising. 

"  From  my  sister,"  says  the  prince. 

"You  scoundrel — you  will  ruin  her,'' 
says  the  colonel. 

"  She  shall  be  rich.  I  will  pay  her  five 
for  one,"  the  prince  re])lies,  and  is  off". 

The  next  day,  when   he  was  with  the 
ladies,  he  was  so  merry  as  to  suggest  the 
thought  that  he  had  been  drinking.      His 
clothes   were  as   shabby   as  ever,  but  in 
another  twenty-four  houi'S  he  shone  with 
new  broadcloth  from  top  to  toe,  and  on 
his  fingers  were  several  rings,  one  bear- 
ing the  crest  of  his  family,  while  a  chain, 
curiously  like  a  lady's,  and  with 
a  lady's  little  watch  at  the  end, 
enhanced  the  effect  of  his  new 
prosperity.      "These  things,"  he 
said  to  Miss  Ethel,  when  she  was 
examining  his  rude  yet  very  cu- 
rious seal-ring,  "I  usually  leave 
with  my  sister,  who  keeps  them 
safely."    He  proved  an  assiduous 
and  resourceful  fi'iend,  and  was 
with  the  ladies  every  day — and 
nearly  all  of  each  day.    His  hand 
was  ever  drawing  small-change 
from    his    pockets,   and    money 
seemed  plentiful  with  him.      He 
took  them  to  the  Russian  church- 
es, to  the  mosque  and  the  Turk- 
ish  baths,  to  the  botanical   gar- 
dens,   the     military     museum — 
everything,  in  Tifiis.      Once   he 
suggested  that  the  finest  thing  in 
Tifiis — he  had  heard  that  it  was 
the  finest  sight  of  its  kind  in  the 
world  —  was  a  view  of  Tifiis  after 
dark  from  any  point  on  the  rim 
of  the  bowl  that  holds  it.     It  was 
agreed  that  next  day  they  would 
drive  later  than  usual  and  see  this 
spectacle. 

"I  shall  not  go  with  you," 
Mrs.  Barrowe  said.  ''I  will  be 
driven  to  the  hotel,  and  leave 
you  to  go  on.  Oh  yes,  it  will 
be  perfectly  proper  if  M.  Gola 
does  not  misunderstand  it,  and 
you  can  set  him  right  if  he  does 
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AVith  an  open  carriage  and  a  familiar 
Russian  driver,  who  sits  with  his  back  to 
the  team  and  talks  to  you  all  tlie  while — 
oh,  it  will  be  quite  I'iglit.  At  nil  events, 
I  don't  care  so  much  for  the  lights  as  I 
do  for — for  having  you  see  all  you  can  of 
M.  Gola  before  we  leave  him  here." 

So  it  fell  out  that  the  ])i'ince,  the  maid- 
en, and  the  ever-familiar  isvostchik  left 
]\Irs.  Barrowe  at  her  door,  and  went  across 
the  Kur  and  up  through  the  Georgian 
village  to  the  summit  of  the  hill  behind 
it.  The  ])rince  essayed  a  little  tender- 
ness, then  grew  bolder,  and  fondled  Miss 
Ethel's  hand  as  it  lay  in  her  la)).  She 
told  herself  that  he  was  in  love  wiih  her, 
and  marvelled  to  find  that  she  could  ea- 
sily divide  and  analyze  her  own  feelings, 
made  up  of  admiration  of  his  title  and 
uncertainty  about  himself.  She  was  too 
modest  to  realize  how  sensible  a  girl  she 
was.  When  the  carriage  had  climbed  far 
past  tlie  sparse  lights  in  the  last  houses 
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sl)0  <ii'('\v  iKM-voiis.  'I'lie  o-rowinfj;-  teii- 
(Ici-iicss  of  []\v  ))iiii<'('.  tli(>  lonely  road,  tiie 
(l;ii'l<ii('ss,  lici-  l<ii()\vlc(l<j;e  of  tlie  fiei'ce, 
;ii-iM('(l  i>('()i)I< — let  tlieso  excuse  lier. 

"  We  have  ^oiie  far  eiiou^li,  inon- 
siciii','"  slie  said.  "  AVe  will  stop  liere. 
Mow  do  voii  say  tliat  in  Hussiaii?" 

'■  .Me  CNlaiiieii)  /(leas, "said  lie. 

''.Me  cslanieiii  zdeas,"'  she  I'epeated; 
''  we  will  sto|)  here."  Tlie  landau  turned 
riuhl  ai)()ni  so  that  tliey  could  look  down 
into  the  ^reai  well  of  li<>-lits.  She  stared 
like  one  enchanted.  Tlie  i)rince  s]ii)})ed 
]\cv  unhuttoned  o-love  lialf  down  her 
hand.  She  seemed  ol)livi()US  of  what  lie 
did.  lie  raised  her  hand  and  would  have 
kissed  it. 

'"Don't  he  silly,''  she  said.  ''There  I 
do  draw  the  line.  But  see."  she  added, 
"how    tliat  hu,<4-e    hlack    disk    is   flecked. 


Milky  Way,  and  tliere  are  innumerable 
new  constellations.  And  oh.  see.  there  is 
even  a  sliootin<i' star  !"" 

"  Please,  eet  ees  one  droschka.  ]>erhaps. 
g-oing"  down  ze  hill." 

'"Yes.  yes."  with  impatience — ""if  you 
will  1)6  pi-actical.  Let  me  have  my  hand 
now.  But  oh,  see  where  the  real  heavens 
bend  down  to  meet  this  artihcial  sky  I 
See  the  dark  rim  between  the  two.  and 
then  star  match inii"  jet.  and  mass  match- 
ing mass  I  I  did  not  know  I  could  be  glad 
that  kerosene  existed." 

That  was  tlie  last  time  they  were  to- 
gether in  Tiflis.  exce])t  for  a  moment  next 
day  to  say  good- by,  for  ^Irs.  Barrowe  sud- 
denly announced  that  they  must  return 
to  Baku.  Her  niece  felt  certain  the 
change  of  })lan  was  made  to  affect  the 
prince  and  lierself.  but   how   or  ^vhy  she 


"sftlS,. 


'^_~\.    I      ^ 


OVFAl    THE  CArCASrs.  AND  HOME. 


dotted,  sprinkled —oh,  I  know  th^"  exact 
word— s})angled  with  yellow  jets.  I  have 
watched  this  spectacle  from  my  window 
every  night,  but  I  never  saw  it  all  before. 
How  full  of  loose  })at terns  and  tii;ures  it 
is!  It  is  like  looking  down  insit\id  of 
np  at  the  heavens,  only  tha>t  lierc  are 
clearer,  bigger  lights  —  and  they  really 
look    as    numberless.       There    goes    the 


did  not  understand.  "We  shall  see  you 
again.  M.  Gola.  in  Vladi-Kavkas  in  four 
or  tive  weeks."  said  ^Irs.  Barrowe.  The 
prince  looked  very  unliap])y.  He  had 
volunteered  to  accom])any  the  ladies,  but 
Mrs.  Barrowe  discern  raged  him. 

"If  your  jirince  was  an  American  or 
an  Englishman."  said  she.  when  they  wei'c 
by  themselves  in  the  diligence,  "he  would 
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not  liave  i-isked  a  refusal.  He  would  have 
come  —  lie  would  liave  appeared  beside 
us." 

"You  don't  like  him  any  better,"  said 
Miss  Ethel. 

"  No,  but  I  like  him  just  as  much,""  tlie 
old  lady  said,  grimly.  "  Deai*  me,  I  meant 
to  tell  him  to  take  off  my  shoes  and  })ut 
on  my  fur  liued  boots,  but  I  foro-ot  it." 

"You  are  worse  than  rude  to  him," 
said  her  niece.  "You  would  not  act  so 
if  you  knew  how  it  hurts  me  to  see  ^ou 
make  such  a  false  impression  of  your 
character." 

"I  wonder  he  stands  it,"  the  old  lady 
said,  musingl}';  ''but  he  does,  my  dear, 
doesn't  he?" 

M.  Gola  went  at  once  to  Vladi  Kavkas, 
where  he  had  long-  made  his  home,  and 
with  equal  precipitation  took  up  the  life 
lie  had  been  accustomed  to  lead  thci'c — a 
course  he  would  not  have  pursued  for  all 
that  he  ever  possessed  had  he  not  antici- 
pated a  month  or  more  of  separation  from 
the  American  ladies.  He  relied,  also. upon 
word  from  Miss  Ethel  in  advance  of  their 
coming.  Atid,  more  than  all  else,  he 
counted  upon  the  fact  that  in  Rr.ssia  few 
persons  whom  tourists  meet  are  able  to 


sj)eak  English,  and  these  do  not  know 
the  gossip  of  Russian  circles.  I  am  not 
suggesting  that  the  i)rince  had  a  "bad 
past"  to  conceal.  It  was  not  his  past  that 
urged  secrecy. 

The  Barj'owes  had  not  been  in  Baku 
more  than  two  days,  or  away  from  Tillis 
more  than  five,  when  the  elder  lady  said: 
"Now  let's  post  sti'aight  over  the  Cau- 
casus, and  home.  Please  do  not  t(*legraj)h 
or  write  ]\l.  (liola  of  oui'  coming.  I  wish 
him  to  surpi'ise  us." 

"We  are  to  surprise  him,  you  mean," 
said  Miss  Ethel. 

"Oh,  do  1^"  her  aunt  r('i)]ied.  "Well, 
have  it  as  you  like,  deai'." 

The\'  travelled  in  an  omnibus  -  dili- 
gence, which  looked  like  a  buggy  and  a 
cab  combined.  It  had  a  great  hood  in 
front  of  the  coach  body,  with  svais  in 
front  by  the  driver,  seats  inside,  and  bag- 
gage top  and  back.  The  hoi'ses  were 
changed  sevei-al  times  a  day,  and  each 
day  there  were  thi-ee  or  moi'e  stu})s  for 
meals.  The  joui-ney  used  up  all  the  day- 
light hours  of  two  days,  and  was  over  a 
well-made  macadam  road,  set  at  conven- 
ient distances  with  station  buildings  which 
were   complete    hotels.      The    first   day's 


I  >k  tinu  L 


"  HF  KEco(;MZEn  them  whex  ten  eeet  away 


I'idc  \v;is  ainoiiu'  soft  rouiul  luoniilniiis.  sceuery  tine  as  any  in  []\v  Alps.  The 
urassy  to  the  tops,  and  t>v(M'y  wlierr  dotitHl  mountains  became  enoi'nions.  lifting' lm_o-e 
with  |iictui'('s(pi('cal)ins  and  villai:rs.  whose  eastellated  ei'a.ii's  of  bare  rock  above  their 
people  fariniul  the  Ixvst  uronnd  and  nseil  vt^ovtation.  tlioug-]i  in  tlie  main  they  were 
the  lol  for  pastMi-au(\  Late  at  niulit  the  still  clothed,  at  least  in  }ilaces.  to  the  tops. 
last  stop  was  at  a  hot(d.  whei'e  the  ladies  They  had  b(>en  ]iopulated  for  centnrit^s, 
tried  lo  sK>ep  in  a  l)ar(\nntidy  room.wiili-  and  each  villau-c  had  its  ci'uml)liii,o-  tower 
out  a  lock  on  the  dooi\  while  th(^  n)oun-  o(  i-efue-e.  Tiie  ])easants  wei'e  seen  cut- 
tain  folk  increased  tludr  nervousness  hv  tine-  ^-rass  at  such  heiedits  that  they  ap- 
beatine-  a  barbaric  drum  to  weird,  shrill  pearetl  the  size  of  tlies.  The  dilio-ejice 
music.  Ther(>  is  no  von]  dane-er  on  this  rolled  at  o-j-oat  speed  downward,  at  last. 
w<dl-,e-uarded.  militai-y  way.  but  the  house  for  houi-s. in  towei'ine'canyt^ns. beside  steep 
was  lon<dy.  the  noise  uncanny,  and  the  ]>i'eci]iices.  and  above  a  brawling  river, 
ladies  were  unduly  Impressed  by  the  fact  Finally  the  valley  widened  and  widened— 
that  th(>  people  were  aianed.  Tne  second  into  Europe, 
day's  stages  began  at  daybreak,  through  It  was  night  when  the  diligence  drove 
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into  the  posting-yard  at  Vladi-Kavkas, 
then,  in  1877,  the  wickedest  little  city  in 
Europe,  where  the  arms  every  man  wore 
were  often  utilized  in  highwaymanry  and 
in  murder.  The  ladies  drove  to  the  Hotel 
Elbruz,  of  which  it  was  said  that  it  was 
no  dirtier  or  more  untidy  than  every  oth- 
er hotel  there.  Arrived  and  dinner  order- 
ed, Mrs.  Barrowe  took  her  niece  by  the 
shoulders,  and,  with  kindly  mischief  in 
her  eyes,  pushed  her  against  the  door, 
saying,  "Now,  you  little  title-smitten  re- 
publican, we  are  in  the  same  house  with 
your  prince,  and  I  want  to  know — are  you 
sober,  or  are  you  insane?" 

"Sober,  I  hope,  aunty." 

"Do  you  love  that  lion-colored  shadow 
of  a  wrecked  nobility?" 

"No,  aunty;  I  don't — love — him." 

"For  that  answer  you  shall  have  a 
pearl  necklace  when  we  get  to  Paris. 
You  would  love  him  if  you  found  him 
really  noble,  and  proud,  and  clean,  and 
ambitious,  and  independent;  what  a  silly 
girl  always  conjures  up  when  she  thinks 
of  a  prince — you  would,  wouldn't  you?" 

"I'm  afraid  I  might,  dear  aunt;  but 
what  is — " 

"  H's'h  !  You  would,  of  course.  I'll 
give  you  nothing  for  that,  because  it  had 
to  be  so.  But  now  if  you  found  him  un- 
ambitious, servile,  humbling  himself  and 
disgracing  his  race  for  a  pittance,  content 
with  his  humility,  reduced  to  it  by  lazi- 
ness and  by  worse,  for  every  rouble  he 
has  spent  in  our  company  is,  I  find,  the 
money  of  his  sister,  whose  tiny  portion  he 
is  rapidly  squandering  (oh,  I'll  see  that 
she  does  not  suffer,  never  fear) — squander- 
ing as  he  first  squandered — " 

"Oh,  aunt,  are  you  sure  of  all  this?" 

"It's  here  in  black  and  white,  twice — 
from  my  lawyer  in  Baku,  and  again  from 
an  official  in  Tiflis.  If  it  is  true,  you  will 
be  convinced  of  it  by  the  prince  himself 
here  to-night,  according  to  these  letters, 
which  I  have  received  within  a  week. 
But,  as  I  was  saying,  if  your  prince  is 
without  pride,  without  ambition,  without 
self-respect,  or  an  independent  spirit,  you 
will  never  love  him  for  the  title  he  dis- 
graces?" 

"  Not  if  he  were  the  Czar,"  said  the  girl, 
firmly. 

"For  that,  when  we  get  to  Paris,  you 
shall  have — " 

"Dear  aunt,  this  is  not  a  thing  to  joke 
about.  I  will  have  nothing  from  you  in 
Paris;  I  mean  it;  you  need  not  offer  me 
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anything.  The  idea  —  that  —  that  you 
should — should  think" — and  here,  after 
the  kindly,  shrewd  old  lady  has  pulled 
the  sentimental  young  one  on  her  knee 
and  is  pressing  two  wet  eyes  against  her 
breast,  we  will  shut  the  door  and  intrude 
no  farther.  As  we  do  so,  we  may  not 
help  hearing  the  elder  woman  say, 

"He  is  only  shiftless,  and  though  he  is 
not  fit  for  you,  truly,  Ethel,  he  is  a  better 
man  than  many  so-called  noblemen  at 
whose  heads  our  silly  countrywomen  have 
flung  themselves." 

Thirty  minutes  later  the  ladies  descend- 
ed to  the  dining-room.  Miss  Ethei  led  the 
way,  and  the  first  person  she  saw  was  the 
prince,  with  one  side  toward  her,  with  a 
soiled  napkin  on  one  arm,  smoothing 
down  a  man's  overcoat  with  one  hand, 
and  holding  the  other  out  to  receive  the 
kopecks  the  man  was  bestowing  as  a  tip. 
She  walked  to  a  table,  and  she  and  her 
aunt  were  seated  before  the  prince  moved 
toward  them.  He  recognized  tliem  when 
ten  feet  away,  and  tried  to  fling  his  nap- 
kin into  a  cliair  without  their  seeing  the 
act.  He  came  bowing  and  scraping  up 
to  them,  and  the  younger  lady  watched 
the  elder  one  for  her  cue.  Mrs.  Barrowe 
rose  and  greeted  him  quite  in  the  old 
way,  and  her  niece  did  the  same. 

"And  now  that  we  have  met  you 
again,"  said  Mrs.  Barrowe,  "pick  up 
your  napkin,  and — wait  one  second — get 
us  two  plates  of  borsch,  broiled  chicken 
and  cauliflower  for  two,  a  pint  of  Bess- 
arabian  claret,  and  a  bottle  of  Borgom 
water.  Oh  yes,  and  whatever  sweets  you 
have  also." 

The  prince's  face  was  scarlet  to  his 
hair.  He  said  that  another  man  would 
serve  them,  and  Mrs.  Barrowe  replied  that 
"it  might  be  pleasanter."  Miss  Ethel 
could  scarcely  pretend  to  eat,  and  sat  in 
agony,  while  her  aunt  placidly  made  her 
way  through  a  hearty  meal.  The  prince 
disappeared,  but  when  both  were  leaving 
the  room  he  came  and  detained  the  j^oung- 
er  lady,  and  with  something  like  real 
passion  in  his  voice  asked,  "Cannot  this 
be  forgiven?" 

"Not  in  a  gentleman,"  said  Mrs.  Bar- 
rowe, over  one  shoulder. 

"May  I  not  make  myself  known  to  you 
in  a  better  way?"  he  })leaded.  "I  can 
prove  that  my  family — '' 

"Me  estaniem  zdeas,"  Miss  Ethel  said. 
"You  taught  me  that.  You  know  what  it 
means.      It  is  better  so." 
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DEMOCRACY  can  be  rationally  dis- 
cussed only  when  it  is  dispassionate- 
ly questioned  as  a  form  of  government, 
ell'ective  or  ineU'ective.  The  rule  of  the 
people  throu<;-h  the  law  <;ives  to  those 
whose  lives  and  well -being-  are  detei-- 
mined  by  it  either  good  or  bad  gov- 
ernment. If  it  be  good  government,  it 
is  because  just  laws  are  enacted,  and  are 
elfectively,  fairly,  aud  honestly  enforced 
and  administered  through  its  machinery. 
A  good  government  will  also  be  dui-able, 
and  will  be  etl'ective  in  dealing  with  oth- 
er and  rival  powders.  If  it  be  bad  gov- 
ernment, its  rule  will  be  tyrannous  and 
partial,  its  judges  and  administrators  will 
be  corrupt,  life  and  propei'ty  will  be  inse- 
cure, liberty  will  not  exist;  and  although 
a  bad  government  may,  for  a  time,  be  a 
strong  military  ])ower,  in  the  end  inter- 
mil  dissensions,  discontents,  and  revolu- 
tions will  de})rive  it  of  that  ancient  vir- 
tue. The  primitive  idea  of  government 
is  powe'\  The  extreme  modern  socialis- 
tic idea  is  sentimentalism.  The  despot  is 
the  incarnation  of  one  idea,  and  Rous- 
seau and  Karl  Marx  stand  for  the  other. 
Each  of  these  forms  of  government  is 
both  poetical  and  tyrannical.  But  neither 
the  romance  of  media^valism  nor  the  sen- 
timentalism of  the  eighteenth  century  has 
any  place  in  the  business  of  government 
in  the  nineteenth  century.  For  govern- 
ment is  a  business,  and  has  for  its  chief 
concern  the  })rotection  of  those  who  dwell 
under  it  from  the  aggressions  and  ti-es- 
passes  of  fellow -citizens,  and  from  the 
impositions  and  assaults  of  foreign  ene- 
mies. Not  only  is  there  no  reason  why 
sentiment  should  control  us  in  consider- 
ing this  subject,  but  sentiment  will  blind 
us  to  certain  facts  which  must  be  recog- 
nized, and  fairly  weighed  and  judged,  if 
we  are  to  reach  just  conclusions.  Love 
of  the  people  is  one  thing.  Tiie  desire  to 
discover  the  best  form  of  government  for 
the  people  is  quite  r.notlu'r  thing.  It  is 
one's  duty  to  love  one's  neiglTnor,  but 
it  is  the  duty  of  the  individual.  It 
is  one's  duty,  if  one  have  the  ability 
and  the  calling,  to  try  to  discover  the 
form  of  government  that  will  best  pro- 
mote the  general  welfare,  and  to  help 
maintain   it  when  it  shall  he  discovered. 


Tills  is  the  duty  of  the  citizen  and  the 
publicist.  The  error  of  the  despot  and 
the  socialist,  selfish  in  one  case  and  senti- 
mental in  the  other,  consists  in  mingling 
fatherly  and  brotherly  care  with  the  plain 
and  simple  business  of  government. 

The  preservation  of  order  is  perhaps 
the  first  conception  that  we  have  of  ihe 
duty  of  government.  But  this  is  not  all 
there  is  of  govei-nment.  Order  exists  in 
Pekin,  and  on  the  steppes  of  Siberia.  Life, 
liberty,  and  property  are  as  secure  in  St. 
Petersburg  against  the  assaults  of  private 
citizens  as  they  are  in  London.  And  yet 
there  is  a  vast  and  essential  difference  be- 
tween the  governments  that  rule  Russia 
and  England,  and  between  the  rights  and 
privileges  enjoyed  by  the  subjects  of  the 
absolute  despotism  and  by  the  people  of 
the  constitutional  monarchy.  With  the 
critics  of  democracy  efficiency  is  the  stand- 
ard of  government.  The  absolute  ruler 
accomplishes  his  end  directly  and  swift- 
ly. The  democracy  is  slow  and  halting. 
But  the  absolute  ruler  may  accomplish 
a  bad  end,  and  the  democracy  may  limp 
slowly  towards  a  correct  conclusion. 
There  is  something  more  than  efficiency 
and  power  to  be  taken  into  consideration 
in  judging  of  the  merits  of  a  modern  form 
of  government,  although  efficiency  is  of 
great  importance. 

Within  a  hundred  years  the  world  has 
greatly  changed,  and  in  no  way  more 
than  in  the  relations  that  obtain  between 
the  ruler  and  the  ruled.  The  ruler  has 
grown  of  less  and  less  importance,  and 
the  individual  of  more  and  more.  The 
new  theory  of  government  differs  from 
the  old  in  holding  that  the  master  is  the 
people.  Under  the  old  system  kings  were 
the  good  and  wise  masters,  and  to  libel 
them  was  treason.  Now  kings  and  pre- 
sidents are  the  sei-vants.  and  each  one  of 
the  masters  has  the  right  to  speak  his 
mind  freely — and  ti)  speak  it  rudely  if  he 
be  ill-mannered — of  the  conduct  and  char- 
acter of  the  men  who  have  been  set  apart 
and  charged  with  the  duty  of  interpreting 
and  administering  the  laws.  Therefore, 
in  judging  as  to  the  merits  of  any  partic- 
uhu'  form  of  modem  government,  the 
comfort,  the  happiness,  the  liberty  which 
the  people  enjoy  under  it  are  the  impor- 
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tant  considerations.  Does  their  rule  make 
for  their  own  welfare?  And  if  the  human 
race  has  not  yet  solved  the  problem  of 
government,  if  there  is  no  country  in 
all  the  world  where  not  only  order  is 
maintained,  but  where  also  justice  is 
certain,  huv  reigns,  manners  are  sweet, 
and  where  the  individual  is  free  to  reap 
the  full  advantage  of  his  talents  and 
his  opportunities,  is  there  any  country 
that  holds  the  promise  of  a  future  in 
which  men  shall  live  under  a  govern- 
ment that  performs  all  tliat  it  under- 
takes, and  that  undertakes  only  that 
which  is  essential  to  the  general  good?  It 
seems  to  me  that  democracy  is  the  only 
form  of  government  which  is  capable  of 
growing  to  this  high  attainment.  Cer- 
tainly from  no  government  in  which  the 
principle  of  heredity  survives  in  any  de- 
gree can  this  be  expected,  for  it  is  essen- 
tial to  the  full  fruition  of  the  powers  of 
the  individual  that  he  possess  every  op- 
portunity and  every  incentive  for  the  ex- 
ercise of  all  his  faculties.  The  govern- 
ment that  is  the  best  for  the  citizen  is  the 
government  in  which  he  can  win  the 
highest  prize. 

It  must  be  admitted  that  democracy 
has  not  yet  become  a  perfectly  satisfac- 
tory form  of  government.  Most  writers 
on  politics  find  it  crude  and  inefficient. 
Tlie  philosophers  of  conservatism  believe 
it  to  be  inefficient;  the  poets  of  socialism 
find  it  commonplace.  Aside,  however, 
from  the  cavillings  of  the  philosopher 
and  the  outcries  of  tlie  socialist,  there  are 
real  evils  which  are  due  to  abuse  of  the 
democratic  form  of  government,  and 
there  are  other  evils  which  are  charged  to 
democratic  government,  but  which  are 
really  the  incidents  of  civilization  or  of 
human  nature. 

The  United  States  government  is  the 
one  democracy  which  can  be  most  prof- 
itably studied.  There  have  been  repub- 
lics in  the  world  ever  since  government 
began,  but  no  republic  of  the  ancient 
world  possessed  such  a  form  of  govern- 
ment as  that  which  we  mean  to-day  when 
we  speak  of  a  democracy,  for  the  older 
republics  were  aristocracies,  and  the  mod- 
ern republics  of  Europe,  with  the  excep- 
tion of  France,  have  been  small  and  ho- 
mogeneous countries.  Since  the  present 
century  began,  the  spirit  of  democracy 
has  slowly  spread  until  the  people  have 
a  voice  in  the  management  of  their  af- 
fairs in  every  nation  in  Europe  except  in 


the  dominions  of  the  Tsar  and  the  Sultan. 
The  idea  that  government  is  for  the  wel- 
fare of  the  people  and  not  for  the  profit 
and  glory  of  the  monarch  holds  sway 
even  in  the  empires  of  Germany  and  Aus- 
tria. It  is  an  idea  that  grew  out  of  the 
free  parliament  of  England,  where  it  was 
a  revival  of  old  Teutonic  popular  rights 
and  traditions,  and  it  was  enormously 
stimulated  by  the  example  of  this  repub- 
lic. It  is  here  only,  however,  that  the 
democratic  government  is  found  carried 
on  on  an  important  scale,  ruling  over  a 
great  extent  of  territory  and  over  a  large 
population.  Here,  too,  the  people  are 
partly  governed  by  laws  made  by  them- 
selves, which  bind,  restrain,  and  direct 
the  legislation  touching  the  daily  busi- 
ness of  the  country  which  is  enacted  by 
the  people's  representatives.  We  can- 
not correctly  judge,  therefore,  of  the  evils 
which  are  incidental  to  the  democratic 
form  of  government  without  examining 
the  evils  that  beset  our  own  government. 
We  are  probably  at  the  lowest  ebb  of 
our  political  fortunes.  We  are  largely 
in  the  power  of  the  boss  and  the  corrup- 
tionist.  Our  law-makers  are  less  than 
wise,  and  our  administration  of  law  is 
often  worse  than  crude.  It  is  clear  to  the 
most  superficial  observer  that  the  busi- 
ness of  the  government  in  the  nation  and 
in  the  States  is  generally  managed  with- 
out skill,  and  often  without  honesty.  Eu- 
ropean writers  on  democracy  have  pre- 
dicted that  our  form  of  government  will 
not  endure  because  the  rule  of  the  people 
means  the  rule  of  the  ignorant.  Presi- 
dent Eliot  has  recently  pointed  out  that 
this  is  not  necessarily  true,  and  it  has 
never  really  been  true  when  the  educated 
men  of  the  country  have  set  themselves 
to  the  task  of  convincing  and  leading. 
It  is  true,  however,  that  many  of  our 
evils  come  from  the  servility  of  ])oliti- 
cians  to  that  part  of  the  public  which 
is  most  insistent  and  most  noisy.  Some- 
times, and  in  some  places,  the  })olicy  of 
the  government  is  directed  by  the  Irish 
vote;  at  other  times,  and  elsewhere,  it  is 
dependent  on  what  the  demagogue  guesses 
to  be  the  desire  of  the  German,  or  the 
Scandinavian,  or  the  Catholic,  or  the 
A. P. A.,  or  the  labor  vote.  It  is  so  much 
easier  for  the  politician  to  guess  than  to 
think  —  to  divine  what  the  voters  may 
want  him  to  do  through  the  process  which 
he  calls  "  mingling  with  the  people,"  than 
it  is  to  work  out  to  their  conclusion  the 
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vital  pr()})l('rn.s  of  f^'-ovci'iiirient.  It  is 
nnicli  casiei'.  too,  to  be  a  cowai'd  in  ])oli- 
tics  than  to  be  coiu'ajzeous.  No  tliouf^hl- 
ful  mail  can  object  to  the  ])resentation  in 
tlie  legislative  bodies  of  the  crude  ideas 
that  express  the  lono-jn^r  of  the  ])eople 
for  better  <,rov('rnrnent,  or  for  j^'reater  corn- 
fort  and  hai)piness.  If  the  farmers  i-eacli 
th(^  conclusion  that  the  o-ovei-nnient  ought 
to  adva,nce  them  money  on  their  o-rowing- 
crops,  tin;  sooner  the  proposition  is  dis- 
cussed in  Congress  the  better— that  is,  pi'o- 
vided  that  it  is  intelligently,  honestly, 
thoroughly  discussed.  Evil  enters  with 
the  evasion  of  questions  like  this.  Our 
])()liticians  court  the  power  that  rules  the 
country  by  bowing  to  its  impulses,  its 
idle  fancies,  its  crude  ])assions.  its  first 
im])i'essions,  as  the  courtier  bows  and 
smiles  and  executes  the  whims  of  the 
monarch  on  whose  favor  depend  his  rank 
and  fortune.  They  dally  with  dangerous 
tendencies  at  their  birth,  and  make  use  of 
them  for  their  selfish  ohjects,  until  the 
mere  suggestions  of  folly  become  mighty 
tidal  waves  of  partisan  or  socialistic  pas- 
sion. Then  the  nation  is  compelled  to 
face  the  problem  grown  dangerously 
strong,  and  the  central  issue  of  a  ])olitical 
campaign  fraught  W'ith  the  vital  interests 
of  the  repuhlic,  hut  it  has  heen  in  such 
su))reme  moments  that  democracy  in  the 
United  States  has  exhibited  marvellous 
vii'tuo. 

For  more  than  a  century  the  people  of 
America  and  western  Europe  have  been 
in  a.  tremendous  ferment.  Nothing  like  the 
activity  of  these  hundi-ed  years  has  been 
known  since  th(M'eligious  awakening  and 
the  acc()m])ajiying  revival  of  learning  in 
the  sixteenth  century.  The  century  has 
been  marked  by  revolution  and  progress, 
and  for  the  last  sixty-five  years  by  the  de- 
velopment of  a  new  energy  in  the  ])rocess 
of  ])olitical  evolution,  or  rather  hy  the 
transformation  of  an  old  ])otentiality  into 
a  force  which  has  sup})lanted  physical 
revolution.  Sir  Henry  Maine's  chapter 
on  this  foi-ce — the  force  of  legislation  — 
was  designed  to  show  the  crudity  of  an 
idea  which  undei'li(\s  the  feverish  activity 
of  democracies  in  enacting  laws,  the  idea 
that  nature  loves  change,  although  in  all 
non-political  relations  it  is  clear  that  men 
love  to  preserve  old  habits  and  to  cling 
to  old  ideas.  It  is  true,  as  he  said,  that 
before  the  passage  of  the  reform  hill  of 
1832  the  English  Parliament  scarcely 
ever  legislated,  for  it  is  true  that  it  was 


not  until  the  people  finally  succeeded  in 
establishing  the  principle  that  govern- 
ment is  for  them,  for  their  happiness, 
for  their  liberty,  for  their  good,  that  the 
making  of  laws  became  the  most  serious 
business  of  government.  Revolution  was 
the  ])redecessor  of  the  rage  for  legislation. 
Change  by  violence  was  esst^ntial  when 
change  by  law  was  im))Ossible.  or  un- 
known. Change  by  violence  and  by  blood- 
letting is  a  thing  of  only  yesterday.  But 
for  us.  and  j^erhaps  for  western  Europe, 
the  day  of  violent  revolution  is  done. while 
the  day  of  peaceful  revolution  through 
law-making  is  full  upon  us. 

The  making  of  laws  is  necessarily  the 
first  work  to  which  the  people  turn  their 
attention  when  they  find  themselves  in 
power.  They  make  laws  for  the  firm 
establishment  of  their  kingdom,  as  the 
Tsar  of  Russia  and  the  Kaiser  of  Germany 
increase  their  armies  and  navies  for  the 
maintenance  or  enlargement  of  their  em- 
pires. Precisely  as  absolute  rulers  seek 
their  own  advantage  through  decrees  that 
are  backed  by  foi-ce.  the  democracy  seeks 
to  attain  its  profit  through  statute  law. 
Naturally  enough  in  the  experimental 
years  of  democracy  this  tendency  to 
legislate  becomes  almost  a  frenzy,  and 
leads  to  all  sorts  of  abuses.  The  people 
come  to  have  a  grossly  exaggerated  idea 
of  the  value  of  a  statute.  It  seems  to 
them  to  be  a  universal  panacea  for  the 
cure  of  social  as  well  as  of  political  ills. 
To  the  excited  popular  mind  the  country 
may  not  only  legislate  against  the  rule 
of  kings,  may  not  only  exclude  hereditary 
aristocracy  from  political  power,  but  may 
cure  poverty  and  the  consequences  of  in- 
tellectual inequality  by  means  of  the  sov- 
ereign remedy.  And  it  is  here  that  the 
evils  of  democracy  find  their  entrance- 
way,  for  it  is  by  their  malign  influence 
over  the  representatives  charged  with  the 
duty  of  legislation  that  demagogues  and 
corru])tionists  succeed  in  fastening  them- 
selves u]ion  the  government,  to  the  shame 
and  scandal  of  democracy. 

AVe  must  remember  that,  measured  by 
the  age  of  the  world,  or  by  the  length  of 
time  during  which  other  forms  of  gov- 
ernment have  been  tested,  the  democratic 
form  of  government  is  in  its  infancy. 
The  people  have  ruled  in  this  country  a 
little  more  than  a  hundred  years,  and  in 
England  a  little  more  than  sixty  years. 
They  are  feeling  their  strength,  realizing 
their   p(^wer    and    their    liberty,  and   are 
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trying"  to  better  their  conditions  through 
tlie  enactment  of  laws.  If  parties  and 
factions  are  seeking  their  own  advantage 
at  the  expense  of  tlie  general  welfare, 
if  groups  of  men  who  have  obtained 
possession  of  the  machinery  of  govern- 
ment undertake  to  employ  it  for  their 
own  profit,  if  the  boss  flourishes,  what 
are  they  all  doing  that  differs  in  any  re- 
spect from  the  lesson  that  kings  and  em- 
perors and  chiefs  of  savage  tribes  have 
been  teaching  the  world  since  govern- 
ment was  first  established?  In  changing- 
their  form  of  government  men  have  not 
changed  their  natures,  and,  for  a  time  at 
least,  we  may  expect  to  see  those  who,  for 
the  moment,  possess  the  opportunity  fol- 
low the  bad  examples  of  the  absolute 
rulers  of  both  old  and  modern  times. 

In  their  eager  rush  for  legislative  rem- 
edies and  benefit  the  people  fall  an  easy 
prey  to  designing  flatterers,  and  tliey  are 
also  the  victims  of  their  own  ignorance 
and  inexperience.  They  are  prone  to  re- 
gard success  in  money -making  as  the 
most  admirable  of  human  achievements. 
While  this  is  true  of  our  own  democracy, 
the  evil  is  not  altogether  chargeable  to 
the  democratic  form  of  government.  It  is 
incidental  to  a  new  country  which  offers 
boundless  opportunities  because  of  its  rich 
resources.  The  worsliip  of  wealth,  the 
obliviousness  of  a  community  to  all  mor- 
al considerations,  to  education,  to  litera- 
ture, to  arts  and  science,  are  not  singular 
to  democracies.  It  is  a  colonial  habit  of 
mind  and  of  morals,  and  was  a  much 
more  marked  characteristic  of  Americans 
on  the  southern  Atlantic  seaboard  in  the 
time  of  the  Stuarts  than  it  is  of  their  self- 
governing  descendants.  It  is  not  now  so 
much  a  characteristic  of  our  own  older 
communities  as  it  is  of  the  thinly  settled 
parts  of  the  country,  where  each  pioneer 
is  doing  his  utmost  to  wring  a  fortune 
from  the  soil,  or  the  forest,  or  the  mine, 
in  the  shortest  time  possible.  It  is  true 
that  in  a  democracy  the  passions,  the  ig- 
norance, and  the  vices  of  the  people  seri- 
ously affect  the  character  of  the  govern- 
ment; and  while  it  is  also  true  that  the 
passions,  the  ignorance,  and  the  vices  of 
absolute  rulers  afl^ect  disastrously  the  for- 
tunes and  happiness  of  their  subjects,  and 
that  relief  from  a  bad  despot  is  naturally 
more  remote  than  the  cure  of  a  corrupt 
condition  in  a  democracy,  it  must  be  ad- 
mitted that  there  are  certain  virtues  that  a 
young  democracy  cannot  hope  to  possess; 


although,  when  we  consider  these  virtues, 
we  find  that  they  are  the  achievements  of 
an  old  society,  and  not  entirely  of  a  form 
of  government.  A  correct  taste  in  art, 
an  artistic  and  literary  atmosphere,  re- 
spect not  only  for  distinction  itself,  which 
is  a  universal  trait,  but  for  those  who 
have  attained  it,  a  love  of  the  orderly  and 
seemly  ceremonies  of  life,  manners,  social 
traditions — all  these  are  good,  and  are  the 
long  results  of  time.  If  these  social  vir- 
tues are  reflected  by  the  government,  it  is 
because  they  are  the  inherited  habits  and 
acquisitions  of  the  rulers  and  the  people. 
We  do  not  find  art  and  letters  more  re- 
spected, manners  sweeter,  civic  pageants 
more  artistic  and  beautiful  in  St.  Peters- 
burg, or  even  in  Berlin,  than  in  Paris.  But 
Paris  is  not  only  the  capital  of  a  republic ; 
its  municipal  affairs  are  actually  man- 
aged by  socialists. 

It  must  be   admitted,  as   I  have   said, 
that  the  vices  of  a  young  democratic  so- 
ciety affect  the   character  of  its  govern- 
ment.    For  a  number  of  years  there  has 
been  a  marked  tendency  in  this  country 
to  leave  the  control   of   the  business  of 
government  in  the   hands  of  managing 
men.      The  boss  has  therefore  become  the 
typical   leader,  and  as  he   is  almost  ne- 
cessarily a   man   who  believes  in  action 
and  results, and  despises  words,  there  has 
followed    from    his    prominence    a  great 
change — a  change  that  may  properly  be 
called  a  revolution — not  in  the  character 
of  the  government,  but  in  its  administra- 
tion, and  especially  in  the  character  of  its 
jyersonnel.    Notwithstanding  the  protests 
of  the  older  men  of  politics  who  remember 
a  better  state  of  tilings,  and  who  are  anx- 
ious to  believe  that  there  has  been  no  de- 
terioration in  their  day,  there  has  been  a 
distinct  loss  in  the  character  of  the  pub- 
lic men  of  this   countrj^  since  the   close 
of  the  war  of  secession.     The  boss  is  the 
natural  product  of  a  new  society  that  is 
making  large  gains  in   material  wealth, 
and  the  democratic  form  of  government 
gives  him  the  opportunity  to  put  his  bad 
impress   upon  public    affairs.      He   is   as 
natural  a  product  here  as  is  the  military 
bully  in  Berlin.      He  may  or  may  not  be 
rich  himself,  but  he  is  inevitably  corrupt, 
and  he  is  useful  to  the  rich,  who,  in  turn, 
are  useful  to  him,  and  contribute  to  his 
campaign  fund.    He  is  inevitably  corrupt, 
because  he  is  not  in  politics  for  the  pub- 
lic good  but  for  his  own  profit.      He  has 
no  faith  in  principles,  and  usually   little 
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knowledge  of  tlicm.  What  lie  wants  is 
success,  and  success  to  liini  means  tlie 
capture  of  tlie  offices— the  s])oils— for  him- 
self and  for  his  party.  Under  his  leader- 
ship a  party  which  was  estahlished  for  the 
purpose  of  defending-  or  advancing-  a  cause 
or  a  princi})le  of  g:overnment  becomes 
degraded  to  a  faction  intent  on  individ- 
ual or  factional  gain.  The  boss  is  gener- 
ally a  coarse  vulgarian,  who  will  not  hesi- 
tate to  adopt  any  method,  however  vile, 
that  may  seem  to  him  best  adapted  to  his 
purpose,  and  therefore  he  has  corrupted 
the  vei'y  source  of  our  political  power, 
and,  as  Mr.  Godkin  has  pointed  out  in  a 
recent  essay  on  the  "  Real  Problems  of 
Democracy,"  he  has  taken  advantage  of 
the  failure  of  the  founders  of  our  gov- 
ernment to  foresee  all  the  weaknesses 
to  be  developed  by  time  and  by  increase 
of  ])opulation  and  wealth,  and,  especial- 
ly, he  has  turned  to  his  own  profit  the 
neglect  of  the  State  to  make  the  task  of 
nomination  its  own  affair.  So  it  has 
come  to  pass  that  the  boss  makes  the 
nominations,  and  as  each  party  is  con- 
trolled by  a  boss,  it  follows,  whichever 
party  wins,  that  the  men  who  are  chosen 
to  office  are  not  men  who  have  really 
been  selected  by  the  voters,  the  election 
itself  being-  but  a  choice  between  evils. 
In  theory  we  have  a  representative  gov- 
ernment, the  offices  and  legislatures  of 
which  are  held  and  filled  by  men  whose 
constitutional  duty  is  to  the  whole  com- 
munity over  which  they  temporarily  ex- 
ercise jurisdiction,  but  in  reality  in  recent 
years  the  functions  of  government  have 
been  performed  in  many  of  our  States  by 
the  creatures  of  the  boss,  under  his  dic- 
tation and  for  his  benefit. 

As  the  boss  governs  for  his  own  profit, 
and  for  the  advantage  of  those  who  are 
faithful  to  him  and  who  help  him  to 
control  nominating  conventions  and  elec- 
tions, he  sells  legislation,  and  he  sees  to 
it  that  the  law-makers  whom  he  leads  are 
meVi  who  will  not  object  to  the  consum- 
mation of  the  sales.  Therefore  many  le- 
gislative bodies  in  this  country  have  be- 
come corrupt;  and  there  is  hardly  one  such 
body  whose  re])utation  has  not  been  taint- 
ed by  scandalous  rumors.  The  loss  of 
character  by  our  legislative  bodies  is  best 
illustrated  by  the  condition  of  the  United 
States  Senate.  Until  within  recent  years 
this  body  was  regarded  by  all  writers  on 
government  as  a  model  legislature,  and 
Mr.  Lecky,  writing  only  in  1S90,  had  not 


apparently  comprehended  the  scandals  of 
the  extraordinary  session  of  1893,  nor  the 
graver  scandals  that  accompanied  the 
passage  of  the  Tariff  act  of  189-4.  He 
still  regarded  the  constitution  of  the 
United  States  Senate  as  one  of  the  hap- 
piest of  human  conceptions.  But  the 
American  citizen  who  takes  an  intelligent 
interest  in  his  country's  politics,  and  who 
has  the  courage  and  the  wisdom  to  ad- 
mit the  import  of  notorious  facts,  realizes 
that  the  Senate  is  no  longer  composed 
of  the  ablest  men  of  the  country,  and 
that  it  no  longer  satisfies  the  predictions 
that  were  made  concerning  it  by  Ham- 
ilton and  his  fellow-contributors  to  the 
Federalist.  On  the  contrary,  they  know 
that  it  has  fallen  a  victim  to  the  power 
of  wealth,  and  to  the  ambition  of  those 
who  liave  gained  great  riches  to  dec- 
orate their  career  by  membei-ship  in  the 
body  that  is  still  supposed  in  Liberal  Eu- 
rope to  constitute  the  foremost  legislative 
chamber  in  the  world.  It  is  painful  to 
dw-ell  upon  the  degradation  of  an  institu- 
tion which  for  many  years  stood  as  the 
most  striking  monument  to  the  sagacity 
of  the  framers  of  the  Constitution,  but  if 
the  evils  to  be  cured  are  not  to  be  spoken 
of,  the  disease  by  which  the  body  politic 
is  afflicted  is  certain  to  prove  fatal. 

The  boss  and  his  politics  have  made 
the  Senate  what  it  is,  and  have  brought 
the  business  of  legislation  at  Washington 
almost  to  the  level  of  the  pawn-shop.  The 
powers  and  resources  of  the  government 
are  employed  for  the  advancement  of 
private  interests  and  the  increase  of  pri- 
vate fortunes.  Corruption  has  set  in,  and 
the  danger  of  decay  is  present.  Money 
is  now  exerting  an  undue  influence  in  all 
our  various  governments — in  the  nation, 
in  the  State,  and  in  our  municipalities. 
Government  is  carried  on  as  a  commercial 
affair,  and  it  is  for  this  reason,  as  well  as 
for  the  gratification  of  the  natural  desire 
for  distinction,  that  men  of  wealth— but 
without  knowledge  of  public  questions  or 
capacity  to  understand  them — seek  polit- 
ical honors  and  the  included  pecuniary 
power,  which  the  boss  system  aids  them  to 
attain.  There  seems  also  to  have  resulted 
from  the  kind  of  politics  with  which  we 
are  afflicted  a  depravation  of  the  whole 
electoral  body.  It  is  diflicult  to  explain 
on  any  other  theory  cei-tain  phenomena 
which  are  fast  becoming  symptoms  of  a 
chronic  moral  disease.  The  enemies  of 
the  democratic  form  of  government  have 
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certainly  the  right,  in  their  contention 
that  it  is  a  failure,  to  demand  what  else  is 
the  meaning-  of  the  repeated  successes  at 
the  polls  of  men  who  cynically  insist  that 
they  are  engaged  in  the  business  of  poli- 
tics for  "what  there  is  in  it  for  them," 
and  who  answer,  when  they  are  request- 
ed to  devote  some  of  their  efi'orts  to  the 
general  good,  or  to  refrain  at  least  from 
constant  assault  upon  the  general  good, 
that  they  "are  not  in  politics  for  their 
health."  The  indifference  of  corrupt 
men  to  the  opinion  of  good  citizens  has  a 
deeper  significance,  a  much  more  alai-m- 
ing  meaning,  than  is  to  be  found  in  the 
contemplation  of  their  own  bad  charac- 
ters. It  means  that  the  politicians  are 
not  afraid  to  defy  the  opinion  of  good 
citizens,  because,  thus  far  at  least,  the 
people  who  are  supposed  to  be  the  mas- 
ters in  a  democratic  government,  and 
who  sometimes  have  endeavored  to  exer- 
cise the  sovereign  power,  have  not  yet 
seen  fit  to  overthrow  the  boss  and  to 
smash  the  machine  which  has  made  him 
w^hat  he  is;  and  so  long  as  the  bosses  can 
control  the  nominations  of  the  two  great 
parties,  as  they  are  fond  of  calling  them- 
selves, so  long  will  corrupt  politicians 
enjoy  immunity  from  punishment.  The 
politician  knows  wherein  lies  his  own 
safety  and  the  security  of  his  career.  It 
is  not  in  loyalty  to  his  country,  in  fidelity 
to  his  oath  of  office,  in  devotion  to  the 
public  interests.  That  such  loyalty,  fidel- 
ity, and  devotion,  when  they  are  joined  to 
ability  and  preparation  for  the  intelligent 
performance  of  public  tasks,  are  the  traits 
of  character  that  distinguish  statesmen, 
is  an  old-fashioned  notion  that  prevailed 
when  the  theory  that  we  had  a  constitu- 
tional and  representative  government  in 
this  country  was  not  only  held,  but  lived 
up  to.  These  qualities  of  intellect  and 
character  have  now  been  succeeded  l)y 
a  baser  quality — that  of  servility  to  the 
boss.  The  modern  politician  is  reasona- 
bly sure  of  his  reward,  at  least  of  secur- 
ing his  nomination,  if  he  does  faithfully 
whatever  the  "  old  man  "  orders. 

I  am  conscious  of  having  painted  a 
dark  picture  of  the  present  condition  of 
democracy,  and  if  it  were  to  stand  alone 
it  would  be  a  most  discouraging  picture. 
But  it  is  only  half  the  truth,  and  there  is 
another  story  to  tell  which  is  full  of  hope 
and  encouragement.  The  condition  of 
democracy,  so  far  as  we  have  considered 
it,  is  largely  due  to  its  attempt  to  inter- 


fere with  matters  that  ought  to  be  left  to 
the  regulating  power  of  nature.  More- 
over, our  representative  form  of  govern- 
ment has  bred  a  species  of  politician  who 
retains  his  place  and  discredits  the  gov- 
ernment by  encouraging  the  tendency  to 
interfere  with  the  natural  law  for  his 
own  advancement  and  profit.  The  evils 
that  he  has  been  the  means  of  fastening 
upon  all  democratic  communities  are  due 
to  the  perversion  of  the  democratic  form 
of  government,  and  not  to  its  just  opera- 
tion. The  mass  of  bad  legislation  by 
which  we  are  afflicted  is  due  to  the  in- 
tense passion  for  legislation  which  pos- 
sessed democratic  peoples  as  soon  as  mod- 
ern democracy  was  established,  and  which 
will  possess  them  until  they  learn,  perhaps 
by  experiences  even  harder  than  they 
have  yet  undergone,  that  law\s  oftener 
inoculate  the  body  politic  with  disease 
than  cure  it.  But,  in  spite  of  its  perver- 
sion, democracy  has  wrought  infinitely 
more  good  to  the  world  than  all  the  other 
governments  which  human  strength  and 
brutality,  or  human  wisdom  and  cupidi- 
ty, have  ever  forced  upon  or  devised  for 
mankind.  In  the  first  place  it  has  estab- 
lished the  rule  of  law,  of  the  law  which 
is  made  by  the  people  directly  or  by  their 
representatives.  There  is  no  country  in 
Europe,  except  Russia  and  Turkey,  that 
is  not,  theoreticall}'  at  least,  ruled  by  law, 
and  there  are  no  peoi)le  wiio  are  thus 
ruled  who  do  not  feel  that  the  rule  of  the 
constitution  and  statute-book  is  better 
than  the  rule  of  a  despot.  In  our  own 
country  we  have  the  rule  of  the  law  made 
by  the  people, and  however  great  may  have 
been  the  failure  of  the  representatives  of 
the  people  who  are  charged  with  the  duty 
of  making  statute  law,  the  dcmoci'acy  it- 
self has  made  comparatively  few  mistakes 
in  the  enactment  of  fundamental  or  con- 
stitutional law.  Modern  life  is  the  out- 
come of  political  institutions  under  which 
the  people  have  been  free  to  take  advan- 
tage of  their  abilities  and  opportunities. 
If  it  be  true  that  literature  and  ai't  have 
not  reached  the  highest  point  in  our  new 
democracies,  both  here  and  under  tlio 
democratic  form  established  in  older  na- 
tions, they  have  flourished  and  have 
growni  in  the  grace  of  truthfulness,  and  it 
is  furtliermore  true  that  education  is  more 
general  because  of  democracy,  because  of 
the  insistence  of  the  peoi)le  who  rule  to 
fit  themselves  to  rule.  In  our  own  de- 
mocracy, which,  as  I  have  already  said,  is 
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tlie  (lenu)cracy  wliiclj  can  be  studied  with 
the  most  prolit,  for  it  approaches  a  true 
democracy  more  nearly  than  tlie  govei-ti- 
ment  of  any  otlier  important  country  in 
the  woi-ld,  education  is  almost  universal, 
and  illiteracy  is  here  a  badge  of  shame, 
while,  as  our  most  recent  critic  will  recall 
from  his  studies  of  the  eighteenth  cen- 
tury, it  w\as  once  a  mark  of  fine  breeding. 
The  increase  of  education  and  enlig-hten- 
ment  lias  been  accompanied  by  an  enor- 
mous material  progress.  The  economic 
development  of  our  modern  civilization 
may  be  truly  said  to  have  accompanied 
the  growth  of  the  democratic  form  of  gov- 
ernment. Personal  liberty  and  the  pi'o- 
tection  of  j)r()perty  and  I'ights  by  the 
law  liave  stimulated  inventive  g-enius, 
and  liave  fostered  commercial  and  indus- 
ti-ial  enterprises  as  royal  grants  of  mo- 
nopolies never  did.  AVhen  the  law  said 
that  the  whim  of  no  man  should  enter 
the  humblest  cabin  in  the  land  to  deprive 
its  occupants  of  the  fruits  of  their  toil, 
hope  took  the  phace  of  dull  acquiescence, 
and  the  community  felt  the  impulse  of 
new  workers  eager  for  their  own,  and  in- 
cidentally and  inevitably  for  its  advan- 
tage. The  awakening  of  the  world  to  a 
new  life,  to  a  life  in  which  every  man 
Tnight  have  a  share,  to  whose  orderly 
])rogress  every  man  might  be  a  contribu- 
tor, resulted  in  the  elevation  of  the  whole 
race,  so  that  the  average  man  is  not  only 
better  than  he  was  in  the  last  cen- 
tury, he  is  better  than  all  but  the  very 
best  of  th-e  privileged  classes  who  lived 
on  the  favor  of  kings,  and  on  whom 
the  right  of  oppression  was  bestowed  by 
royal  decrt^e.  But  it  is  not  the  l)et- 
tering  of  the  average  man  that  alone 
characterizes  the  life  of  democracy.  Not 
only  have  art  and  letters  continued  to 
nourish  here  and  in  the  older  countries 
that  have  become  democracies,  but  it  is 
also  to  be  said  that  the  literature  of  a  true 
democracy  has  never  been  decadent,  and 
that  the  great  })oets  of  the  world,  with 
rare  exceptions,  have  been  inspired  by  the 
intellectual  activity  of  the  people  of  their 
times;  that  our  common  humanity  is  the 
tlieme  of  epics,  and  that  the  false  ro- 
mance and  the  polished  verse  of  cynicism, 
despair,  and  immorality  are  the  native 
flowers  of  corru])ting  courts  and  tlieir 
vicious  idlers.  ^Ir.  Matthew^  Arnold  told 
us  that  we  lacked  distinction,  and  he  was 
right  if  he  meant  that  in  our  democratic 
society    those    men    and    w(,)men    do   not 


abound,  wiio,  in  mind,  in  character,  in 
manners,  and  in  appearance,  the  results 
of  time  and  of  geneiations  of  high  and  ex- 
ceptional breeding,  move  far  apart  from 
the  mass  of  their  fellow  men  and  wo- 
men. But  we  have  accomplished  some- 
thing better  than  the  social  distinction  of 
a  few  thousands  of  individuals;  we  have 
lifted  up  the  race  to  a  plane  higher  than 
it  ever  attained  before  the  foundation  of 
our  republic,  and  in  this  respect  the  in- 
fluence of  the  republic  has  been  felt 
throughout  the  civilized  world,  until  now 
the  degradation  of  the  people  that  was 
general  in  the  eighteenth  century  is  slow- 
ly disappearing  everywhere.  The  con- 
trast between  our  own  people  and  those 
of  Europe,  even  those  of  England,  is 
still,  however,  a  striking  illustration  of 
the  elevating  ])ower  of  the  assurance  that 
each  American  feels,  not  only  of  his 
equality  before  the  law.  for  the  English- 
man certainh'  feels  that,  but  of  his 
equality  of  powei'  in  the  control  of  the 
government  and  in  the  making  and  ad- 
ministration of  its  laws.  Our  critics  say 
that  we  are  ill-mannered,  and  that  ser- 
vices to  which  we  are  entitled,  and  which 
we  have  the  right  to  command,  are  often 
insolently  rendered,  and  are  hurled  at  us 
as  if  they  were  favors  grudgingly  given. 
It  is  to  be  regretted  that  there  is  much 
truth  in  this  criticism.  But,  whatever 
maybe  said  about  the  manners  prevailing 
in  a  democracy,  the  most  insolent  car- 
conductor  and  hackman  in  America  is 
a  much  more  pleasing  person  than  an 
obsequious  retail  tradesman  of  a  Euro- 
pean capital.  'We  know,  at  least,  that  the 
son  of  the  insolent  American  is  likely  to 
be  better  than  the  father,  and  that  the 
son  of  the  European  tradesman  is  likely 
to  inherit  the  business,  the  social  position, 
the  ignorance,  and  the  genuflections  of 
his  ancestors. 

Not  only  have  the  material  and  physi- 
cal conditions  of  the  people  been  greatly 
improved  since  the  establishment  of  a 
democracy,  but  the  intellectual  and  moral 
life  of  the  civilized  world  is  on  a  higher 
plane.  There  are  decadents  in  every  cap- 
ital of  Europe,  and  they  have  their  imita- 
tors in  some  of  the  commercial  centres  of 
our  own  country  among  the  idle  and  un- 
fortunate rich.  Nordau  can  find  illus- 
trations for  his  philosophy  of  despair 
throughout  the  world.  But  the  stream 
of  social  life  under  democracy  is  being 
constantly  renewed   from  new  and  pure 
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sources,  and  the  great  heart  of  the  world, 
whicli  beats  with  the  pulsations  of  its  la- 
bor and  its  achievements,  is  sounder  than 
it  ever  was.  We  may  be  passing  through 
a  period  that  is  comparatively  poor,  and 
sometimes  depressing,  in  literary  achieve- 
ment, but  the  gains  made  by  science  are 
almost  startling  even  in  this  epoch,  when 
the  daily  work  of  the  laboratory  ac- 
complishes results  that  would  have  been 
deemed  impossible  a  generation  ago. 

The  great  test  of  the  soundness  of  a 
government  is,  as  I  have  said,  the  hap- 
piness and  comfort  of  the  people  who 
live  under  its  rule.  If  we  apply  that 
rule  to  our  own  government  what  do  we 
find?  Notwithstanding  the  evils  that  ex- 
ist, the  lives  and  property  of  the  citizens 
are  secure.  Not  only  is  there  respect  for 
property,  but  there  is  a  wide  distribution 
of  it  among  the  people,  and  in  this  we 
have  a  bulwark  against  socialism  and 
anarchy,  and  a  guarantee  of  domestic 
peace  such  as  no  country  in  Europe  pos- 
sesses. We  have,  moreover,  in  a.  written 
constitution  and  a  supreme  court,  strong 
defences  against  the  hasty  adoption  of 
strange  theories  by  the  legislative  branch 
of  the  government.  Tluis  far  the  people 
have  felt  the  pressure  of  the  general  gov- 
ernment very  lightly,  and  it  depends  u])on 
their  intelligence  and  vigilance  whether 
this  happy  state  of  affairs  shall  continue. 
Though  many  of  us  object  to  some  of  the 
methods  of  taxation  that  obtain,  and  al- 
though the  whole  system  of  gathering 
public  revenues  is  confessedly  crude  and 
unscientific,  taxes  here  are  lighter  than 
they  are  anywhere  else.  Not  only  has 
the  material  comfort  of  the  people  l^een 
increased,  but  democracy  has  made  for 
universal  peace.  It  is  true,  also,  that 
whatever  w^rong  has  been  done  by  a  ])er- 
version  of  our  institutions,  that  whatever 
tortuous  direction  has  been  given  to  them 
by  craft  and  corruption,  our  public  evils 
are  due  to  successful  ])laying  upon  the  fol- 
lies and  ignorance  or  on  the  indifference 
of  the  people.  And  herein  lies  the  hope 
of  recovery.  When  the  king  falls  a  vic- 
tim to  the  whiles  of  a  scheming  courtier,  it 
is  likely  to  be  by  reason  of  his  own  cor- 
ruption ;  but  the  people  are  deceived,  not 
corrupted.  The  soundness  and  purity  of 
Anierican  domestic  and  social  life  fur- 
nish abundant  evidence  of  this.  It  may 
be  that  men  who  are  frankly  corrupt  are 
elected  to  office  again  and  again,  but  in 
almost  everv  case  it  is  becaiise  the  l)()ss 


has  constructed  his  machine  so  perfectly 
that  the  public  have  grown  indifferent  or 
have  no  opportunity  to  express  their  opin- 
ions in  the  nominating  assembly,  while 
the  choice  at  the  polls  is  a  choice  between 
bosses.  There  are  many  evidences,  how- 
ever, that  the  people  are  beginning  to 
revolt  against  the  boss  and  his  meth- 
ods. There  is  a  tendency,  which  has  been 
most  strongly  manifested  in  the  State  of 
New^  York,  and  in  national  elections,  to 
punish  the  party  that  is  in  by  voting  for 
the  candidates  of  the  party  that  is  out, 
so  that  the  pendulum  of  office  swings  back 
and  forth  between  the  two  leading  organ- 
izations. This  oscillation  between  evils 
is  not  a  happy  solution  of  our  problem, 
but,  in  the  nature  of  things,  it  cannot 
continue.  The  result  must  be  either  the 
regeneration  of  existing  parties,  or  their 
abandonment  by  men  of  })rinciple  and  in- 
telligence. There  is  another  sign  of  hope 
and  promise  in  the  increased  interest  that 
is  being  taken  in  politics  by  men  of  edu- 
cation. It  must  be  remembered  that  while 
our  form  of  government  is  still  young, 
the  evils  that  have  developed  from  it  are 
still  younger;  that  not  many  years  have 
passed  since  the  boss  and  his  ignorant 
followers  drove  the  able  and  instructed 
men  of  the  country  out  of  public  employ- 
ment. It  might  have  been  tak(Mi  for 
granted  that  the  men  of  thought  and  ac- 
tion, the  men  of  mind  and  reading,  the 
men  of  character,  the  leaders  in  our  social, 
professional,  and  business  life,  would  not 
be  content  to  remain  always  out  of  polit- 
ical life,  would  not  always  be  willing  to 
i-efrain  fi-om  ])articipation  in  the  kind  of 
employment  that  is  most  interesting  to  an 
active  intelligence,  would  not  always  sub- 
mit to  the  oppression  and  persecutions  of 
the  demagogue  and  his  mob.  Already  it 
is  evident  that  the  educated  men  of  the 
countr}',  the  men  who  come  out  of  the 
colleges  and  universities,  are  pre})aring  to 
contend  for  their  natural  supi'emacy  in 
the  State,  and  it  is  not  true  of  a  democ- 
racy that  the  average  man,  and  therefore 
the  ignorant  man,  must  lead.  History 
and  experience  teach  us  that  when  the 
people  can  be  induced  to  listen,  when  they 
realize  that  their  interests  are  at  stake,  it 
is  the  instructed  and  able  men  whom  they 
gladly  follow. 

It  is  not  tlu^  ignorant  man,  nor  the  av- 
erage man,  who,  under  proper  conditions, 
will  lead,  but  it  is  the  average  man  who 
must  ahvavs  be   satisfied  with  what  ffov- 
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eminent  actually  does.  He  must  not  be 
astonished  and,  therefore,  outra<?ed  by 
strange  devices,  and  liis  government  must 
not  assume  so  ma»iy  functions  tliat  he 
cannot  criticise  it  intelligently.  If  dem- 
ocratic government  is  too  complicated 
and  its  assumed  functions  too  diflicult.dis- 
couragement  and  indill'erence  follow,  and 
then  comes  the  oi)i)ortunity  of  the  boss. 
The  larger  evils  of  the  democracy  will 
never  be  overcome  until  the  people— tlie 
rulers — voluntarily  abnegate  all   powers 


that  are  not  essential  to  mere  government. 
Before  they  do  this  they  must  appreciate 
the  unwisdom  of  seeking  individual  hap- 
piness through  law.  Democracy  must 
learn  tliat  government  is  not  tlie  highest 
of  human  achievements.  It  is  tlie  indi- 
vidual working  alone,  unhampered  by  ob- 
trusive law,  who  attains  to  tlie  heights  of 
human  excellence,  and  the  best  govern- 
ment will  therefore  be  that  which  leaves 
the  citizen  most  free  to  achieve  the  best 
that  is  within  his  power. 


A    QUESTION    OF    COURAGE. 

I;Y    WILLIAM    McLENXAN. 


rilHE  Confederate  forces  in  Tennessee 
X  had  known  more  than  one  change  of 
commander  during  the  first  months  of 
1862,  wlien  I  was  attached  to  the  staff, 
and  at  the  time  of  my  story  w^e  were  hold- 
ing Corinth  as  our  base  under  General 
Beaurivage.  He  was  a  creole  of  French 
descent,  easily  traced  in  feature,  and  even 
in  language;  for  though  his  English  was 
])erfect,  in  timesof  excitement  I  have  more 
than  once  heard  him  break  forth  into 
French,  which  sounded  as  impressive  as 
it  was  rapid.  In  the  field  he  was  mag- 
nificent ill  his  dash  and  courage,  and  in 
quarters  as  courteous  and  genial  as  if  war 
were  but  a  school  for  manners.  His  staff' 
w^as  unusually  brilliant;  for,  apart  from 
his  military  skill  and  personal  prowess 
as  a  leader,  his  social  standing  was  such 
that  a  i)osition  on  his  staff  was  as  eagerly 
sought  for  as  on  that  of  the  commandei'- 
in-chief. 

After  the  two  days'  despei-ate  fighting 
about  Shiloh  Church, we  had  been  check- 
ed by  the  Union  gunboats  opposite  Pitts- 
burg Landing,  and  had  again  fallen  back 
on  Corinth;  with  the  exception  of  slight 
engagements,  mere  skirmishing  compared 
w^ith  the  heavy  work  before  and  after, 
both  armies  rested  awhile  from  the  strug- 
gle, strengthening  meantime  every  avail- 
able point  and  laying  out  })lans  for  the 
pending  cam])aign.  The  enthusiasm  over 
our  successful  attack  had  the  effect  of 
sending  in  shoals  of  new  recruits,  who 
were  heartily  welcomed,  as  our  losses  had 
been  severe. 

One  morning,  as  I  was  sitting  in  the 
tent  of  Durant,  chief  of  the  staff',  a  vounc: 


fellow  of  about  twenty-three  was  intro- 
duced, who  presented  himself  as  a  vol- 
unteer. 

"I  should  apologize  for  coming  with- 
out letters,  sir,  but  perhaps  mj'  name, 
Louis  Charles  Marigny,  one  of  the  Ma- 
rignys  of  Bayou  Teche.  may  not  be  un- 
known to  you." 

He  had  just  the  suspicion  of  a  Fi'ench 
accent  that  had  survived  from  remote  an- 
cestors; he  was  of  average  height,  bore 
himself  like  a  true  soldier,  looked  a  gen- 
tleman, while  the  tone  of  his  voice  and 
his  manner  were  simply  charming. 

"  Mr.  Marigny,  I  am  delighted,  charm- 
ed, sir,  that  you  should  come  with  the  best 
of  all  introductions — yourself,"  Durant 
exclaimed,  heartily,  won  in  a  moment  by 
the  frankness  of  the  appeal.  "Let  me 
introduce  you  to  Colonel  Stewart,  ]\Ir. 
Marigny,"  and  in  five  minutes  we  were 
chatting  together  as  if  we  had  known 
each  other  for  years. 

Our  new  volunteer  differed  radically 
from  most  recruits  of  his  class.  He  made 
no  boast  of  patriotism,  and,  above  all,  had 
no  theories  of  warfare  or  strategy,  which 
went  far  to  strengthen  our  first  impres- 
sion. 

"  You  are  beginning  at  the  right  end, 
Mr.  ]\[arigny,"'  laughed  Durant.  "I  am 
generally  afraid  of  you  planters:  you 
have  been  so  used  to  giving  orders  all 
your  lives  that  taking  them  is  apt  to 
prove  a  bit  trying.  Do  you  think  you 
can  stand  it?" 

"  But.  sir,  I  am  here  to  learn,  to  take 
in  all  you  may  choose  to  let  me  learn, 
and  I'll  do  my  best  to  take  mj^  orders  at 
tlie  same  time." 
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"The  work  is  not  eas}^,  most  of  it  not 
even  interesting,  I  warn  you/'  said  Du- 
rant,  kindly;  "you  will  need  all  your 
patience,  both  with  yourself  and  with 
others." 

'•I  will  do  any  work  you  may  appoint, 
sir,  and  I'll  promise  not  to  ask  for  the 
slightest  favor,  except  for  a  chance  to  show 
I  can  make  use  of  my  opportunities." 

All  this  was  very  different  from  the 
usual  style  of  the  "gentleman  volunteer." 
If  he  had  offered  to  equip  a  wliole  troop 
of  horses  he  could  not  have  been  made 
more  welcome,  and  when  he  was  intro- 
duced to  the  General  his-  reception  was 
so  gracious  that  Durant  and  I  felt  highly 
gratified  as  sponsors  to  so  presentable  a 
recruit. 

Durant  had  a  large  tent  pitched  in  the 
grounds  of  the  big  residence  occupied 
by  the  General,  which  he  used  when  he 
wished  for  privacy,  and  here  he  had  a 
cot  fitted  up  for  Marigny. 

It  was  simply  wonderful,  the  way  that 
young  fellow  picked  up  things.  He  had 
the  advantage  of  a  thoroughly  good  edu- 
cation, and  had  travelled  much;  in  fact, 
had  been  so  constantly  away  from  home 
nearly  all  his  life  that  he  had  few  per- 
sonal acquaintances,  and  his  ignorance 
of  many  of  the  familiar  family  names, 
and  even  of  our  Southern  habits,  was 
surprising.  As  he  laugliingly  explained, 
"  I  am  learning  more  now  than  I'm  afraid 
I've  ever  forgotten."  He  was  hand  in 
glove  with  every  one,  and  yet  it  was  all 
in  so  natural  a  way  that  there  was  no 
undue  familiarity  on  either  side. 

He  kept  at  his  work  as  earnestly  as  if 
the  success  of  the  army  depended  on  liis 
progress;  not  only  was  he  indefatigable 
at  drill,  but  he  would  stick  at  his  Manual 
like  any  schoolboy,  and  took  to  making 
plans  and  engineering  profiles  and  sketch- 
es with  unflagging  industry,  although  his 
progress  here  seemed  bungling  enough. 
It  was  not  all  theory,  however,  for  he 
was  untiring  at  dragging  a  chain,  un- 
der the  direction,  and  often  bullying,  of 
the  officer  in  charge,  and  thus  won  the 
heart  of  old  Turner,  chief  of  the  engineer 
corps,  who  claimed  him  as  a  special  pro- 
tege^ and  sat  late  many  a  night  showing 
him  the  plans,  and  laboriously  explain- 
ing the  theory  of  the  coming  campaign. 

I  wondered  then,  but,  Lord  bless  you,  it 
is  no  secret  to  me  now,  how  he  won  over 
every  heart  with  his  ready  winning  ways 


and  his  unfailing  cheerfulness.  I  have 
seen  him  bring  the  whole  mess  table  to 
their  feet  in  a  chorus  that  rang  forth 
from  the  big  dining-room,  to  be  taken  up 
by  the  listening  men  without  and  swell 
to  the  very  edge  of  the  camp.  Scarcely 
had  the  refrain  died  away  before  he  was 
hurried  with  affectionate  force  to  the 
piano,  and  after  striking  a  few  chords  I 
have  seen — no,  felt — him  bring  the  tears  to 
our  eyes  with  some  well-known  song,  but 
which  had  a  new  meaning  because  he 
sang  it,  and  then  the  next  moment  have 
the  General,  and  all  the  others  \vho  were 
lucky  enough  to  understand  French,  in 
roars  of  laughter  over  a  rattle  of  the  keys 
and  a  musical  jingle  of  words,  of  which 
we  others  would  have  given  anything  to 
catch  some  meaning. 

Those  were  the  brave  days  of  the  war; 
the  strain  had  not  as  yet  been  severely 
felt.  Everything  was  full  of  promise,  and 
all  Southern  hearts  were  confident,  when 
the  general  enthusiasm  was  heightened 
by  the  news  that  the  Pi-ince  Polignac  Avas 
to  visit  the  army. 

A  grand  review  was  ordered,  and  Du- 
rant was  simply  overburdened  with  work  ; 
for  we  were  on  the  eve  of  some  impor- 
tant move,  and  most  of  the  heads  were 
only  too  anxious  to  have  the  performance 
over  and  be  "  off'  to  the  wars  again." 

Our  General  was  great  at  such  a  time! 
To  see  him  at  dinner  the  night  before 
the  review  one  would  think  his  one  in- 
terest in  life  was  but  to  play  the  host 
successfully  to  his  pleased  and  gracious 
guest  ;  but  after  we  broke  up,  and  the 
last  man  had  departed,  he  sat  down  to  a 
night's  work.  It  was  nearly  da^'break  be- 
fore he  left  me,  having  rapidly  dictated 
a  pile  of  correspondence  to  be  put  into 
shape  the  next  morning. 

After  a  few  hours'  sleep  and  a  solitary 
breakfast,  I  settled  down  in  the  empty^ 
drawing-room  to  my  despatches  —  every 
one  had  gone  to  the  review,  and  I  was 
alone  with  a  subaltern,  who  copied  out 
my  di-aughts. 

As  I  was  deep  in  my  work  I  suddenly 
heard  the  door  open,  and  glanced  uj),  ex- 
pecting to  see  a  servant,  or  possibly  Du- 
rant, who  was  to  return  that  morning 
from  some  secret  mission,  when,  to  my 
surprise,  there  stood  Mai-igny. 

"Hullo!  Why  in  the  dickens  aren't 
you  at  the  show?"  I  cried. 

He  laughed.      "Oh,  I'm  not  much   of 
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a  show-soIdicr.     See  liei'e,Colonel ;  let  me 
ofivo  you  a  liand." 

"  Go  to  the  devil !"  I  said,  roughly  ;  for 
sorrieliovv  or  other  I  felt  nettled  and  all 
on  ed<^e,  x)erlia))s  from  the  long  strain  of 
woi'k. 

"  Vd  just  as  soon  as  go  to  tlie  sliow. 
But  I  can't  do  either  one  or  the  other,  for 
'the  devil  rides'  at  times,  they  say,  and  I 
haven't  even  a  horse,  now  that  Durant's 
oir." 

"All  ri^ht,  old  chaj),  take  inine."  I  said, 
somewhat  asliamed  of  my  rudeness,  and 
turned  again  to  my  writing. 

Marigny  lingered  about  the  room. turn- 
ing over  some  spurs  on  a  side  table,  and 
for  the  first  time  in  my  life  I  found  his 
presence  annoying,  and  called  out,  some- 
what sharply,  "Well,  what's  the  matter 
now?" 

"I  su])i)ose  I  can  take  a  ])aii'  of  these 
spurs?"  he  said,  as  quietly  as  if  I  had  of- 
fered sonui  civility. 

"Go  ahead,"  I  growled  out;  and  as  he 
stood  there  fumbling,  my  temper  rose 
every  moment.  Fairly  at  the  end  of  my 
patience,  I  noisily  pushed  back  my  chair 
and  sharply  interrogated — 

"  Wer?" 

"  Hang  it!  I  can't  find  a  pair,"  laughed 
]Marigiiy;  but  he  evidently  felt  the  situa- 
tion, for  as  he  spoke  he  picked  up  a  couple 
and  left  the  room. 

I  sat  there  staring  at  the  pile  of  papers 
before  me.  "  Why  did  he  want  a  pair  of 
spurs?  Confound  it,  we  planters  never 
bothered  about  two  spurs,  so  long  as  we 
could  make  a  mule  go  with  one!  Two 
si)ui's — what  in  the  dickens  did  he  want 
two  s])urs  for?"  And  so  on  the  idiotic  old 
plantation  jingle  kept  running  through 
my  tired  head. 

Just  then  Durant  camo  in.  "  Durant, 
did  you  ever  know  a  })lanter  want  two 
spurs?'' 

"What  should  he  want  two  spurs  for, 
when  one  is  enough  to  make  a  mule  go? 
Is  that  the  answer  you  wanted?" 

"Yes,  that's  the  answer  right  enough," 
I  said,  slowly. 

"Pshaw.  Stewart!  You're  overworked. 
Knock  otr  that  for  a  l)it  and  take  forty 
winks,  and  you'll  have  something  better 
in  your  head  than  fool  questions  about 
spurs.      Come  along,  man  !" 

I  got  up  and  went  out  on  the  veraiula 
with  him. 

"  Durant, I'm  in  earnest.  I'm  bothered 
about  that  voung  fellow  Clarion  v." 


"What?''  he  cried;  for  lie  caught  the 
full  trouble  in  my  voice. 

"  I  am.  It  may  be  the  overwork.  But 
see  here.  Marigny  came  in  here  a  quar- 
ter of  an  hour  ago  with  an  offer  to  help 
me.  and  an  excuse  for  not  being  at  the 
review.  Nothing  much  more  than  that, 
but  I'm  as  sure  something's  wrong  as  if  I 
were  a  woman." 

His  face  changed  rapidly  as  I  snoke, 

"Come  to  my  tent,"  he  said,  sharply. 

There  we  found  the  darky  fussing 
about.  " Here, boy ;  out  of  this  just  now." 
said  Durant,  sharply,  and  without  a  word 
he  went  to  IMarigny's  cot,  threw  off  the 
clothes,  took  out  his  knife  and  slit  down 
the  mattress,  and  there  was  sheet  after 
sheet  of  innocent -looking  tissue-paper: 
but  when  we  held  them  up  we  found  them 
covered  with  plans  and  figures,  every 
road,  fortification,  and  line  of  march  as 
carefully  laid  out  as  if  an  engineer  had 
been  at  them  for  months. 

"Good  God!"  groaned  Durant,  and  we 
looked  at  each  other  in  positive  dismaj'. 

When  the  review  was  over,  Durant 
Avent  in  and  reported  to  the  General  at 
the  earliest  moment.  I  was  sitting  at 
my  place,  trying  to  work,  when  Marigny 
came  in,  smiling  as  usual,  with  a  song  on 
his  lips.     "  Here  are  your  spurs, Colonel." 

"They're  not  mine,"  I  said,  shorth'. 
He  looked  over,  half  surprised,  half 
amused,  and  was  about  to  say  something, 
but  at  this  moment  the  door  opened  and 
Durant  came  back. 

"  3Ir.  Marigny,  the  General  wi.shes  to 
see  you."  And  then  turning  to  me, 
"  Colonel,  will  you  come  in  ?" 

We  entered  together,  and  found  Beau- 
rivage  with  the  Prince  and  all  his  staff 
seated  about  the  table,  which  was  simply 
covered  with  the  tissue-paper  maps. 

The  moment  he  caught  siglit  of  them 
]\Iarigny  instantly  drew  himself  up,  the 
smile  died  on  his  lips,  and  throwing  liis 
cap  on  the  floor  (the  action  of  an  officer 
surrendering  in  the  field),  said,  in  his  or- 
dinary voice. 

"Gentlemen.  I  am  Lieutenant  Leigh- 
ton,  of  the  United  States  Engineer  Corps, 
at  your  service." 

Beaurivage.  in  his  im})ulsive  French 
fashion,  jumped  up.  and  rushing  over, 
caught  Marigny  with  one  hand,  and  laid 
the  other,  as  if  protectingly,  on  his  shoul- 
der: then,  turning  angrily  on  me,  said 
somelhing  in  rapid  French, and  so  stalked 
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back  to  his  place,  sat  down,  and  fairly 
groaned  aloud. 

There  was  a  long",  dreadful  pause.  The 
General  at  length  raised  his  liead  and 
tried  to  speak,  but  could  not  say  a  word. 
Every  face  was  drawn  hard,  and  the  si- 
lence was  simply  horrible.  At  last  it  was 
broken  by  the  prisoner. 

"  General,"  he  said, quietly — "  General, 
may  I  be  shot?" 

Beaurivage  again  attempted  to  speak, 
but  could  not;  he  only  nodded. 

"Colonel,"  Durant  said  to  me,  "you 
will  withdraw  with  the  prisoner." 

We  stepped  into  the  next  room.  Leigh- 
ton,  or  Marigiiy,  walked  over  and  stood 
staring  into  the  empty  fireplace,  while  I 
paced  up  and  down,  envying  even  his 
position,  until  Durant  came  out  again, 
and  placing  a  paper  in  my  hand,  whis- 
pered, "You  shall  deliver  the  prisoner  to 
Major  Scott,  the  provost  marshal,  and  re- 
turn wnth  his  receipt." 

It  was  shameful  to  put  me  to  such 
hangman's  duty.  My  rank  gave  me  the 
right  to  claim  immunity  from  such  deg- 
radation; but  I  hadn't  the  heart  to  rebel, 
and  so  got  my  men  together. 

Marigny,  with  his  never -failing  tact, 
did  not  give  me  the  pain  of  a  single  or- 
der, but  stepped  out  the  moment  we  were 
ready  and  took  his  place.  He  walked  be- 
side me,  and  behind  us  tramped  a  squad  of 
soldiers,  fully  armed. 

We  passed  through  the  camp  in  silence; 
for  the  news  had  spread  as  if  by  wildfire, 
and  we  marched  under  the  accusing  eyes 
of  men  and  officers — I  feeling  as  if  I  was 
about  to  commit  a  deliberate  murder,  and 
every  one  looked  as  if  the  whole  business 
had  arisen  by  my  unwarrantable  and  un- 
necessary interference. 

Neither  of  us  spoke,  until  we  reached  a 
circular  clearing  of  nearly  half  a  mile  in 
diameter  at  the  outskirts  of  the  camp, 
where  a  number  of  captured  guns  were 
parked,  and  others  which  were  useless 
were  standing  upon  end  in  nearly  every 
possible  position. 

"Is  that  a  hawk,  Stewart?"  said  Mari- 
gny, suddenly  pointing  across  my  shoul- 
der. 

I  turned,  and  the  next  thing  I  knew  I 
was  tumbled  head  over  heels  by  a  blow 
under  my  ear;  I  heard  the  guns  go  bang! 
bang!  bang!  after  Lieutenant  Leigh  ton, 
late  Marigny.  of  the  United  States  En- 
gineer  Corps,  and  sprang  to  my  feet  in 


time  to  see  him  dodge  here  and  there  be- 
tween the  stumps  and  gun-carriages  and 
at  last  disappear  in  the  edge  of  the  woods. 

We  did  our  best  in  the  pursuit,  for 
that  was  fair  fighting,  but  I  never  set  eyes 
on  that  engineer  officer  again. 

I  came  back  to  camp,  wondering,  but 
not  caring  much,  what  particular  form 
my  punishment  would  take — for  I  knew 
I  was  in  the  General's  black  books  al- 
ready— and  the  first  person  I  came  across 
was  Durant. 

"Your  receipt  for  your  prisoner,  sir?" 

"Here,  sir — his  sign-manual!"  and  I 
pointed  to  my  swollen  neck. 

I  was  the  most  popular  man  in  the 
camp. 

And  now  for  a  coincidence.  Nearly 
twenty  years  after  this — to  be  precise,  on 
the  29tli  November,  1880—1  and  my  fel- 
low-passengers on  theR.M.S.  Sardinian, 
Captain  Joseph  Dutton,  from  Quebec  tow^- 
ards  Liverpool,  were  the  spectators  of  the 
gallant  rescue  of  the  crew  of  the  bark 
Mogul  off  Anticosti  by  our  second  officer 
and  his  men. 

That  night,  in  the  smoking-room,  the 
conversation  naturally  ran  on  courage 
and  its  opposite,  and  many  and  good  were 
the  stories  that  went  round.  An  elderly 
gentleman  of  a  reserved  habit,  w'ho  had 
seen  much  in  the  Union  army,  and  whose 
every  word  was  woi'thy  of  a  good  listener, 
said,  quietly,  when  the  conversation  had 
readied  a  somewhat  heated  point  on  the 
dangerous  ground  of  definition  : 

"Well,  gentlemen,  I  have  grown  slow 
to  call  any  man  a  coward.  I  have  never 
forgotten  one  lesson  in  this  particular. 

"Just  after  the  battle  of  Shiloli  I  was 
an  unwilling  witness  to  the  disgrace  of  a 
brother  soldier.  He  was  a  young  officer 
of  engineers,  scarcely  more  than  a  boy, 
called  Leighton,  who  had  deserted  his 
post  in  presence  of  the  enemy.  There 
was  no  defence,  no  extenuating  plea  en- 
tered, and  it  seemed  as  if  a  most  prom- 
ising career  were  ignominiously  ended. 

"Not  more  than  six  weeks  later  this 
same  man  reported  to  the  general  and 
myself,  and  laid  before  us  the  whole  plan 
of  the  coming  campaign  as  projected  by 
our  opponents,  with  every  detail  as  to 
force,  guns,  and  supplies.  This  informa- 
tion he  had  gathered  in  the  enemy's 
camp,  where  he  had  gone,  and  remained 
for  over  a  month,  literally  with  his  life 
in  his  hand  at  every  moment:  and   his 
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escapo,  \vli('n   (liscovoi-ed,  and  subsoquent  with  joy,  and  then  as  suddenly  blanched 

danf,'-ers  in  niakin<4'  his  way  into  our  lines  again. 

in   his   (lisg-uise    as   a    Southerner,  would  "'But,  General,'  he  faltered.   'I  am  a 

have  tried  the   nerve  of  the  best   man  I  coward.     I  simplycan't  stand  the  horrible 

ever  kiunv.      When    the  youn<:;-  engineer  noise  of  battle;   it  terrifies  the  very  body 

had  11  nislu^d  his  i-e))ort,th(i General  stretch-  of  me,  and  I  lose  all   control   of  myself, 

ed  out  his  hand  and  said, in  a  hoarse  voice:  like  a  miserable  hound.      I  am  not  fit  to 

'My  boy,  1   am   ])i'oud   of  you  I      I'll    see  weai*  a  uniform  again.      God  help  me!     I 

you  i-ighted  yet  I'     At  which  the  pale  face  am    a  coward.'      And   he  ])ut    his  face  in 

of  the  youngster  before   us  fairly  llamed  his  hands  and  sobbed  aloud." 


THE    MORXIXG    STAR. 

BY   ANNIE   FIELDS. 

HIGH  on   the  front  of  heaven  above  the  dawn 
Stood   Lucifer  with  his  attendant  stars 
Gazing  with   awful   splendor  on   the  woi-ld : 
The  sleeping  earth   was  dark,  but  they,  the   sphere.^. 
Unknown  of  ])urpose  to  the  mind  of  man. 
Stood    in    their  glory   islanded    in   light. 
And   se<'med  from  their   vast  height  to  speak   to  me. 

A  whisper  from   the   dawn   had    bid   me   wake; 

A  messenger  of  love  from   the  L'nseeii 

Had  called;   y(^t  was  I  dull,  and  dimly   heard; 

But  with   an   eager  spirit  rose  to  seek 

What  bird  or  mornii'ig  voice  thus  brought  nie  back 

To  senses  ignorant  of  the  viewless  Word. 

Why  is   it,  why  1    O  thou    resplendent  star, 
Stationed   upon    the  heights  above  the  East 
Before  th(^   woi-ld  of  busy  men  can  see, 
AVear'st  thou  this  might  of  glory  on  thy   brow: 

0  star-crowned   angel.  I   must  cry   to   thee  I 

1  ])i'ay   thee  answer  I    for  I  know   a   soul 
Who  only   sees   whei-e  bitter  sorrow   sits 

In   the  sweet  room  she   loved;  O  angel,  hear  I 

Was   it  for  this    I   heard   the  robin   call. 

Ijustr(^  divine!   that   one   more   prayer  should    rise 

From    the  sweet   wee})ing   world  which    is  our   home: 

In   thy  great  morning,  in   youth's  blaze   of  joy. 

In   the  unspeakable  loveliness   of   the   woi-ld. 

In   the  vast  dark  and    awful   loneliness, 

I^ead    us  to    tind   the  Hand,  to  hear  the  Word. 

To   know   the   Love   that  crowned   this  day    with    thee! 

Watchers  and   early   laborei's   only  seen 

By  tliee.  great    Siar!    whose   eye  can    swee]")   the   o-lobe. 

Thou   conq^reliend^t    liiem   all  in   thy  swift   ray; 

(^h.  not    to   out'  ah->ne.  but   to  our   world. 

With  all  tliis   fading  gloi-y  of  men's  lives, 

Com'st   thou,  O    Stai-.  to  move   the   fount   of   prayer. 


SUN-DOWJS"    LEFLAEE'S    MONEY. 


BY    FREDERIC    REMINGTON. 


SITTING  togeilier  comfortably  on  tlie 
front  porch  of  the  house  of  the  man 
who  ran  the  fiou ring-mill  at  the  agency, 
Sun-Down  and  I  felt  clean,  and  we  both 
had  on  fresli  clothes.  He  had  purchased 
at  the  trader's  a  cotton  shirt  with  green 
stripes,  which  would  hold  tlie  entire  at- 
tention of  any  onlooker.  We  were  in- 
clined to  more  gayety  than  the  smoke 
of  the  mountain  camp  fire  superinduced, 
and  became  more  important  and  material 
when  the  repression  of  the  great  moun- 
tains was  removed. 

"Well,  Sun-Down,  how  are  you  feel- 
ing?" I  opened. 

"  Feelin'  pretty  reech  dese  day,"  he 
observed,  with  a  smile. 

"  Have  you  paid  the  kid's  board  jeiV 

"Ah,  by  gar,  I  was  pay  dose  board- 
money  'fore  I  was  geet  off  dat  pony. 
How  you  s'pose  I  know  what  weel  come 
when  I  was  heet  de  agency?  Firs'  fellar 
she  wiggle  de  pas'eboard  maybeso  Sun- 
Down  go  broke.  Well,  I  was  buy  de  shirt 
un  de  tobac.  Good  sliirt  deese,  hey? 
Well,  den,  I  don'  care." 

"Of  course  you  don't,  my  dear  Mr.  Le- 
flare.  Having  money  is  a  great  damage 
to  you,"  I  continued. 

"Yes,  dat  ees  right.  Money  she  no 
gran'  good  ting  for  Enjun  man  lak  for 
white  folk.  Enjun  she  keep  de  money 
een  hees  han'  'bout  long  she  keep  de  snow 
een  hees  han',  but  I  was  tell  you  eet  was 
all  he  was  geet  dese  day.  Pony  she  not 
bring  much.  Enjun  he  can't  mak  de 
wagon  'less  he  'ave  de  i:)rice.  De  dry 
meat,  de  skin,  un  de  pony,  she  was  what 
Enjun  want;  but  he  was  geet  leetle  now. 
Use  for  'ave  eet  long  time  'go ;  now 
not'ing  but  money !     Dam  ! 

"  Back  yondair,  een  what  year  you  call 
'80 — all  same  time  de  white  man  was  hang 
de  oddar  white  man  so  fas' — she  geet 
be  bad.  De  buffalo  man  she  was  come 
plenty  wid  de  beeg  wagon,  was  all  shoot 
up  de  buffalo,  was  tak  all  de  robe.  Don 
de  man  come  up  wid  de  cow,  un  de  sol- 
dier he  was  stop  chasse  de  Enjun.  De 
Enjun  she  was  set  roun  de  log  pos',  un 
was  not  wan'  be  chasse  some  more— eet 
was  do  no  good.  Den  come  de  raih'oad : 
aftar  dat  bad,   all  bad.      Was  see   peop' 


lak  3^ou.  Dey  was  'ave  de  money,  un  was 
all  time  scout  roun'  un  buy  de  cow.  De 
man  what  was  sell  de  cow  she  buy  de  cow 
some  more;  dey  all  done  do  not'ing  but 
set  roun'  un  buy  de  cow.  I  could  not 
geet  de  buffalo,  un  could  no  more  geet  de 
money  for  be  soldier  .scout.  Well,  I  was 
not  understan' — lAvas  not  know  what  do. 
We  was  keel  de  cow  once— maybeso  I  tell 
you  'bout  dat  some  time.  De  cowboy  she 
say  we  mus'  not  keel  de  cow.  We  say, 
'  You  keel  our  buffalo,  now  we  mus'  keel 
your  cow.'  He  sais  soldiers  de}'  geet  aftar 
us,  un  we  don'  know  what  do. 

"I  was  say  to  Dakase  un  Hoopshuis: 
'  You  mak  de  horse-ban'  wid  me.  We  go 
on  de  Yellowstone  un  sell  de  cowboy  de 
pony — mak  great  deal  of  money,'''  con- 
tinued Sun-Down. 

In  hopes  of  development,  I  asked  where 
he  got  all  the  ponies. 

"Ah,  nevar  you  min' dat.  We  was 
geet  dem  pony  where  dey  was  cheap." 
And  I  knew,  from  his  cynicism,  that  it 
was  an  ancient  form  of  his  misbehavior. 
"So  Dakase  un  me  un  Hoopshuis  was 
tak  de  horse-ban'  to  Yellowstone  Reever, 
un  was  hole  eet  by  Meestar  John  Smeeth 
log  house  back  een  de  foot-heel.  Meestar 
John  Smeeth  he  was  sell  de  rum  un  deal 
de  card  een  de  log  house.  De  cowboy 
she  stop  roun'  Meestar  John  Smeeth  log 
house,un  de  cowboy  was  raise  hell.  Dees 
rum  she  varrie  bad  medicin'  for  Enjun, 
all  right;  un  she  varrie  bad  for  cowboy, 
all  same.  Cowboy  he  geet  drunk,  wan' 
all  time  for  burn  hees  seex-shootair.  Bad 
plass  for  Enjun  when  de  cowboy  she  hise 
een  de  rum. 

"Well,  'long  come  de  cow  outfeet,  un 
Dakase  un  de  oddar  Enjun  she  was  pull 
out  een  de  foot-heel,  but  I  was  stop  roun' 
for  notice  Meestar  John  Smeeth  sell  de 
horse-ban'  to  de  cowboy.  Meestar  John 
Smeeth  she  not  be  varrie  bes'  man  I  evair 
was  see.  We  all  time  look  at  Meestar  John 
Smeeth  varrie  sharp.  I  was  say  to  Mees- 
tar Smeeth,  '  You  sell  de  pony  to  de  cow- 
boy, un  eef  you  geet  'nough  money,  you 
'ave  one  horse  when  you  was  sell  ten 
horse';  un  I  sais  to  heem  :  '  I  tink  you  not 
ride  varrie  far  on  de  beeg  road  eef  you 
beat  roun'  much   when  vou  do  beesness 
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with  us  Eiijun.  1  weel  talk  de  Anglais 
to  (loso  cowboy,  un  1  weel  find  you  out, 
Meestar  John  Srneetli.' 

" 'Loii*,'-  come  do  cow])oy,  un  Meestar 
Smeeth  she  was  try  sell  de  pony;  but  de 
cowboy  she  \\cq\  not  buy  de  pony,  'cause 
she  say  de  bran'-irou  not  b'long-  Meestar 
John  Snieeth.  He  sais,  no,  not  b'long 
heem,  b'long-  friend  of  bees. 

"  Dose  cowboy  dey  laugh  varrie  loud,  un 
dey  sais,  '  Guess,  Meestar  Snieeth,  you  see 
your  frieir  ti-oo  de  smoke.' 

"  Cowboys    dey    go  'way.  Meestar 

Snieeth  lie  sais,  '  I  niak  dat  bran'  b'long 
nie,'  so  Dakase  un  Hoopshuis  un  me,  un 
]\Ieestar  John  Smeeth,  we  was  work  t'ree 
day  een  de  corral,  un  we  was  mak  dat 
bran'  blong  ]\Ieestar  John  Smeeth.  All 
ti!ne  dar  weare  a,  leetle  white  man  what 
was  hang  rouif  de  log  house  un  shuffle 
de  card.  He  know  how  shuffle  dose  card. 
I  tell  you.  He  was  all  time  fool  wid  de 
card.  He  wear  de  store  clothes,  un  he 
was  not  help  us  bran'  de  horse-han'. 
'cause  he  sais,  '  Darn  de  ])ony  I' 

"  We  wait  roun',  wait  roun'.  Oh,  we 
was  eat  Meestar  Smeeth  bacon,  un  we 
was  not  strain  ourself  for  de  time.  Mees- 
tar Smeeth  he  was  fry  de  bacon  un  mak 
de  bread,  m  he  geet  varrie  much  ho])e  for 
noddar  cow  outfeet. 

''  T'ree  men  weare  come  'long  de  beeg 
stage-road.  Dey  sais  dar  name  ees  Long- 
Horn.  Well,  I  know  what  white  man 
she  call  de  Long -Horn  now,  un  I  'ave 
know  since  what  he  call  de  Short-Horn.  I 
tink  eet  good  deal  lak  Enjun  call  de 
Big-Robe;  I  tink  eet  good  deal  lak  John 
Smeeth.  Dar  ain't  much  Long-Horn  now- 
day,  un  dar  ain't  so  much  John  Smeeth  as 
dar  use  be. 

"  All  right,  dey  was  buy  de  horse-ban'. 
un  was  ])ay  de  money  right  dar.  Dey 
was  drive  de  pony  on  de  beeg  stage-road. 
Meester  John  Smeeth  she  give  us  demon- 
ey,  un  sais  we  weel  play  de  pokair  a  leetle. 
Dat  was  good  beesness,  so  we  was  nil  set 
down  een  de  log  house  un  play  de  pokair. 
Maybeso  we  play  one  whole  day.  All  right. 
dey  was  geet  every  dam  cent  we  got;  all 
de  money  what  was  b'long  Dakase  un 
nie  un  Hoopshuis.  un  we  was  loss  our 
pony  un  our  money. 

"Dakase  un  Hoopslmis  dey  geet  on 
dar  pony  un  go  'way.  but  I  was  stay  at  de 
log  house,  for  I  was  see  dat  de  leetle  man 
she  was  deal  us  de  skin  game,  but  I  was 
not  see  how  he  was  do  de  ting.  I  was 
varrie  much  wan'  for  know  ho>v    lie  do 


eet,  un  was  tell  heem  I  was  not  care  eef 
he  "ave  all  my  money,  jus'  so  he  show 
me  how  he  deal  dat  skin  game.  I  tell 
heem  dat  maybeso  I  keel  heem  eef  he  not 
show  me.  Well,  den  he  was  show  me. 
He  was  rub  my  right  thumb  wid  de  pow- 
der-stone, un  de  skin  she  geet  varrie  sof. 
Den  he  was  show  me  how  feel  de  prick 
een  de  card,  un  he  was  show  me  how  feel 
de  short  end  of  de  card — dose  cards  was 
"ave  de  one  end  file'  off.  He  was  geeve 
me  deck  .of  dose  short  card,  un  I  was  set 
een  front  of  dat  log  house,  un  look  up  at 
de  cloud,  un  feel  dose  prick  un  does  short 
card — I  was  feel  two  day  steady. 

"Meun  de  store-clothes  man  we  was  set 
een  front  of  de  log  house,  maybeso  eet 
t'ree  day,  when  up  de  road  come  de  t'ree 
Long-Horn  white  man  what  had  pay  for 
de  horse-ban',  Dey  was  run  dar  horse 
plenty. 

"  I  was  shut  my  eye  pretty  close,  un  I 
was  tink  pretty  queek,  I  was  tink  great 
deal  more  queek  dan  I  was  tole  yoa  'bout 
dees  ting,  I  was  say.  'Sun-Down,  w4iat 
mak  dem  t'ree  white  man  run  dem  horse 
so  fas'?'  I  was  see  why,  I  was  say  to 
myself,  Dakase  un  Hoopshuis  she  *ave 
steal  dem  pony,  I  geet  iip  un  sais.  '  You 
store-clothes  man.  you  run  aftar  me  or 
you  be  keel  'bout  one  minute' :  un  I 
was  go  roun'  de  corner  of  dat  log  house 
un  geet  een  de  cottonwoods:  den  we  was 
mak  de  san"  lly  "bout  one  mile.  Pretty 
queek  I  was  hear  shootin'.  den  I  was  hear 
not'ing.  We  was  geet  on  a  point  of  de 
rock,  un  we  was  see  de  white  man:  she 
look  at  our  moccasin  track.  Dey  was  go 
back  to  log  house,  un  go  "way  up  de  stage- 
trail. 

' '  I  sais  den  :  '  Store-cl  othes.  Meestar  John 
Smeeth  ees  all  fix  up  for  burn  de  candle 
ovair.  Dem  white  manshave  kill  heem.' 
"  Den  we  go  back,  scout  u})  de  log  house, 
un  fin"  ]\reestar  John  Smeeth  —  oh.  all 
shoot  up.  He  was  fry  de  bacon  when 
dose  man  weare  pour  de  lead  een  heem. 

"  We  was  bury  dees  Smeeth.  un  I  sais: 
'Now.  Meestar  Store-clothes,  you  un  I  got 
for  run  lak  hell.  De  cowboy  he  come 
pretty  soon,  un  he  come  smokin'.' 

"Store-clothes  she  sais  cannot  run  on 
de  horse. 

■■  'Well.' I  sais.  'you  cannot  run  on  de 
foot,  by  gar;  de  cowboy  she  'ave  your 
trail  hot  'fore  you  tink.' 

"  I  was  geet  down  de  pony  from  de  foot- 
heel  un  was  put  de  store-clothes  man  on 
one  pony,  un  den  I  was  herd  dat  pony  all 


I  WAS  GEET  UP  UN  WAS  LOOK  AT  DE  LEETLE  MAX. 


day  un  all  iiig'lit.  He  was  g-roaii  terrible 
— oh,  my,  'ow  lie  was  squawk,  was  dat 
leetle  man!  but  I  was  leek  de  pony  wid 
my  rope,  un  de  pony  was  run  long-  pret- 
ty good  wid  de  store-clothes  man. 

"He  was  say  tak  lieem  to  railroad. 

"'No, 'I  sals;  'go  tak  you  wid  me. 
We  play  de  skin  game  plass  I  know,  un 
eef  w^e  win,  den  I  tak  you  to  railroad.' 

"'How  far  dees  plassT  sais  de  leetle 
man. 

"'Ah — we  geet  dar  eef  de  pony  hole 
out.'  Den  we  was  'ave  de  long  talk.  I 
was  say  I  keel  heeni  eef  he  lose.  He 
was  say  de  oddar  fellar  keel  heeni  eef 
he  win.  'Well,'  I  sais,  '  I  sure  keel  you, 
maybeso  de  oddar  fellar  dey  won't— \'Ou 
'ave  de  bes'  chance  wid  me.' 

"  He  sais  who  de  oddar  fellar  is? 

"I  tell  heeni  dey  part  Enjun,  part 
white  man — dey  was  breeds  lak  me. 

"I  was  know  a  breed  outfeet  on  de 
breaks  of  de  Mountain-Sheep  Butte  what 
was  run  de  ])ony  off  un  was  sell  heoni. 
Dey  was  'ave  })lenly  money,  un  I  tiuk 
we  play  de  skin  game  on  dem. 

"  When  we  was  g-eet  dar  I  was  talk  I 
fin'  de  store-clothes  man  out  een  de  heel, 
un  was  bring  heeni  een.     He  was  not  uii- 
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'erstan' de  Enjun  talk.  He  was  not  know 
a  ting-  'cept  deal  de  card,  but  he  was  know 
dat  all  right. 

"Dose  breed  weare  sot  I'oun' de  camp 
un  deal  de  card  un  drink  de  rum  for  day 
or  so.  We  was  not  i)lay  de  card  much, 
un  de  store -clothes  man  lie  was  lose  a 
leetle  when  he  was  tak  de  chance  een. 
Pretty  soon  dar  was  'bout  t'ree  man  slie 
'ave  de  money  what  b'long  whole  out- 
feet, un  de  store  clothes  man  he  sais,  "You 
g-eet  pony  all  fix  up  for  I'un  otf,  un  to- 
night we  play  do  game.'  I  sais :  '  You  geet 
all  de  money  by  d(^  middle  of  de  night- 
time, un  don'  you  mees  eet— I  keel  you. 
I  w  (nd  turn  (^'ery  hoi'se  out  de  camp, 
un  when  T  mak  de  sig'ii,  you  follair  me — 
queek.'  Eet  was  'bout  ten  o'clock  when 
Ave  was  set  down  on  de  butfalo-robe  un 
play  de  pokair  wid  de  t'l'ee  man  by  de 
tire.  One  man  what  was  not  play  was 
hole  de  s])leet  steek  for  give  de  light. 

''Eet  was  not  long  'fore  I  was  lose  all 
de  money  what  I  was  "ave.  what  was  what 
de  store-clothes  man  'ad  geeve  me.  Den 
de  leetle  man  she  look  at  m(\  un  she  var- 
rie  much  scare.  He  weare  lak  de  snow; 
guess  he  nevair  see  much  Enjun;  guess 
he  not  lak  what  he  'ave  see.      I  was  creet 
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up    nil    was    look    at    dc    leollo   man  —  was  '"011088  deiu  breed  fellars   dey  "avc   de 

look    vai-ric   smart    at    liecm  "'—  and    liei-e  long' time  for  tin' dose  pony.      Eet  was  no 

Sun -Down     accompanied     with     a    look  u.se    foi-   me  try   l)erd  dat  leetle  man  fas' 

whicli   must  liave  chilled  the  soul   of  the  'nouoh    cef   do.se    Enjun   g-eet   dose    pony 

fi-ontiei-  <»anihhM-.  queek ;   hut  dey  L]ekid  not.  so  I  ^vas  geet  to 

"  Den    J    was  slide  'way   een    de   dai'lc.  Glendive,  what    was    de    end    of    de    rail- 

1  was  scout  up  dat  camp.      Dey  was  mos'  I'oad.     Dat  store-clothes  man  he  was  great 

all   di-unlv,  'cc])!,   de    t'l'ce    nuin    what    was     deal  mof(>  teekle  dan  Meestar  B when 

nlav  de   card.      Dey   was   varrie  mad.  hut  he  geet  dat  bull  elk  oddar  day.      lie  \\as 

de    leetle    man    was    not    know   how  mad  jmnp  up  un  down;    he  \vas  veil:   be  was 

dose  breeds  was.  "cause  (h^  ]^njun  when  he  tank  me:   he  was  buy  g-reat  deal  of  I'um. 

varri(i  mad  slu^  don'  look  delfeinuit.      Dey  We  was  have  vai-rie  good  time, 

was  los(i  (lair  money  pretty  fas'  to  de  lee-  "Den    we    was    ])lay    de    ])okair    some 

tie  man.  more — was  ])lay  wid  de  wliite  man.      De 

"I  was  cut  de  rope  of  de  i)ony  all  roun'  leetle  man  was  deal  de  card,  un  I  was  all 

d(;  cam]),  un  dey  was  all  go  oil'  down  de  time    win.      Was    win    all   de    while   man 

creek  for  de  w^ataii'.     Dey  was  tie  u])  long  was  'ave.  un   was  ge(M  a  pai)ier  from  one 

litne.      P>v  gar,  eef  dar  was  one  man   s(h^  man    what    was    what    you   call   de   mort- 

me,  eet  be  bad  for  de  store-clothes  man.  I  gag<^  for  de  hu'very-stable.       "All    I'ight,' 

tell  you.      ( J  lU'ss  dey  keel  heem.     No  one  sais    de    leetle    man.  "you    })ut    \\p    your 

see  me.      I  was  bring  two  pony  up  close  money — 1  put  up  my  nnuiey  un  de  pa})ier 

to  de  camj),  quiet  lak',  un    tie  dem  een  de  — we  tak  de  leevery-stable.      Sun-Down," 

bush.      Den  1  was  go  to  do   lii-e.      De  lee-  be  sais.  *  we  go  eento  beesness — beyf 

tie  mail   she  look  at  me  un  she  cadie  all  "'  So  we  was  go  eento  beesnes.s — een  de 

de  money  on  de  robe  een  bees  ])ocket,  un  he  beesness  of  de  leevery-stable.     I  was  varrie 

tole  Hi(3, '  You  say  1  wan'  (pieet.'    De  breeds  great  man. 

dey  say   he    mus'   not   (puM^t.      All    right,  "  Dat  was  Saturday,  un   Sunday  I  ^vas 

lie  say,  be  play  some  more.      Den  dey  was  go  out  to  see  de  ])ries".  what  was  tole  me 

play,  un  ^  e  was  deal,  un  dey  was  all  'ave  to  come.      Aftair  1  was  see  de  ]U'ies"  un 

de    big   lian'ful,  un    bet   all    dair    money,  was  lix  Tip.  I  come  l)ack  eento  de  village. 

I   was   know  de  \oo{\o  man  be  sure  win.  un  was  g-o  to  de  leevery-stable.      Dey  was 

un  1  was  tak  out  my  seex-sbootair.  say  I    not    own  de  leevery-stable.       '  Y'ou 

''Den   dese  breed  she  got  varrie  mucli  go  see  your  })ardner.'  dey  sais:  un  I  geet 

excite.     Oh,  dey  weare  wile,  un  dey  weare  on  my  i)ony  for  tin'  leetle  man  what  was 

show' down  dair  ban"  on  de  robe.      De  lee-  my  ])ardner.      I  look  all  I'oun".      De  ])eo- 

tl(^  man  he  was  win  all  i'ight.      He  sais  he  i)le  was  say  he  go  ott'  on  de  railroad.      I 

sorry — he  not  wan'  win  all  dair  money.  was  run  dat  pony  iov  do  dam  railroad. 

'■  I  sais, 'Y'ou  store-clothes  man.  you  put  ""When  I  was  gcel   dar  de  train,  what 

de  money  een  your  i)ocket  ;   you  'ave  win  was    de    freight,  she    weare   ])ull    out.      I 

all  rig-ht.'      ()ne  man   he  sais  he  "ave  not  was  see  de  leetle   storeclothes  man— my 

win  all  right,  un  he  mus' geeve  de  money  pardner — she   was   stan'   beside   de    train, 

back.      I  was  beet  dees  man  ecui  de  h(\ul  un  he  was  st^e  me. 

wid  my  g"un,  un  he  was  fall  down.      Den  ""  I  I'ide  up.  hut  he  was  jump  on  undair 

dey  was  all  jmnp  uj),  un  de   fellar  what  de  car — what  you  call— de  car-wheel  axe, 

was  liole  de  spliH't  steek  she  drop  de  spleet  un  be  was  laugh  at  me  from  between  de 

steek.      I  was  jump  to  de   leetle   man   un  wheel.      He  was  yc^ll.  "Sun-Down.  I  blow 

say,  '  Come  '  een  de  leev(U'v-siahle  las'  night.' 

"■  \V(>  run  (pu^ek  to  dose  bush,  geet  on  ""  "I    W(>el   blow   you    ovu.'  I    sais.  un   I 

de  ))ony.  un  we  ge(>t  out.      Ki^t  was  so  lee-  tire  de   siH^x-shooiair  at   heem.  but   1   Nvas 

tie  time  dat   dese  breed  d(\v  not    ^nbe.  un  unable  to  heel   heem.      De  train   was  I'un 

I   doiT   know   what    doy  do   den.       1    herd  fas":   my  pony  was  not  laui  so  fas' — I  could 

dat  store-clothes  man   on  de   pony,  un  he  m^t  catch  hetun.      1  b^  was  rid(>  (ui  de  brake 

sais.  'Now  you  talc  me  \o  dv  raili'oad.'  bettair  dan   on   do  ]u>ny  :"  and  Sun-])own 

"I  sais:  "  Y'es.  now  1  tak  you  to  de  rail-  Letlai-e   loi)ked    sad.  for  had   not    most    of 

road.      Ouess  you  link  dat  prelly  liol  ^o-  his  i-eal  Iroubles  come  of  railway  trains? 

kair  game:''  ""  \Vell.  Letlai-e.'"  I  said,  as  I  thought  of 

"He  sais,  eef  he  only  geet  to  dai   rail-  this    metetu'ic     tinancial    tour,   ""nothing 

road;"  and   Sun-Down  laughed   long  and  canu^  of  all  that  enterprise,  did  it?" 

beartilv.  ■"  No — no — not'inu-  crime  of  dat." 


The  Proct'<'<wii. 


THE    ETIIK'S    OF    A    COliKIDA. 


iiv   i.rci 

With  Pudtoghai'hs  i 

V  LETTER  wliicli  lias  boon  awaiting' 
n]a(l(Miiois('li(^    I'oi'  al)()ut   ten    days; 
the  tolc.ui'ani  arrived  this  nioniinu'."' 

]:>()th  wore  thrust  in  tliroiio-h  iIk^  bars 
of  tho  litthM'au-cof  an  ascensenr  to  wliero. 
covered  with  wi-aps  and  surrounded  hy 
any  amoinit  of  small  luu-uau'e.  I  was  seal- 
ed ill  solitary  state,  ])atiently  waitinii' to 
he  mounted  to  the  troisieme  etau'e  accord- 
inii'  to  the  cautious  and  altou'ether  mys- 
terious manner  of  procedure  habitual  t(^ 
the  Erench  elevator.  I  managed,  wit h  the 
hand  that  had  least  in  it.  to  tear  oi)en  the 
blue  (Mivelojx^  conlainiiiu"  the  despatch, 
and  pu/.zled  out,  the  woi'ds  of  tlu^  messau'e 
one  by  one  for  I  was  left  in  almost  total 
darkness. 

•■  riact's  I'or  cerrida  scciiicib  Advise  coin- 
iiii;-  l'ri(l:i.v  to  avoid  (I'owd.  Ihi  \  c  ciiuiiufd 
your  room  at  Hotel  MauivtM. 

Ui:  1)1;f.s>()N."' 

Wiiy  had  my  (diarmino-  actpiaintance 
^[adame  th^  Ih'esson  sent  me  this  most 
unexpiH'ted  and  incompreheiisiblo  sum- 
mons:' Perhaps  the  letter —  yes.it  was 
addi'ess(>d  in  her  liaml writinu-  -  wouhl 
supply  the  k(\v  to  the  eniunia.    As  it  wa-. 


A    i't"i;i)V. 

•A  KEN    r>Y    THE   ACTUOK. 

the  sense  and  ])nrp(^se  o{  the  teleiiTau) 
seemed  hopelessly  remote.  I  hastened  to 
take  ])ossession  of  the  rocnn  ^vhich  Inid 
l)een  assioaunl  to  me.  dismissed  the  voluble 
fenime  lU^  tdianibre.  and.  odancino-  once 
moi'e^  at  the  des}>atch  to  be  quite  sure  of 
the  date— Se])lember  'i^  and  to. convince 
myself  that  I  had  made  no  (ua-oi-  in  tliink- 
ina-it  had  been  sent  from  Ximes.  rt^ad  the 
pretty  foreio-n  letter  with  its  o-i-aceiiiHy 
turned  })hrases  and  suu-o'estive  use  of 
Spanish  t(uans.  She  knew  that  by  this 
time  I  must  be  at  the  llotid  Tivollier. 
Toulouse,  where  1  had  told  her  I  would 
rest  for  a  day  or  two  on  my  return  fi-om 
the  mountains.  Since  she  had  had  tli(^ 
])leasnre  (">{  that  little  odimpse  of  me  at 
Blount  Louis,  our  ccmversation  abont  the 
corrida  tie  tortus  hatl  constantly  occurred 
to  her — 1  did  inn  in  tlu>  least  recall  it  1  — 
and  now  there  was  to  be  a  uran  cori'ida 
in  tliecdd  Roman  amphitheatre  at  Nimes, 
on  the  'Jtith  of  Septt>mb(U'.  which  she  be- 
lieved T  would  like  to  see.  Th(\v  W(>re 
u'oini:".  of  c'ourse.  Ifer  husband  was  siudi 
an  ardent  aficionado,  and  would  not  miss 
beiiii;-  lliert^  for  worlds.  Slu^  had  (juite  set 
her  heart  on  iniliating*  me.  and  wrote  to 
insist    upon   my  joining   them    at    Nimes. 
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Guerrita,  the  most  famous  ''espadeo"'  in 
Spain,  and  Minuto — the  tiniest  of  crea- 
tures, but  possessed  of  courag"e  and  daring 
which  were  absolutely  marvellous — were 
to  be  the  matadores.  Everything-  and 
everybody  connected  with  the  corrida 
was  to  come  from  Spain.  It  was  sure  to 
be  fine,  and  it  would  be  impossible  for  me 
to  see  one  under  bettei*  circumstances,  as 
their  friend  Monsieur  D knew  Guer- 
rita, Minuto,  and  everybody  connected 
with  the  management,  and  through  his 
influence  I  could  meet  these  interesting 
matadores,  and  be  taken  behind  the  scenes 
the  day  before  the  corrida  took  place.  As 
subscribers  tliey  were  entitled  to  the  best 
of  seats,  and  slie  was  sure  a  good  one 
could  be  procured  for  me.  It  would  be 
very  crowded  at  Nimes.  Should  she  se- 
cure a  room  for  me  at  the  little  hotel 
they  were  accustomed   to    stay  at?     Our 

mutual    friend     Mademoiselle    R of 

Marseilles  had  hoped  to  be  one  of  our 
little  pai'ty,  but  she  was  quite  ill,  poor 
child,  and  would  probably  have  to  give 
up  accompanying'  her  father,  who  was  to 
sit  in  the  president's  loge  to  help  preside, 
and  who  would  always  journey  any  dis- 
tance to  witness  a  good  corrida.  It  was 
evident,  after  reading  all  this,  that  a  great 
deal  of  trouble  had  been  taken  in  my  be- 
half, and  although  I  possessed  absolutely 
no  curiosity  to  see  a  bull-fight,  and  held 
the  usual  ideas  concerning  its  barbarity.  I 
felt  that  matters  had  gone  too  far  for  me 
to  be  able  to  excuse  myself  on  the  plea  of 
scruples  as  to  the  immorality  of  the  ex- 
hibition. It  was  a  day's  journey  to 
Nimes,  but  at  least  I  would  have  all  the 
next  day  in  wliicli  to  recover  fi-om  my 
fatigue.  A  telegram  must  be  sent  otf  at 
once  to  say  that  I  would  arrive  Friday 
night,  September  24.  and  I  could  only 
hope  that,  once  there,  my  distaste  for 
the  disagreeable  features  of  the  spectacle 
would  not  prevent  me  from  meeting  all 
this  enthusiasm  with  some  degree  of  i-e- 
sponsiveness. 

I  had  often  lieai'd  that  Spain's  national 
sport  had  taken  the  deepest  possible  root 
in  the  land  of  its  adoption,  but  when  one 
does  not  come  in  contact  with  those  who 
are  interested  in  a  special  diversion  of 
this  kind,  it  may  exist  on  all  sides,  thrive 
and  increase,  and  yet  scai-cely  atti-act  the 
notice  of  the  uninitiated.  I  liad  often 
travelled  through  the  Midi,  knew  vaguely 
that  bull-fights  were  extensively  ])atr()n- 
ized    bv    its    inhabitants,  but    had    nt^vci- 


concerned  myself  on  the  subject  or  dream- 
ed of  attending  a  corrida.  On  the  way 
to  Nimes  it  seemed  to  me  that  every  one 
was  talking  toros,  and  at  even  the  small- 
est stopi)ing- })laces  along  the  road  gor- 
geous bill-posters  with  pictures  of  the 
arenas,  the  paseo,  and  groups  of  toi-eros. 
picadores,  banderilleros,  etc.,  flaunted 
tlieir  vivid  colors  in  my  face.  I  read 
them  over  and  over  until  I  fairly  knew 
every  name  by  heart. 

Siiiuhx}-,  the  26lh  oE  September,  1S9T,  at  33^  o'clock. 
GR.AN  C0RR1D\  OF  SIX  SPANISH  BULLS 

FROM  THE  G.ANADERL\  OF  D.  JOSE  MANUEL 
DE  LA  CAMARA, 

TO  BE  FOUGHT  BY  THE  MATADORES  GUERRITA 
AND  MINUTO. 

Actompaiiied  by  their  Complete  Cuadrillas. 

And  undei-neath  were  the  names  of  the 
membei'S  of  these  cuadrillas — their   real 
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names,  and  the  still  more  familiar  ones 
by  which  they  were  ptiblicly  known  in 
the  exercise  of  tlieir  profession: 
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llAKPKUS    NEW    MONTJILY    3IA(JAZL\E. 


CLJADItll.l.A     I)K    (HKKKHA. 

MA  lAl>i)i:. 
KaliU'l  (iurrni     (Jiirniia. 


A II I 

K.ilacl  M..ivi,o-i;.-,i 

H(-civc:    Aiitnij,)  M 

i!A\iii:i:ii.i.i  I'.ii 
Jiiaii  .Molina      I>a|a:t 
Alllolli.)  (.il.'|-i:i. 
KiaiH-isc()(;( 

iMNTir.r.Kiio. 
Joacliin  (l.'l  IJio— Aloiics. 


ClADKIM-A    1)K    MINI 
MATADOi:. 


ed  from  tlic  inonienl  of  liis  birtli  by  evei'v 

intlueiice  wliicli  could  sei-ve  to  make  llie 

Kiiri(|iH'  Var-as    .Miiiuto.      adoption  of  siicli  a  career  as  lie  eventually 

i.irAiM»i:Ks.  I'icADoKis.  chose  especially  h'u-itiiiiale  and  wise.     His 

.  I'.ciaraiM.    I'cjoh'.      Manu.'i  VaruMs— 'I'onuMo.     fatlici'    was   coiicieruc    ill   ail    abattoir   at 

AiiL'rl  (iih'rriM-o — (;ran(lc.         r-t         ^  •>  c     .^  f 

licsnvf:  TcodoK.  Amaiv.  Coi'dova;    and    one    ot    tiie    most    famous 

Ids  nANKiuii  I  luos  matadores  of  that  time.  Jose  Rodriguez,  or 

iitijo.  Mamiri  Anioiii,.  j^equetc.  as  he    was  called,  stood  sponsor 

.i,.s.;(;.,n/,.io-(;onzalit.).  ,-,,^.  ,|,^.  ijjji^,  Kafa(d   when  lie   was   chris- 

/.     ralati'iii.  Jo^c  \  ai  ^as  — rs()U'\('a>. 

tcned.      Pcqiiete  met  with  a  tragic  death 
in  the  ai't'iia  while  the  child  was  still  an 
infant  in  arms,  but  from  the  time  that  he 
Seeing  my  interest    in   one  of  tlu'se  af-     could  think   for  himself  he  determined  to 
liclies.  a.  woman  selling  l)()oks  and  ])apers     become    as    celebrated   as    this    renowned 


IMMIl.I.KKO. 
t^raiicisco  lioi''     ra>torc't. 


at  a,  stand  near  where  it 
was  ])(>sted  uj)  oil'ei-eil  me 
a  litth^  ))amphlet  with 
sketches  of  (Juei'rita  and 
]\Iinuto.  T  gained  from  it 
a,  good  deal  of  informa- 
tion that  surprised  me.  for 
one  could  not  follow  the 
developments  in  the  liv(^s 
of  these  men  without  real- 
izing what  1  had  previous- 
ly failed  to  take  into  con- 
sideration—that in  order 
to  work  up  from  the  ranks 
to  a  consummate  master- 
ship of  the  matador's  art 
phenomenal  slrength  of 
pnrposi^  and  coin])lete 
self-control  are  re({uired. 
Miiiuto's  ])arents  destined 
him  for  a  ])i'()fession.  but 
the  boy's  absorbing  desire 
to  l)e  a  torei'o  evinced 
itself    in     childhood,    and 


'...^^J;^^-^^-^:.., 


godfather,  whose  meniory 
was  held  dear,  and  whose 
great  deeds  were  cited  for 
the  pui'pose  of  tiring  the 
imagination  of  tlie  child 
and  of  arousing  his  ambi- 
tion. 

There  was  a  pretty 
story'^'  of  the  way  in  whicli 
Guerrita.  at  twelve  yt^ars 
of  age.  killed  his  tirst  to- 
ros.  arising  fi-om  his  bed 
in  the  middle  of  the  night 
to  steal  his  father's  keys, 
and  going  forth  alone  by 
moonlight  to  do  battle 
with  and  conquer  the  ani- 
mals wliich  were  to  liave 
been  slaughtered  on  the 
following  day.  It  seemed 
too  ])icturesque  an  episode 
to  be  quite  natural,  and 
likely  enough  was  ex- 
aui:"«' rated.       His     having 


failing   to  ovei-com(>   jiredilect  ions   which  killed    full-grown    toros  at    that  age   and 

seemed     inborn,    they    abandoiu^d     their  unassisted  was  in  a  high  degree  ini])roba- 

ambitions    in     favor    of    his    own.       His  bh\      I  slnnild  certainly  ask  him  if  it  was 

])ub]ic  career  began  at   an  extremely  ear-  true.wlu^n  I  met  him  — if  I  really  did  meet 

ly  age.  and  when  only  sixteen  he  ligured  him.      I  wondered   if  this  would  come  to 

as   matador   in    a    celebrated   cuadrilla    of  })ass. 

Sevilian  youths — ninos  Sevillamts.  It  Isimes  was  crowded  when  I  reached 
seemed  strange,  handicappt'd  as  he  was  there:  but  that  was  nothing  to  what  it 
l)y  diminutive  proporl  ions,  i  liat  lu^  sh<-)uld  would  i)e  on  the  morrow,  my  friends  as- 
liave  \)cv\\  able  to  achieve  the  huig  li>t  of  sured  nu\  according  me  the  warmest  of 
triumphs  recorded  in  the  notes  as  to  his  welconu^s.  and  telling  me  of  all  the  kind 
dilVerent  successful  app(Mirances.  but  the  plans  tlu^v  had  made  —  by  whitdi  fore- 
fact  that  he  had  served  as  alternative  thought  1  was  to  gain  many  ]U'ivileges, 
with  such  noted  diestros  as   Lajartijo  ami  it   was  easy  to  bclitn-e.      The  next  morn- 

]\laz/.autini.  for  exampl(\  was  jM-oof  as  io     ing  ^iionsitMir  D arrived,  and  at  once 

his    ability.       .\nd    now.  at    twenty  srveii  assured  us  ]\c  was  at   our  disposal   and  in 

years  of  age.  h(>  was  to  appear  with    the  reailiiiess    to    take    us    anywhere.    (>V(M'y- 

great   (Juerrita.  his    senior   by   ten    years,  where.      ^MadtMiu^iselle  was  an  American, 

and    far  and   away   the    most   experienced  and  unfamiliar  with  all  tln^  details  in   re- 

aiid  tinisluMl  of  all  these  sword>men.  gai\l  to  a  corrida.'      He  would  do  his  best 

Gueriila   setMns  to  have  be(Ui  surround-  •    A  tnio  (nio.  as  I  l\)inul. 
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to  enlig'liteii  her.  He  slionld  siigg-est 
walking*  out  to  the  corral,  if  we  did  not 
mind  a  little  exercise,  and  on  the  way  he 
would  try  to  tell  nie  about  toros  ajid  to- 
reros. He  certainly  kept  his  word,  and 
by  the  time  our  walk  was  over  I  felt  that 
I  had  beg'un  to  grnsp  the  meaning-  of 
much  whicli  I  bad  bitberto  felt  puzzled 
about.  It  was  interesting  to  hear  that 
there  were  regular  schools  for  the  train- 
ing of  toreros.  Tbey  were  made  athletic 
and  supple  by  evei-y  conceivable  form  of 
exercise,  he  assured  me,  and  the  scien- 
tific ])arts  of  tb.eir  art  were  systematized 
and  developed  there  in  all  tbe  perfection 
of  minute  detail.  A  great  torero  was 
born  a  torero — it  was  in  him  to  become 
one.  The  necessary  gifts  could  not  be 
acquired;  only  cultivatinl  when  possessed. 
The  ceremony  of  tbe  giving'  of  the 
sword  was  very  impressive,  and  it  was  a 
tborougbly  solemn  moment  when  a  to- 
rero was  created.  Tbe  sword  and  muleta 
— tbe  red  scarf  used  by  toreros  to  place 
the  bull  in  ])osition  for  tbe  death-thrust — 
were  handed  to  him  with  the  words, 
"Toma  usted,  y  quiera  Dios  que  le  saiga 
con  provecho"'  (Take  these,  and  please 
God  you  may  prove  an  honor  to  your 
country).      A   still  more    beautiful    cere- 


TIIE   MAVORAI-. 


THE   CLfMSY   CREATUUKS   WERE   SET   IN   3IOTION.' 


mony  marked  tbe  withdrawal  of  a  mata- 
dor from  ])ul)]ic  life.  Tbe  coleta.  or  long 
lock  of  bair  (to  which  tbe  mona.  or  small 
sillaMi  waterfall,  was  fastened — the  badge 
of  a  torero,  and  of  use  in  tbe  support  of 
his  cai)a  during  some  of  the  passes  exe- 
cuted), was  then  cut  off  with  a  golden 
scissoi's. 

I  asked  about  tbe  duties  of  tbe  different 
mendjers  of  tbe  cuatlrillas,  and  was  told 
in  just  wbat  ways  tbe  clever  picadores 
could  save  tbeir  borses;  of  bow  adroit 
band(M'illeros  w(M'e  best  able  to  fullil  tbeir 
dangerous  task  of  piercing  tbe  toro  witb 
])airs  of  banderillas,  or  little  decorated 
javt^lins,  and  of  tlic  faena.  oi-  particular 
style  of  work  identilicd  witb  (acb  torero, 
individuality  entei-ing  into  tlie  us(^  of 
capa,  muleta,  or  sword,  altliougb  conven- 
tional ])ass('s  w(M(^  rigidly  adluM'ed  to  and 
ti-aditions  sustained.  Naturally  niucli  of 
tiu!  success  of  a  corrida  depends  on  tbe 
toros.  and  the  ganadtM'ias  wliere  tbey 
are  I'aised  are  tbercforc  a  v(M'y  important 
feature  of  the  (Miterprise. 

I  was  curious  to  know  sometbing  about 
tli(>  i)rices  paid  for  the  ditl'erent  animals, 
and  was  told  tbat  six  line  toros  would 
cost  nine  tbousand  fi-aiics,  and  tbat  tbe 
horses  averaged  about  two  hund;'ed  and 
fifty  francs  a])iece.  "And  tbe  matador, 
bow  nuicb  does  be  mak'e,"  I  asked,  "  for 
risking  his  life,  as  I  suppose  he  does  evevy 
time  be  enters  tbe  arena?"  "Guerrita  re- 
ceives a  tbousand  dollars  for  each  coi-ri- 
da.''      The  answ<M'  was  given  in  English, 


201 


HAliPKUS    NKW    MONTHLY    MAGAZINE. 


'iitsT  I'.ri.i..     TiiK  KAi.i.  OF   I'm:  ricAi 

(ilKHlUl'A    (ii;Tl'lN(;    liKAUY. 


IxMidinn-  from  tlic  saddles  so  as  to  protect 
llie  lioi'scs  fi'oiii  ilie  lionis  of  the  toi-o. 
The  slii'i'ups  wei'e  very  ciimbersonie.  and 
liad  ureal  ii-oii  foot  pieces,  the  riirht  slioe 
heiiiu-  coiiiplelely  l)0-\ed  in.  It  was  from 
this  side  tliat  the  ])icad()r  was  to  ]uny:e 
with  liis  ])iea  at  the  toi'o.  tiiei'efore  it  was 
necessary  tliat  liis  fool  sliould  l)e  encased 
in  tliis  inassixc  >.lii('ld  ;  hut  one  wondered 
how  lie  could  di^entanu'h'  liiniself  from 
his  horse  while  thus  fastened,  in  the  event 
of  his  falliiiL:-. 

AVilh  tlie  mayoral,  or  head  keejier.  as 
our  uuide.  we  went  to  the  n})per  story  to 
look  down  at  the  hulls  in  the  open.  We 
conferi'ed  in  whispers,  it  heinu*  aa'ainst  the 
rule  to  speak  ont  loud,  antl  took  tui'iis  in 
tryino-  to  see  the  animal>  thi-ouuii  small 
])eepTioles  made  for  that  ]Mirpo>e  in  a 
so  that  I  should  not  fail  to  reali/(Mli(^  im-  t(un])()rary  door  which  shut  otf  the  o-al- 
])()rtance  of  t  h(^  sum.  '"  A  ml  t  he  less  dis-  lery  surroundinu-  the  enclosuie  outside, 
tineuished  oues^"'  "  Well,  they  of  course  It  was  m)t  very  satisfactory,  and  I.  for  my 
liave  less.  1  suppose  1  may  say  hetwetui  ])art.  felt  anythini:-  hnt  content  with  the 
four  and  six  hundred  (h)llars,  accord-  mere  u'limpse  1  had  had  of  one  lame  Idack 
ino-  to  the  reputations  they  may  have  toi'o  r(^])osin,i:'  beneath  the  shadow  of  a 
achieved.''  tree.      1  had  brought   my  camera.  ho))in,u' 

AVe  had  at  last  ari'iv(Hl  at  the  corral,  and  to  snatch  a  ])hotOL:raph  of  the  sc(>ne.  and 
wej'e  allowiul  to  ])ass  throuo-h  the  heavily  my  disa])])ointnient  must  have  been  evi- 
barred  doors  at  siuht  of  our  escort,  who  dent,  i'ov  our  fi'iend  the  mayoral  sig-ned 
was  evichmtly  a  g-reat  favorite  witli  the  to  me  to  follow  him.  and  smuu'g-ling-  me 
oflicials,  besides  being  a  ])i'ivileged  mem-  quickly  (Mitside.  led  the  way  to  the  ex- 
ber  of  various  toro  clubs.  The  strict(>st  treme  end  of  the  enclosure,  where  favor- 
j)ossible  di.sci})line  was  in  force,  and  ad-  able  conditions  as  to  light  and  vievv-  were 
mittance  was  withheld  from  all  save  those  to  be  obtained.  A  ])et'uliar  low  whistle, 
identilied  with  the  manag<Mnent.  The  a  handful  o(  g-ravel  lightly  thrown  in 
men  nu)ve(l  about  silently  and  gi'avely  in  their  direction,  and  the  elumsy  creatures 
the  fullilinent  of  their  tasks,  it  being  con-  were  set  in  nu)liou.  and  several  ])ictures 
sideri^l  important  to  avoid  any  disturb-  secured.  A  wonl  to  my  silent  guide  as  we 
anee  likely  to  excite  the  toros  in  the  ad-  W(M'e  about  to  rtMrace  our  ste])s.  and  with 
joining  emdosui-e.  ready    acquit\vcence — as    being    lia])py    to 

The  stables  to  the  right  of  the  main  eraiify  a  lady's  ]iassing  whim,  and  with 
enti-ance  coutaiiKHl  twenty-four  horses,  absolute  freedom  frcun  self-consciousness 
rai)g(Hl  iu  tlieii'  stalls — a  dozen  on  vi\v\\ 
side — jx'acefully  disi)osiug  (>i'  their  I'ations 
and  ha|)})ily  unconscious  of  their  impeiul- 
iug  doom.  J)efore  eacii  corrida  the  ])ica- 
dores  have  a  trial  of  their  mounts  in  the 
arena,  and  art^  thus  able  to  discaril  such 
animals  as  promise  to  especially  imperil 
their  own  and  their  i-iders"  livt^s  ihrongli 
inability  to  fullil  what  i>^  re(|uire.<l  oi'  iluun. 
TluM'e  was  a  good  deal  to  l)e  seen  in  the 
liai-ness  I'oom.  for  two  of  tlu^  heail  men 
w(M'e  su[)erintendinu"  the  packing  of  sad- 
dh^s.  gay    trappings    for    the     mules,  rud 

various  accoutrtunents.  all  oi'  whicli  w(u-e  ^ 

to  he  lransport(ul  to  the  arena  during 
the  course  of  the  day.  My  att(M;i(Mi  was 
called    to    the    chain  armoi-    hangiui:>  de-  tlacing  the  bandeiui.i.aj 
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FIRST  BULL.— PASSING   THE   MULETA. 


— the  man  drew  himself  up  against  the 
wall  as  simply  and  as  natui'ally  as  if  he 
had  spent  the  better  part  of  his  life  in 
hav'^ing-  his  picture  taken. 

The  opposite  side  of  the  stables  from 
where  the  horses  were  kept  was  devoted 
to   the  toros.      It   was  there  tliat  we  in- 
spected the  simple  but  effective  apparatus 
for  transferriug-  tliem  from  the  cars  they 
came  in  to  box-stalls,  and  later  from  these 
compartments    to   the  covered   enclosure 
annexed  to  the  one  we  had  just  come  from. 
The  cars  were  mammoth  wooden  vehicles, 
like  square  boxes  on  wheels,  each  one  just 
large  enough  to  hold  a  toro.      They  were 
tremendously    thick    through,    unwieldy 
enough  in  their  empty  state,  and  I  could 
not   understand    how   it   was   possible  to 
move  them  about  the  country  when  once 
the  bulls  were  inside  of  them.      But  it  was 
in  these  same  cars  that  the  very  animals 
we  had  been  looking  at  had  journeyed 
from  the  ganaderia  near  Seville.       Tliey 
had  been  nine  days  en  route,   and    had 
travelled  by  land  and  water.      Every- 
thing in  this  section  was  massive,  bolts, 
bars,  and  ropes  being  suggestively  thick 
and  strong,  and  the  mechanical  })rocess- 
es  of  the  simplest  order.      A  system  of 
trap-doors  worked  by  ropes  and  pulleys 
was    adopted    whenever    the    transfer- 
rences  were  made,  the  men  being  sta- 
tioned in  safety  overhead,  and  the  door 
being  raised  up  to  allow  of  the  animal 
passing  out  or  in. 

In  the  afternoon  we  visited  the 
arena.  First,  the  })laces  we  were  to  oc- 
cupy the  next  day  were  hunted  up, 
and  I  was  shown  how  the  seats  se- 
lected were  situated  directly  to  the  left 
of  the  president's  box  and  on  tlie  same 


row — they  certainly  could  not  have  been 
better.  We  watched  the  carpenters  at 
work  on  the  extra  benches  erected  to  meet 
the  unusual  demand  for  additional  tickets; 
saw  the  decorators  drai)e  a  few  flags  here 
and  there,  effectively  interweaving  the 
Si)anish  colors  with  those  of  France;  but 
the  splendid  lines  of  the  sui)erb  old  struc- 
ture needed  very  little  adornment,  and  the 
draperies  were  neither  elaborate  nor  i)ro- 
fuse.  Some  photographers  were  busy  tak- 
ing views  of  the  interior;  an  occasional 
sight-seer  would  enter — a  priest,  a  woman 
wearing  the  costume  of  an  Arlesienne,  a 
soldier  in  vivid  scarlet,  would  glance  curi- 
ously at  the  preparations  and  then  disap- 
pear. We  climbed  to  the  summit  and 
looked  at  the  centre  of  the  arena.  I  tried 
to  fancy  what  it  would  be  like  as  the  scene 
of  a  corrida,  but  somehow  it  was  an  easier 
matter  to  people  it  with  the  audiences  of 
the  past,  and  to  conjure  up  a  vision  of  the 
Roman  games.  Here  and  there,  blossom- 
ing from  a  handful  of  earth  hidden  with- 
in the  crevices  of  the  rock,  Avere  occasional 
wild  flowers,  and  the  sombre  gray  stoiies 
were  lighted  by  many  a  patch  of  delicate 
verdure,  tempted  into  existence  b}^  the 
warmth  of  the  sun  and  the  protection  of 
the  neighboring  arched  walls.  Caught  up 
liigh  in  one  of  the  apertures  and  stretch- 
ing out  its  branches  to  the  light  was  a 
fig-tree.  How  strangely  it  had  taken  root 
there,  and  how  odd  that  it  should  thus 
flourisli  with  only  the  capricious  elements 
to  give  it  care  I 

We  lost  our  way  while  wandering 
through  some  curious  cavernous  ])assages, 
for  the  points  of  exit  were  irregular  and 
somewhat  dillicult  to  discover.  AVlien  we 
regained  the  lower  part  of  the  building 
we  crossed  to  the  opposite  side  and  sought 
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a(lMiitt;iiic('  ;il  i  he  (oi-il.  ciitcrin^-  from  1  Ik^  it    is  llic   latest    news. ""  said  one   of  llieiii. 

st.iff't.    ill    coiiipaiiy     willi     llic    |)i<'si(lciil,  ""  I  am  ^^oi  iii:-  to  1  lie  >tation  to  .see  liiin  ar- 

Moiisiciii'  ,   who,   like   oiirscKcs,   was  rive  —  are  vou  r"      1  lieard  at'tei'wards  that 

ohli;^'('<l  to  slip  throiiL;li  a   half  opened  and  liiere  were  liuiidi'eds  of  i>e()|.h'  wailiiijj  to 

Jeah)iisly  ^iiarch-d   (h»or;     howcNcr,   recM.-  catch  a  ul  iinii^e  of  the  di>liiiMiii>]ied  mata- 

nitioii   andallention   were  accorded   when  (h)r    antl    his    cuadrilla,  and    that    a    little 

once  we  were  sa  fely  inside.     The  employ (vs  company  of  eminent    e«'iillemeii    received 

were  hard   at   work   n  n  pack  i  nu'  t  h  i  iil:s  sen  t  and   condnct'd  him   to  his  hotel,  all  sM(di 

(■|-(»ni  I  he  corral,  and  ill   di>l  ri  l»nt  i  iil;'  t  hem  forms     heiii-      invariahly      carefully     oh- 

thcon-h    the    dressinu'  rooms   and   slahles.  >erved.  and    the    desire   to   do    him    lionor 

The  lord  is  in  reality,  as  ils  name  implies,  hcinu'  marl<ed  hy  every  jio^Nildc  attention 

the    place    where    the    hulls   are    Kept,  and  d uri iil:'  t he  ))eriod   of  his  slay  in  the  jnaee 

from    which    the\-    pass   directly    into    the  where  a  c<»rrida  is  ojven. 

Ihealre,    and     it    is    also    where    the    pas(>o  \\\    ii  iLjh  t  - 1  ime   the  town   was  tlironcied. 

forms.      'I'Ik'    six    com  |)a  rl  iiieiits     for    the  'riioiisands   of  people    ])oiired    in  fiom    all 

toros   were    in    single    lileand    reaclie<l    to  di  rect  ions,  a  iid  I  he  capacit  ies  of  ihe  di  tl'er- 

Ihe   L'alewaw  heiiin'  divided   one    from    the  ent   hoteI>  and  cafes  were  taxed  to  the  ut- 

olher   \)V    the    same  sort    of    trapdoors    we  most.       JJeds    were    circled    in    the  salons, 

jiad  he(>n  show  ii  at   t  he  corra  I.       The   toros  and   even    iniprovi>ed    in    the    otlices    and 

are   installed    in    these    comparlmenis    ac  halls,  excry     Iou!i,l:('    and    sot'a    lindini:-   a 

cordinu-  to  prece(lenc<>.       I    had    noticed    a  tenant,  and   ])eople   who   had   heeii   nnahle 

list    of   the   names  .and  colors  of  I  he  hnlls,  to   eiiua.ue    a    place   to    sU'cj)  in    willingly 

and  of  liie  device  of  the  special  uanaderia  paid  lari^-e  sums  I'ov  the  ])rivi!eee  of  even 

they   had    come    from,   piniu'd    up    aL;aiiist  occupy ini:-  chairs  and  of  ohlaininu'  a  roof 

the   wall  of  ihe  corral,  and    now   s.aw  that  over  their  lu^ads. 

these    <'omparl  ineiils    were    duly     Ial>elled  Th(>  morn  i  nu   (>f  t  he  'i(itli   ua  \  c  lU'ond.se 

wilii   the^aine  names     ( 'a pa<-h nelo,    Ih^'o-  that    it     would    he    a    I'arely    perfect    ilay. 

to,   rre\'eiiudo,  lleiKma.   Mojoso,  and   San  The   cliur(di  -  hel  Is    h.ad    awakened    nie   at 

ouijuelo.       W  hen  t  he  t  ime  a  rri  ved   for  the  an   early    hour,  and    1    sat    at    my   window 

lirsl,  toro   to  enter  tli(>   riuL:',  the   trapdoor  waliddne-  the  mullilude>   on  their  way  to 

would    he   pulled   u])    fi'oni  ahove,  and    the  mass.       Later    the    scenes    in     the    streets 

hull,  in   riinuiiiL;-  out,   would    lind    himself  were   i  ndescrihahic,  and   the  cliim(\s  min- 

faciiii^'    his   opp<MMMils.       liii^olo    would    in  u'led     oddly    enonoh     with     tlie     hahtd    of 

turn    pass    throuuh    the   com  part  num  t    his  sounds  in   tht>  s(|Uares   and   from   tln^  out- 

predeccssor  had  vacated,  and  so  on  t  il  1   the  of  dooi'  cafes,   where    the   voices    rose  and 

six     trapdoors    had     hccii    pulled    up    one  sw(dled    as    would   the    excittMl    ulI(M'ane(^s 

after  allot  her,   the    last    |or(».  Sanuuijutdo,  of  a   moh.       The   (Uie  aU-eniirossine-  imcr- 

lia  \iin;-  to  course  I  llrou^ll  li\(' empty  com-  (^st    prevailed,  hut    api)arently    evei-y    one 

partments    hefore    reaciiin^-    the    scene    of  wtui t  to  church      and  ])rohal)ly  })rayed   for 

act  i<  "II.  a  u"ood  corrida. 

I  had  read  stories  of  the  cru(d  way  in  Wonderful  laU-s  i){  deeds  of  heroism, 
which  toros  had  to  !>(>  drixcn  to  their  of  ui'iierous  acli<ui>.  and  of  nohle  char- 
deal  h,  and  had  hciieveil  that  they  W(>re  aclcrislics  w  ('r(>  r(>ciled.  Tlu>  special  at- 
H-();i(|cd  t(.  a  pilch  of  l'reu/\  hehind  the  li'iiuilcs  <)['  tlii>  or  that  favorite  torei'O 
scenes  in  order  to  cau>e  them  lo  make  w  ere  tlisciissed.  and  the  nuMals  of  the  dif- 
a  hrillianl  entrance;  hut  ceiMainly  the>e  ferent  u'a naderias  entered  into.  llad  T 
animals  could  come  in  coiilact  with  no  exor  sciui  such  exciteiiuMiI  .'  I  was  asked 
one  in  pas'>im_;-  ihroimh  thev(>  divisions  hy  my  iiroup  of  friends,  w  ho  came  to  suu'- 
and  the  coniiecliiiLi-  uateway  which  led  to  ut'^t  that  w  (>  should  wander  ahout  to  see 
the  theatre.  what    w  as  i^oi  m:-  on   in   l  he  di  t1  ereii  t  ([uar- 

I  had  heeii  so  ahs(>rhed  in  slndyinu-  lers  ol"  the  town.  1  hesitated.  No;  we 
t  hese  i  nierior  ;i  rra  uut'iiieiitN  I  hat  the  ch  iel'  is  new  soniet  h  inu'  i^\'  t  renicndous  local  en- 
actors had  passed  completely  out  of  niy  lliu^iasm  as  inspired  hy  spori  throuLih 
mind,  and  a  rea  li/.at  ion  of  t  il  is  came  w  hi  le  t!ie  colh\L:t'  e.auics:  and  1  aItenipI:Hl  to 
lisleniiiu'  to  a  L;roup  of  nouml;'  uiris  who  descrihe  the  \alu(>  and  scdtuitilic  int(U't>st 
W(M-i'  standiiiL:,-  near  the  entrance  .W"  my  i^\'  fool  hal  1,  wit  h  a  tlcsire  to  iiaint  it  in  tlie 
hot(d  when  I  lin.iliy  made  my  w.i\  hack  movi  elowiui:-  and  attractive  of  C()loi's,  so 
to  it  thi'ouuli  tlie  crowdcii  avenue^-,  a^  to  put  tlu>  favoi'itc  ainus(>ment  ol'  so 
"(luerrila    will    he    Iumc  at  eiu'ht   o'clock:  man\-    iA'    mv    ftdlow-t'ount  rvmtui    in    the 
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most  favorablft 
lio-ht.  My  lieai'- 
ei's  were  certainly 
not  i m pressed  ;  a 
visible  shudder 
ran  through  Mon- 
sieur D 's 

frame,  and  he 
could  not  help  ex- 
claiming-: "  How 
horrible!  It  must 
be  a  very  brutal 
game."  The  dif- 
ference of  our 
points  (^f  view 
struck  me  as  al- 
most     ludicrous. 

Here  was  I,  secretly  treasuring  the  con- 
viction that  no  more  barbarous  sport  than 
a  bull  -  fight  could  exist,  and  sincerely 
dreading-  lest  I  should  not  be  able  to  sit 
through  the  performance  they  were  look- 
ing forward  to.  To  the  aficionado  such 
ideas  would  simply  mean  that  I  had  ;d- 
lowed  myself  to  be  ])rejudiced  by  biassed 
statements,  usually  based  on  ignoi'ance. 
Was  I  not  really  thinking  that  Monsieur 

D 's  intense  dislike  of  what  to  us  were 

the  natui'al  dev(doi)ni(Mits  of  our  football 
game  must  liave  grown  out  of  similar 
prejudices  imbibed  from  foreign  criti- 
cisms placing  the  S])ort  in  disfavoi'?  It 
was  not  at  all  impossible  that  an  aficiona- 
do of  the  corrida  would  lind  his  avsthetic 
soul  revolt  against  the  seeming  barbarity 
of  the  play  were  he  to  be  suddenly  intro- 
duced at  any  one  of  the  certain  crucial 
moments  when  life  and  limb  were  in 
danger. 

I  wanted  to  take   a   ])hotograph  of  the 
beautiful  Roman  temple  the  Maison  Car- 


THE   SWOUD-THKUST    BY    MINUTO. 


re(\  which  was  diroctly  o])posite  the 
hotel,  so  I  start(Hl  out  with  my  ko- 
dak—  my  almost  inseparable  com- 
])anion  in  this  city  where  architect- 
ural remnants  of  a  great  past  are 
to  be  met  with  in  the  coui'se  of  the 
shortest  of  strolls.  A  dark,  hand- 
souK^  man.  (li'ess(Ml  in  the  i)eculiar 
costume  worn  by  all  members  of  the 
cuadrillas,  the  straight-bi'inimed  hat 
and  light  gray  clotln^s  showing  his 
regular  features  and  stalwai-t  frame 
to  no  little  advantage,  crossed  over 
with  a  pleasant  smile  of  greeting, 
was  cordially  welcomed,  and  pre- 
sented as  Antonio  Guerra  the  bro- 
ther of  (jinerri- 
ta,  and  one;  of 
his  banderilleros. 
The  fatigue  of  the 
])receding  day's 
journey  was  re- 
ferred to.        ()|U(^1'- 

I'ita  had  slei)t 
badly;  and  this 
morning,  when 
he  could  have 
made  uj)  for  his 
loss  of  rest  if  left 
in  ])(>ace,  he  was 
actually  invaded 
by  the  ))h()t()g-ra- 
phers  of  the  T^on- 


TlIE    FINAL    HLOW 


don  and  l*arisian  illustrated  i)apers,  who 
thrust  themselves  into  his  bedroom,  and  at 
last  had  to  be  ejected  by  force.  They  were 
a.  perfect  torment,  and  on  the  morning 
of  a.  corrida  one;  was  in  no  state  of  mind 
to  be  willing  to  ])os(>  for  one's  })orti'ait. 
We  j)assed  on,  and  an  hour  later,  turning 


208 


llAKl'KirS    NEW    MONTHLY    MAGAZINE. 


w 


'&z 


i»' 


coloi'inu"  and  i)icturesque  dress,  llie  ab- 
sence of  uesture,  and  many  lillle  details 
wliicli  I  eould  not  fail  to  notice  as  of 
niai-ked  i>cculi;ii-ity  and  interest,  when  I 
was  starllcd  lo  hear  the  sii<rgeslion. 
"  ^MadenioiseHe  would  be  niucli  <:ratitied 
to  Jiave  a  ])liotoL:rai)h  of  y«>u.  Guerra.  if 
yon  tlo  not  mind  })osin.L!'.""  Tlie  words 
were  spoken  in  Spanish,  and  remembtM'- 
iiiU'  the  ordeal  of  the  mornini:-  as  related 
to  us  by  the  brother,  I  ftdt  almost  sorry 
the  request  hatl  been  made;  Init  the  cour- 
teous responsiveness  with  which  Guerrita 
at  once  })laced  himself  where  the  few 
available    I'ays    of    liii-ht    ])enetrated    the 


riiiKi)  I'.ti.i. — i;ii:ki;ita   1'assing 

THE    .Mll-KTA, 
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(il-EIUilTA    PKKPAKINC    THK   BULL   KOU   TUE 

SWOKD-THKUST. 


thr()Ui>-li  a  (piief.  shady  side  stret^  which 
ojxMied  oil'  of  on(^  of  the  main  aventies 
wdiei-e  the  crowd  was  dense  and  the  noise 
overi)owei'inu-.  1  cauuht  siuht  of  a  form 
drawn  into  shadow  within  a  nai-row  door. 
It  was  the  last  i)lace  I  would  have  ex- 
pected to  see  him  in,  and  yet.  even  befoi-e 
my  companion  dartinl  forward  imj)ulsively 
with  an  exclamation  of  the  name.  I  knew 
that  it  m  st  be  the  ,u-r(>at  matador  of  whom 
i^xvvy  one  was  talkinu' aiul  thinking-,  lie 
cam(i  forth  immediately  from  his  hidino-- 
))lace,was  introduced,  uave  me  a  straig'ht- 
foi'ward,  manly  u'lance  and  lirm  ])ressure 
of  the  hand,  aiul  stood  taikinu'  to  us  for 
a    few   moments,   a tl'ordinu-    me    the    vei'v 

chance  of  all  others  to  form  an  opinion  overhane-iuu'  foliau'e  reassured  me.  and 
as  to  what  the  real  man  was  ]ik(\  befort^  the  sljo-lit  smile  whicli  l)rii^htened  his 
seeinii'  him  in  ))ublic  as  the  central  tiLiMiri^  usually  severe  face  was  a  still  further  in- 
of  a  ii'reat  di'ama.  ]  [e  was  utterly  ditVer-  dication  that  1  was  not  overtaxiiio-  his 
ent  from  my  prtn'onceiveil  ith^is  of  a  tore-  ])atience  too  severely.  In  s}»ite  of  an  in- 
ador  as  1  still  felt  incdined  to  call  a  to-  dusirious  nu)rniri_a' with  my  k(.)dak.  1  had 
rero— in  this  way  confessing' how  entirely  fortunately  not  exhausted  my  entire  lilm. 
my  knowled,u-e  of  their  type  and  attril)ut(>s  and  thoue-h  Guerrita  stood  in  })artial 
was  limited  to  the  stau'e  caricat  ures  seen  shadow.  1  ftdl  sure  that  the  likeness  would 
in  such  oi)eras  as  Cdrmcii  :  for  there  was  be  ^ood.  It  was  straniiH"  indeed  that  we 
no  hint  of  cNpansiveness  of  temperament  could  stand  here  in  what  was.  after  all.  an 
in  that  i)eculiai'ly  self-contained,  almost  open  street,  and  that  I  should  be  able  to 
impassive  bearinu',  aiul  the  i>hysi(iue  seem-  take  tliis  photou'raph  unobserved,  while  all 
ed  of  the  nervous,  li  iuli  striinu'  onier  ralh-  arouml  ami  ahout  us  the  world  was  wait- 
er than  of  the  viu()r.>u><  kind  indiealinu-  a  iwj:  to  see  this  vei-y  man  })ass  on  his  way 
superabundant  supply  of  auiiual  st  i  enuili.      to  the  arena  ! 

Will  l)()wer  i)redominated  ovtM' t^very  oth-  At     the    hot^'l    there    was    hardly    room 

er  characteristic,  and  the  nature  was  (>s-  euouu'h  to  ]>ush  (Uie's  way  through  the 
sentially  honest,  the  chaiacter  virile.  1  crowdinl  halls.  The  restaurant  was  still 
felt  surt^  that  1  had  ui'asprd  a  very  uen-  thronu'eil.  those  who  had  waited  in  vain 
eral  id(\i,  but  still  a  clearly  detined  owo.  for  seat.s  at  a  table  muucdiinu- sand wicdies 
as  to  the  iiulividuality  i>f  tiiis  l\af;u>l  and  fruit  while  siandinu-.  and  picnic  re- 
Guerra.  and  was  ^ivinu'  myself  up  to  tlu^  pasts  being  spread  on  the  very  stall's  and 
mere    superficial    study    of    his    .lapanesi-     hnuliuiis.      1  followed  the  u'eneral  (\xam- 
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pie,  seized  a  roll  and  a  bunch  of  grapes 
from  a  passing*  waiter,  and  escaped  with 
them  to  my  room, the  time  liaving  nearly 
arrived  when  we  were  to  start  for  the 
arena. 

It  was  exactly  three  o'clock  when  we 
took  our  places  and  studied  the  audience, 
afterwards  estimated  as  having  numbered 
over  nineteen  thousand  souls.  The  dark- 
ened walls  formed  a  wonderfully  eH'ective 
background  for  the  masses  of  people,  and 
with  brilliant  sunshine  flooding  the  am- 
phitheatre, and  overhead  a  clear  blue  sky, 
the  scene  was  one  to  be  remembered. 
Seated  as  we  were  to  the  left  of  the  presi- 
dent's loge,  and  directly  opposite  the  gates 
opening  from  the  toril,  our  view  of  the 
paseo  could  not  but  be  perfect.  A  few 
late  arrivals  created  the  usual  disturb- 
ance, the  entrance  of  two  or  three  emi- 
nent persons  and  of  several  well-known 
clubs  causing  the  crowd  to  break  out 
into  occasional  rounds  of  applause;  pro- 
gramme-venders ran  with  the  agility  of 
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quite  a  distance  apart.  They  were  gor- 
geously costumed,  and  carried  themselves 
with  great  dignity;  and  the  members  of 
their  cuadrillas,  which  came  next  in  or- 
der, were  faultlessly  gotten  up  and  beau- 
tifully grouped.  It  was  remarkable  to 
notice  how  even  the  servants,  who  with 
the  mules  brought  up  the  rear,  seemed  to 
have  an  innate  feeling  for  spectacular  ef- 
fect in  that  they  conducted  themselves 
with  natural  grace,  and  so  carefully  pre- 
served the  necessary  order  and  form. 
When  they  drew  up  in  front  of  us,  the 
details  of  the  picturesque  garments  caught 
my  attention, and  I  noticed  that  Guerrita's 
choice  of  colors  was  comparatively  sub- 
dued, a  soft  heliotrope  predominating, 
the  one  vivid  note  being  supplied  by  the 
brilliant  emerald  satin  capa,  or  mantle, 
tightly  drawn  about  the  body,  and  dis- 
carded at  the  close  of  the  paseo  for  the 
more  practical  capa  in  use  in  the  arena. 
It  is  considered  an  honor  to  have  these 
capas  which  are  woi'n  in  the  parade 
thrown  to  one:  therefore  I  was  pleased 
when  two  of  the  handsome  young  ban- 
derillei'os  who  wei-e  passing  beneath  us 
lightly  tossed  theirs  in  our  direction,  to 
be  seized  and  spread  out  before  us  by  the 
friend  who  sat  next  to  us,  with  the  rapid- 
ity born  of  long  })ractice.  A  moment 
later  the  key  of  the  toril  was  thrown 
down  to  an  alguazil  as  the  {)resident's 
signal  for  the  opening  of  ihe  corrida,  and 
the  distril)uti()n  of  the  forces  bea'an. 

From  that  time  on  I  was  dee})ly  im- 
])ressed  with  one  fact  :  the  continual 
sense  of  resi)onsibility  ex])erienced  by  the 
niatadores  in  regard  to  the  members  of 
their  cuadrillas.  The  moment  peril 
threatened  a  comrade,  the  ever-watchful 
superior  oilicer  was  at  hand  to  ward  it  off, 


cats  along  the  dangei'ously  narrow  ledges 
of  the  balconies;  the  military  band  thun- 
dered martial  airs;  hundreds  of  little 
white  balloons  were  sent  floating  into 
space;  every  one  was  in  a  state  of  sus- 
pense and  excitement,  and  the  tumult  was 
overpowering. 

At  last  the  doors  of  the  toril  were 
swung  open,  two  mounted  alguazils 
crossed  over  to  the  president,  and  author- 
ity was  given  to  set  the  procession  in  mo- 
tion. It  advanced  slowly,  in  a  direct  line, 
to  our  side  of  the  arena,  being  led  by  the 
alguazils,  and  with  the  two  niatadores. 
Guerrita  and  ]\Iinuto,  walking  abi-east  at 


GUEIiRITA    STABBING    THE    THIIiD    BULL. 


210 


HARPER'S   NEW    MONTHLY    MAGAZINE. 


■yMrfm^mm^M 


I  i  I 


to  ;ui  end.  Guei-rila  came  forward,  sword 
in  hand,  to  deliver  his  brindis  tu  the  presi- 
dent. The  nionienl  is  a  very  dramatic  one. 
and  of  iireat  solemnity,  and  the  ])ecu]iar 
sombre  character  of  the  fanii)ns  torero's 
face,  tlie  somewhat  harsli  and  ])enetratinof 
tones  of  liis  voice,  and  the  imi)ressive 
siunilicanct'  of  his  Licstai-e  accented  tlie 
meaning-  of  the  words  nitered:  '"I  dedi- 
cate this  toi'o  to  you.  I  ])iomise  to  kill 
him  if  lie  does  not  kill  me."  The  first 
toro  is  invariably  dedicated  to  the  pi-esi- 
dent;  and  later,  if  the  matador  desires  to 
especially  honor  any  one  ])romineiit  in- 
dividual, he  •"brinds""  to  this  person  the 
toro  he  is  about  to  kill  in  the  same  pub- 
lic   w;iy.   ])ronouncinu"   his   brin.dis   as    he 

or  to  come  to  the  relief  of  the  endangered     goes    forth    for    the    linal    struggle    and 

one.      The    evident   loyalty    of    the    men     death-blow. 

and   the   unanimitv  of   their   woi'k    were         With  a  nonchalance  which  conti-asted 


1^ 


<J- 
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also  noteworthy  features, 
each  one  acc<)m|)lishing  his 
s))ecial  t:isk  with  a  delicate 
})recision  and  nice  regard 
for  order  which  s})ok'e  vol- 
um(>s  for  the  careful  drilling 
and  discii)litie  of  the  forces. 
It  was  a  revelation,  taken 
all  in  all  for  one  hears  ab- 
solutely nothing  of  the  sci- 
entilic  side  of  tln^  sport 
shown;  and  the  close  S(Mise 
of  comradeship.  Avatch ful- 
ness for  each  othei'"s  safety, 
and  generosity  of  feeling 
were  matters  of  continual 
sui'prise.  and  of  which  it  is 
a  pleasui-e  to  speak. 

C^apachuelo,  the  lirst  torc^ 
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with  his  concentration  of 
numner  while  delivering  the 
address.  Guerrita  calmly  a})- 
})roached  the  toro.  and  in  a 
surprisingly  short  time  hyp- 
notized the  animal  —  for  it 
is  surely  little  else  but  that 
— by  tlie  play  of  his  mulela 
I  a  scjuare  of  red  stutt'.  it  will 
be  I'emembered,  used  in 
making  the  passes'),  and 
gave  the  estocada  with  a 
sureness  of  aim  and  skill 
which  aroused  the  people  to 
a  wild  ])itch  of  enthusiasm. 
During  the  development 
of  the  succeeding  scenes,  in 
which  the  remaining  toros 
were  disposed  of.  I  learned 


— an  enormous  })lack  and  white  bull,  witli     something  of  the  technique  of  the  sport, 
entire  black  lunid  and  very  solidly  armed     and   gi-ew  to   see  that    the  "suerte"  (un- 


as  to  horns  burst  into  the  ring  like  a  fury 
and  left  the  spectators  bi'(\ithl(\ss  l)y 
his  furious  attack'  dirccttd  against 
the  pica(lor(\s.  I  confess  to  confu- 
sion as  to  what  hai)p(Mit'd  just  here. 
for.  seeing  lives  in  dang(M\  I  turned 
away;  but,  a  second  later  1  w;is  fas- 
cinated by  the  extremely  chn'er  work 
of  Guerrita  and  ^linuto  in  luring  the 
infui'iated  toro  from  his  ])rt\v.  ;  ud 
creating  a  furor  by  the  intrei)idily 
and  linesse  displayed.  The  ban- 
derillas  wer(^  ])laced.  (\u'h  i)air  bring- 
ing forth  an  expression  of  enthusi- 
astic approval  or  of  satisfaction,  ac- 
cording to  the  succ(^ss  of  the  etVcu-t 
in  planting  these  barlxHl  sticks-  and 
this  second  stage  of  the  di-ama  brought 


ti'anslatable  term  telling'  of  the  work  ac- 
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complished  with  capa,  niuleta,  sword,  baii- 
derilla,  and  lance)  of  each  man  made 
evident  his  individual  grace,  daring,  or 
acute  powers  of  reasoning-. 

The  second  toro's  battle  with  the  pica- 
dores  was  immediate  and  decisive,  bring- 


play  with  the  capa  soon  liberated  the  hap- 
less picador  wliose  time  had  seemed  so 
near  at  hand.  Tliis  "  quite  "  was  ra])tur- 
onsl y  applauded  to  the  echo,  and  was  fol- 
lowed by  some  clever  thrusts  from  a  young- 
picador  named  Zurri  to, after  which  Antonio 
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PLACING   THE   BANDERILLES 
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ing"  forvfard  both  Guerrita  and  Minuto  to 
the  rescue,  and  g-iving-  them  an  opportu- 
nity to  display  a  vei-y  singular  passe  (al 
alimon),  rarely  attempted,  I  was  told.  In 
this  passe  the  capa  was  drawn  by  the  two 
men  underneath  the  toro,  was  i-apidly 
waved  backward  and  forward,  and  at  the 
close  of  this  extraordinai\y  exhibition 
they  fearlessly  knelt  before  the  bewilder- 
ed beast  and  tossed  a  handful  of  dust  upon 
his  foaming-  muzzle,  an  ovation  being-  ac- 
corded them,  and  the  uproai'  proving-  im- 
possible to  repress  foi' some  time. 

When  Minuto's  brindis  had  Ix^en  ])ro- 
nounced,  for  it  was  now  his  turn  to  take 
up  his  sword,  the  battle  between  the  two 
combatants  presented  fearful  odds  because 
of  his  diminutive  stature.  There  was 
much  to  praise  in  Minuto's  clever  work, 
and  his  fearlessness  prompted  him  to  take 
risks  which  stiri-ed  the  |)eople's  enthu- 
siasm. His  limitations  s])rung'  from  his 
lack  of  inches,  for  owing-  to  this  defecl  it 
was  impossible  for  him  to  render  ctl'ective 
the  concluding  thrust  of  the  sword. 

It  was  Prevenudo,  a  blaclc  l)ull,  who 
next  came  before  us.  He  entered  sh>w]y, 
but  as  suddenly  flung  himself  uj)()n 
one  of  the  horses  with  so  ferocious  an 
attack  that  rider  and  steed  went  down 
together  in  one  awful  quivering-  mass. 
But  Guerrita  was    there,  and    his    wizard 


Guerra  and  Juan  Molina — two  of  Guer- 
rita's  banderilleros  —  aroused  considei-a- 
ble  enthusiasm  by  their  sldlful  work  with 
the  bandei'illas.  Guerrita.  im])ei'turl)al)le, 
calm,  never  wasting  a  moment,  making- 
each  gesture  count,  and  em])]oying-  very 
beautiful  and  wonderful  i)asses  —  i-ecog- 
nized  and  successively  named  by  my  neigh- 
bors, wliose  running- comments  gave  ])roof 
tliat  it  was  really  as  marvellous  an  exhibi- 
tion as  I  intuitively  felt  it  to  be — fini.shed 
by  a  (juick  thi'ust  at  close  aim,  and  with 
inimitable  command  of  the  resources  of 
his  art,  ])(M\suaded  tlie  animal  to  follow^ 
him,  tliat  it  might  die  at  his  feet,  as  he 
seated  himself  l)y  the  bai'riere  and  quiet- 
ly, almost  mournfully,  regarded  it. 

Benona.  of  lusti-ous  black  coat  and  with 
ooil  de  perdrix,  })ei'mitted  ]\[inuto  to  dis- 
])]ay  his  dexterity  and  to  accom])lish  won- 
ders with  his  ca})a,  but  the  little  diestro's 
most  sui'prising  feat  was  in  tui'ning-  his 
back  on  the  hug(^  hi-ute  while  he  invited 
it  with  his  muleta  to  follow  him. 

'I'lie  lifth  toi'o.  IMojoso,  a  largo  vvd  and 
white  hull,  was  i-cally  the  toro  of  the  day. 
The  in)i)etuous  anger  and  savage  force  of 
this  toro  made  one  ti'emhle  for  the  life  of 
every  one  in  the  arena,  and  the  i)icadores 
were  kept  busy  from  the  moment  it  dash- 
ed from  the  toril.  Several  ])airs  of  ban- 
derilles  d'honneur  were  presented  by  cer- 
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tain  societies  or  toi'o  clnl)S.  and  these  were 
{)l;>('ed  by  tlie  two  matadores  themselves, 
Guei-rita,  coui't(M)iisly  wai  vinu' his  riuht  of 
precedence  and  alh)\vitio- tlu^  dashing-  lit- 
tle ^finnto  to  come  forward  in  a  roh^  in 
which  he  was  sure  to  sliine.  His  ])aii' 
were  ])lac(Ml  "au  cuart(H)/"  and  the  quick 
moveuKMit  with  which  lie  a])})roaclied  the 


amazed  at  the  perfect  condition  of 
the  men  who  had  taken  such  active 
part  in  the  ])roceedings.  Vaulting- 
over  hiii-li  stone  walls  to  escape  the 
hortis  of  the  hull.  I'unninfr.  usins:  all 
of  their  force  during-  the  l)lay  of 
baudei'illas  and  sword,  yet  not  one 
hair  on  their  heads  was  rutHed  :  their 
immaculate  linen  and  ti*:ht  -  fitting- 
costumes  were  as  free  from  stain  or 
injury  as  if  they  had  never  stirred. 

Guei'i'ita    land   his    cuadrillai    lin- 
gered a  few  days  at  Nimes.  and  dined 
with  us  one  eveninu".     ]\Iin'ito,  whom 
I  met.  and  who  ])osed  for  me  before 
his  departure.  })!'oved  attractive,  and 
was  extremely  courteous  in  manner. 
The    little   informal    gathering-  gave 
me  still  better  oppoi'tunities  to  weigh  the 
peculiarities  of  the  greater  of  the  two  mat- 
adores,  and    my    imi)ressions  concerning 
his  unusual  intelligence  and  strength  of 
characier  were  coniirmed.      Several  who 
knew  him  well  told  me  of  his  virtues  as 
the  best  of  husbands  and  of  fathers,  and 
assured  uie  that  his  life  was  in  all  respects 
a  moderate,  well-o-overned  one.     He  cares. 


raging  toro  and  ))lung(Ml  them  deep  in- 
one  wondered  how  he  could  I'each  up  so     it  is  said.  Init  little  for  the  excitement  of 
jji,,.],. —  raised   a    furoi-.      Still,  Guevrita's     social  life,  being  always  far  more  ready  to 


much  gi-  'ater  linish  and  ])oise  could  not 
but.  tak(^  the  color  out  of  this  really  re- 
markable little  toHM'o's  most  effective  ef- 
forts. His  band(M  illas  were  ])laced  so  dif- 
f(M'ently.  with  such  (juiet  r(^pose  and  exact 
regard  for  form,  that  the  people  simply 
went  wild  over  him.  For  the  estocada, 
Gu(M'rita.  with  a  nerv(>  which  made  one 
hold  one's  bi-eath.  folded  his  muleta  and 
arranged  it  as  he  wislnnl  l)eneath  the  eyes 
of  th(>  bull.  Thei-e  were  two  or  thi'ee 
])asses--it  is  necessary  to  get  the  t(^ro  in 
acertain  position  for  a  successful  estocada 
■  and  (iuerrita's  voice  rang  out.  "This  is 
for  France!  I  tell  you  he  is  going  to 
die!'"  and  a  moment  later  it  rolled  over 
and  (^xpii'ed  at  his  \'ov{. 

The  last  of  the  six  bulls  had  been  dis- 
posed of  by  Minuto;  the  toreros  bad 
gathered  their  brilliant  ca])as  about  them. 
and  had  tiled  away,  accompanied  by  the 
cheers  of  tlu^  people  and  the  music  of  the 
band.  Everybody  was  labKing  of  the 
splendid  succ(>ss  of  tliis  corrida,  and  T  was 
standing  tlier(\  f(>elingas  ifl  luid  dreanunl 
of  what  had  taken  plac<\  although  in  my 
hand  was  ont^  of  the  haiultM'illa--.  iiO'^ed 
for  me  by  Antonio  Guerra.  to  be  carried 
to  my  far-otf  lu^me  as  tangible  pr(->of  that 
I  had  reallv  witness(Hl  a  corrid;..      1   was 


sit  and  talk  over  his  beloved  ai't  with  con- 
genial friends  than  to  be  made  the  hero 
of  the  hour  at  clul)  or  cafe.  His  distaste 
for  over- con vivial  and  not  too  sober  ad- 
mirers o'oes  so  far  that  he  has  been  con- 


stantly known  \o  call  for  water  and  wash 
his  hands  after  being  forced  to  submit  to 
the  gras]i  of  such  as  are  un})leasaut  to 
him.  The  quarters  secured  for  him  at 
Ximes  lu'oved  uncomfortable,  and  his  de- 
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parture  was  somewhat  hastened  by  this 
fact.  Why  did  he  not  move  to  one  of  the 
other  hotels?  There  were  several  that 
were  excellent.  He  could  not  leave  his 
men.  They  were  as  badly  placed  as  he, 
and  he  was  not  willing-  to  establish  hini- 
self  in  comfort  while  they  were  suffering-; 
as  it  seemed  impracticable  to  move  so 
large  a  pai't}^  of  men  for  so  short  a  time, 
it  would  be  better  to  pass  on  to  Marseilles, 
en  route  for  Beziers,  where  there  would 
be  another  corrida  on  Sunday  next. 

Guerrita  is  a  wealthy  man,  and  in  his 
own  countrj^  he  is  simply  idolized;  but 
his  tastes  remain  simple,  and  he  is  par- 
ticularly free  from  an  air  of  superiority 
towards  those  of  his  comrades  who  are 
less  famous  than  himself.  Many  people 
find  his  manner  forbidding,  and  he  has 
tlie  reputation  of  being  plain-spoken  and 
brusque,  if  not  ungentle;  but  there  were 
little  touches  which  made  me  believe  that 
this  to  me  wholly  agreeable  straightfor- 
wardness indicated  much  genuineness  of 
feeling,  and  the  reserve  of  his  nature, 
which  was  very  strong,  doubtless  led  to 
his  often  being  misunderstood.  The  even- 
ing we  dined  together  he  expanded  into  a 
very  different  being  from  tlie  Guerrita  of 
the  arena.  He  ate  of  the  simplest  food 
by  choice,  scarcely  touched  wine,  and — 
for  a  Spaniard,  most  marvellous  of  all 
instances  of  renunciation — did  not  light 
the  accustomed  cigarette  until  the  ladies 
at  the  table  insisted  on  his  doing  so. 
Some  one  had  gathered  together  a  few 
yellow  and  red  flowers  for  the  centre  of 
the  table,  and  to  lay  one  at  each  napkin 
by  way  of  boutonniere.     Guerrita  was  the 


first  to  take  his  up,  lifting  it  quietly  to 
see  if  it  had  perfume,  and  fastening  it  in 
the  exquisitely  embroidered  shirt  peculiar 
to  the  torero.  The  action  and  the  man- 
ner showed  a  certain  unexpected  refine- 
ment of  feeling,  and  his  fastidiousness  in 
several  respects  struck  me  as  suggestive. 
Much  w^as  said  concerning  the  corrida, 
and  I  was  gravely  pronounced  an  aficio- 
nada,  and  asked  if  I  believed  many  Amer- 
icans would  care  to  witness  the  scene.  I 
could  truly  say  that  I  believed  Senor 
Guerra's  art  must  meet  with  recognition 
all  over  the  world,  and  that  my  country- 
men were  not  slow  to  appreciate  genius. 
Could  corridas  be  given  in  New  York? 
I  thought  our  laws  would  prevent  this. 
But  such  laws  might  possibly  be  over- 
come. I  turned  to  the  quiet  figure  by  my 
side,  and  asked,  "And  if  it  could  be  so  ar- 
ranged, Seiior  Guerra,  would  you  come?" 
He  looked  me  quickly  in  the  face  to  see 
if  I  was  jesting,  and  answered  decisively — 
quite  sternly,  in  truth — "Yes,  I  will  come." 
Some  one  at  the  table  raised  a  glass  and 
proposed  a  toast  to  Senor  Guerra's  first 
corrida  de  toros  in  NuevaYork;  so  we 
drank  to  this  solemnly,  and  I  almost  felt 
as  if  his  coming  was  a  fait  accompli. 

There  are  extenuating  features  of  the 
corrida,  and.  like  every  other  sport  in  the 
world,  it  has  two  very  clearly  defined 
sides.  It  certainly  develops  qualities 
which  are  valuable  and  rare.  But,  at  all 
events,  I  shall  never  forget  the  wonderful 
drama  in  the  old  Roman  am])hitheatre  at 
Nimes,  nor  the  meeting  with  Guerrita, 
most  justly  famous  as  the  very  King  of 
Matadores. 
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AN  eminent  American  journalist  is  in 
the  habit  of  saying  in  his  own  paper 
that  there  is  no  such  thing  as  journalism. 
He  objects  to  the  word.  He  objects  to 
that  view  of  the  making  of  newspapers 
which  regards  it  as  a  profession.  He  de- 
rides the  notion  that  it  is  a  way  of  life  or 
an  occupation  for  wiiich  any  serious  pre- 
paration is  possible.  If  he  be  right,  it  is 
quite  clear  that  any  attempt  to  write  on 
such  a  subject  is  a  mistake.  But  I  ima- 
gine that  with  him  it  is,  first  of  all,  a  dis- 
like to  a  word,  which  has  nevertheless  a 
good  linguistic  origin  and  a  settled  place 
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in  the  language.  Whether,  again,  jour- 
nalism be  a  profession  or  not,  in  the  sense 
that  law^  and  medicine  are  ])rofessions,  it 
is  at  least  an  occupation,  and  one  of  great 
importance,  both  to  those  who  follow  it 
and  to  the  cominunity  in  general.  xVnd 
if  its  place  be  doubtful,  or  the  rules  which 
govern  its  conduct  less  definite  than  those 
which  prevail  elsewhere,  the  mor^^^  reason 
for  trying  to  ascertain  its  true  relation 
to  social  and  political  life,  and  the  right 
methods  to  be  followed  in  its  pursuit. 
There  is,  at  any  rate,  more  than  enough 
to    engage    us   during    the    few    minutes 
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wliicli  tlio  anii:il)le  ro;i(ler  may  find  liiiu- 
sclf  able  to  spare.  The  subject  is  large 
eiiou<4li  foi'  a  series  of  articles.  The  most 
I  can  now  atteiupt  is  u  brief  discussion  of 
such  points  as  seem  most  to  need  discus- 
sion, or  most  likely  to  interest  the  iiou- 
])rofessional  public.  I  sliall  have  to  leave 
untouched  most  of  those  lar2:er  considera- 
tions u])on  which  a  journalist  would  nat- 
urally enter  if  he  wished  to  form  an  esti- 
mate of  the  real  ])lace  of  the  press  in  tlie 
world,  of  tlie  causes  which  have  brouo-ht 
it  to  its  ])resent  hei<>-lit  of  power,  of  the. 
true  nature  of  its  mission,  if  it  have  a 
mission,  and  of  the  i)rol)al)le  future  which 
lies  befon;  it. 

An  authority  still  more  eminent  than 
the  eminent  journalist  I  have  quoted. 
Pi'ince  Ihsmarck,  once  scornfully  defined 
journalism  as  only  ])rinter\s  ink  on  pa])er. 
It  was  at  a  moment,  I  make  no  doubt, 
when  the  ])ress  was  expressing-,  on  some 
high  matter,  a  view  contrary  to  his  own. 
Then  he  would  belittle  it— he  never  stopped 
at  means  when  he  wanted  to  discredit  an 
opi)onent.  But  Pi'ince  Bismarck, the  most 
masterful  and  wide-reaching  intelligence 
of  his  time,  is,  among  other  things,  a  stu- 
dent. Vo  has  been  a  great  reader.  He 
would  hardly  describe  the  writings  of 
Plato  or  Goethe  as  only  printer's  ink  on 
])a])er.  Does  he,  then,  mean  that  to  the 
making  of  newspapers  there  goes  no  great 
amount  of  thought  or  ability?  And  if  he 
means  that,  how  is  it  that  never  in  the 
whole  history  of  i)olitics,diplomacy, states- 
manship, government,  has  any  man  made 
such  constant  use  of  the  press  as  Prince 
Bismarck  himself?  He  has  always  known 
how  to  find  tlie  instrument  he  wanted. 
Sometimes  it  was  a  king,  sometimes  a 
]\l()ltke,  sometimes  the  pi'ess  of  Germany. 
IVrhaps.  therefore,  we  may  neglect  even 
Pi'ince  l>ismarck's  dictum.  An  intluence 
which  throughout  Kurojie  and  America 
is  so  great  as  that  of  the  ])ress  is  not  to 
be  disposed  of  by  an  epigram. 

Perhaps  I  may  assume  that  if  I  get  a 
hearing  on  journalism  it  is  because  I  am 
myself  a  journalist,  and  may  be  supposed 
to  have  some  ])ractical  knowledg*^  of  the 
business.  There  are,  I  may  also  assume, 
some  young  readers  who  have  journalism 
in  mind  as  a  profession,  who  intend  to  de- 
vote their  lives  to  it.  to  adopt  it  as  a  career. 
Well,  it  is  a  soliMun  thing  to  make  choice 
of  a  career;  to  undertake,  as  t^very  vining 
man  must,  to  arrange  his  life  for  himself; 
to  construct  for  himself  a  cliart  of  his  own 


future;  to  resolve  that,  with  tlie  whole 
ocean  of  life  before  him,  he  will  sail  on 
this  or  that  sea,  steer  for  some  fixed  point, 
and  take  the  chances  of  sunshine  and 
storm,  and  of  what  may  betide  him  should 
he  reach  the  port  he  wishes.  It  is  not  a 
light  thing  to  advise  a  young  man  who 
comes  to  you  for  advice.  There  is  always 
a  chance— a  remote  one,  no  doubt,  but 
still  a  chance — that  one's  advice  may  be 
taken.  It  is  a  responsibility  I  should  not 
care  to  accept  unless  for  cause.  At  the 
same  time  I  have  a  feeling  that  if  any  ex- 
perience of  mine  can  be  useful  to  any  of 
the  younger  men  whom  I  hope  to  reach, 
the}'  are  entitled  to  it.  I  need  not  put  it 
in  the  form  of  advice.  I  otfer  it  to  them 
simply  as  a  record  of  experiences,  or  at 
most,  if  anybody  should  prefer,  as  a  sug- 
gestion. 

Every  man,  said  Bacon,  owes  a  debt  to 
his  profession.  He  said  it  of  the  law,  and 
he  paid  it  to  the  law,  which  did  not  ])re- 
vent  him  from  paying  it  to  his  country 
and  to  the  world,  taking  as  he  did  the 
lead  of  modern  thought.  I  humbly  ac- 
knowledge nn'  debt  to  journalism,  but 
not  without  some  reserve.  I  am  ready 
enough  to  stand  or  fall  with  the  profes- 
sion and  with  my  colleagues  in  the  pro- 
fession if  there  be  any  question  of  attack 
or  defence.  But  when  it  is  a  question  of 
a  sober  estimate  of  its  real  nature  and  posi- 
tion, and  of  the  career  it  offers  to  a  young 
man,  tlien  I  think  it  the  duty  even  of  a 
joui'ualist  to  say  what  he  really  thinks. 

When  the  ill-fated  Pi'ince  Alexander — 
a  gallant  soul  if  there  was  one  in  Europe 
— went  to  ask  Prince  Bismai-ck  whether 
he  should  accept  or  not  the  olTered  throne 
of  Bulgaria,  the  Pi'ince  for  a  time  put 
aside  the  question, and  finally  said,  "Well, 
to  have  been  a  ruler  of  Bulgaria  will 
always  be  an  interesting  souvenir."  By 
the  side  of  that  I  will  ])ut  the  equally 
well-known  remark  of  Thiers  that  jour- 
nalism is  a  very  good  ])rofession  if  you 
get  out  of  it  soon  enough.  What  Thiers 
said  may  seem  particularly  ap})lical)le  to 
America,  where  we  change  occu})ations, 
as  we  change  the  fashion  of  our  clothes, 
from  year  to  year.  But  it  had  much 
more  meaning  in  France,  where  it  was 
uttered,  because  in  France  nearly  every 
man  eminent  in  civil  life  since  the  Revo- 
lution has  begun  by  writing  for  the  ])ress. 
Thiers  himself  was  a  journalist,  so  was 
Guizot.  so  was  Gamhetta,  and  so  were  a 
score  of  otiier   ministers  and   statesmen. 
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There  it  was,  and  to  some  extent  still  is, 
the  recognized  door  to  public  life  in  the 
service  of  the  state.  Here  it  is  much  less 
so,  and  I  may  set  it  down  as  one  of  the 
many  paradoxes  of  the  profession — which 
is  in  itself  the  least  settled  and  conven- 
tional of  all — that  when  it  has  once  en- 
tangled a  man  it  so  seldom  relinquish- 
es its  grip.  His  service  is  apt  to  be  for 
life.  If  we  ask  why,  we  come  near  to 
the  answer,  or  to  one  of  the  answers, 
which  the  journalist  must  give  when  he 
is  asked  to  advise  anybod}^  whether  to 
enter  upon  it  or  not.  It  must  be  ad- 
mitted that  in  the  majority  of  cases  it 
does  unfit  a  man  for  other  duties.  Once 
a  journalist,  always  a  journalist;  that  is 
the  rule,  which  the  exceptions,  as  usual, 
do  but  prove. 

The  exceptions  are  mostly  those  jour- 
nalists who  have  a  capacity  for  business. 
There  is  a  business  side  to  journalism,  of 
course,  and  an  extremely  important  one. 
A  new^spaper  is  a  commercial  enterprise. 
To  write  for  it  and  edit  it  is  one  thing; 
to  own  it  is  another,  or  to  manage  it  or 
to  control  its  finance.  So  broad  is  the 
distinction  that  the  first  question  a  young 
man  has  to  ask  himself  is  what  he  means 
by  journalism,  and  with  which  of  its  sev- 
eral departments  does  he  mean  to  occupy 
himself.  This  business  side  would  need 
an  essay  all  to  itself,  and  the  essayist 
should  be  somebody  who  has  made  a  for- 
tune in  a  newspaper,  or  who  has  lost  one. 
Perhaps  the  latter  might  be  the  more  in- 
structive. We  all  know  who. the  men  are 
v^^ho  have  created  great  newspaper  prop- 
erties, as  it  were  out  of  nothing.  They 
are  not  numerous  —  far  less  numerous 
than  those  who, with  less  risk  and  less  ca- 
pacity, have  accumulated  their  millions 
in  some  other  business.  But  that  also  I 
put  aside,  for  I  must  again  assume  that 
the  reader  who  looks  to  journalism  looks 
to  it  rather  as  an  intellectual  pursuit  than 
as  a  financial  adventure.  He  is  probably 
considering  how  he  shall  begin,  not  how 
he  shall  end ;  and  if  he  meditates  a  plunge 
into  newspaper  life,  it  is  because  he  feels 
in  himself  some  gifts  for  writing,  or  has 
ideas  which  he  wants  to  express,  or  thinks 
he  can  gather  news  or  serve  as  corre- 
spondent, or  do  something  in  some  way 
toward  producing  the  printed  sheet  which 
interests  him,  and  which  he  hopes,  in  his 
own  time  and  way,  to  make  interesting  to 
others.      Let  us  consider  his  case  a  little. 

He  would  ask  himself,  I  supj)ose,  first 


of  all,  what  his  equipment  is,  and  that 
would  involve  the  other  not  less  impor- 
tant question  how  he  is  to  begin.  The 
eminent  journalist  whom  I  quoted  has 
expressed  the  opinion  that  no  training 
is  possible  or  useful  for  the  beginner.  I 
should  reverse  that,  and  say  that  there 
is  no  training,  no  acquisition,  no  form  of 
knowledge  or  experience,  which  is  not 
useful  both  to  the  beginner  in  journalism 
and  to  the  life-long  practitionei*.  If  it  had 
not  been  denied,  I  should  have  thought 
that  a  commonplace.  The  eminent  jour- 
nalist no  doubt  really  meant  his  opinion 
to  be  taken  satirically.  He  meant  that 
journalism,  as  now  practised  in  some  very 
conspicuous  instances,  had  no  use  for 
history,  or  for  political  economy,  or  for  a 
knowledge  of  the  laws  and  constitutions 
under  which  we  live,  or  for  any  form  of 
culture.  Even  then  he  went  too  far — so 
far  that  his  too  cynical  view  need  not  be 
combated  seriously.  Cynicism  is  a  mark 
either  of  immaturity  or  of  a  perverse  men- 
tal development.  His  view  is  too  much 
like  that  of  the  late  Lord  Beaconsfield— 
still  perhaps  more  familiarly  known  in 
this  country  as  Disraeli.  Lord  Beacons- 
field  one  evening  asked  the  party  whip 
what  sort  of  a  man  a  certain  new  member 
of  the  House  of  Commons  was.  "Oh,  a 
very  honest  man  indeed."  ''  Then,"  .said 
the  great  Parliamentarian,  "he  had  better 
go  somewhere  else.  We  have  no  use 
for  that  sort  of  thing  here."  Parliament 
and  journalism,  said  Matthew  Arnold, 
are  the  two  most  efi'ective  means  of  bi'ing- 
ing  the  signs  of  the  time  to  the  notice 
of  the  public.  Would  either  of  them  be 
etfective  if  in  neither  of  them  thei'e  was 
scoi)e  for  either  honesty  or  learning?  No 
one  of  us  believes  that. 

To  say  that  the  journalist,  like  the  poet, 
is  born,  not  made,  would  be  going  too  far. 
It  goes  too  far  when  it  is  said  of  the  poet. 
But  it  is  true  of  both  that  certain  natu- 
ral gifts  or  qualities  are  essential  if  any 
real  distinction  is  to  come  to  either.  Why 
does  any  one  look  to  journalism  as  a 
profession  ?  Not  merely,  I  think,  because 
other  professions  are  over-crowded.  Dan- 
iel Webster  was  once  asked  if  the  law 
was  not  over-crowded.  ' '  There  is  al  ways, " 
said  Webster,  "room  in  the  upper  stories." 
It  is  the  upper  stories  at  whicli  j^ou  aim. 
I  have  not  a  word  to  say  to  him  who 
thinks  of  entering  on  the  lowest  floor  and 
staying  there.  He  may  earn  his  living, 
but   he  could  do  that  bv  makin<r  shoes, 
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and,  of  the  two,  ho  bad  hotter  make  shoes. 
Tlicre  are  ainon<?-  reporters  and  collectoi-s 
of  city  news  many  acute  and  energetic 
and  cai)ahle  young-  men.  But  they  do 
not  remain  i'ei)orters.  It  is  ahnost  equal- 
ly certain  tliat,  tliougli  tliey  I'ise,  they  sel- 
dom rise  to  the  liighest  literary  ])Ositions. 
I  ho)>e  I  shall  not  be  thought  to  dis})arage 
a  body  of  men  whom  we  all  respect,  who 
ar<^  most  useful  and  indispensable  men)- 
hei's  of  their  profession,  if  I  add  that  I 
have  never  thouglit  theirs  the  best  path 
to  ultimate  distinction  or  great  place  in 
journalism.  The  reason  is  plain.  The 
qualities  which  make  a  good  rei)orter  and 
those  which  make  a  good  editor  or  a  great 
editoi-ial  writer  are  not  the  same;  they 
ai-e  not  the  same  in  kind,  and  excellence 
in  the  one  bi'anch  does  not  im})ly  excellence 
in  the  other  by-and-by.  I  have  no  time 
to  work  this  out — each  will  do  that  for 
himself.  Therefore  it  is  that  I  venture  to 
think  the  maxim  ''Begin  at  the  begin- 
ning'' not  a  good  maxim  in  journalism. 
^Maxims  are  for  the  average  man.  Not 
one  of  my  readers  means  to  be  an  average 
man.  oi'  would  be  content  with  mediocri- 
ty. It  is  better  to  turn  the  sailors'  adage 
against  l.ie  sailors — better  to  come  in  at 
tiie  cabin  windows.  If  you  mean  to  be  a 
writ(>r,  you  Jiad  better  begin  by  writing. 
Short-hand  is  a  very  useful  art,  but  it  is 
not  wi'iting.  nor  does  it  tend  to  the  mak- 
ing of  good  w^riters. 

Considered  as  a  training  for  the  highest 
journalism,  the  one  advantage  of  report- 
ing is  that  it  brings  you  in  contact  with 
life,  in  contact  with  ])ei'sons.  and  with  vari- 
ous forms  of  social  and  })olitical  existence. 
But  the  foi'nis  of  life  with  which  the  re- 
porl(M'  becomes  acquainted  are  not  those 
which  he  most  needs  to  know.  They  are 
often  those  of  wliicli  he  had  better  know 
as  little  as  ])OSsible.  If  the  young  jour- 
nalist will  but  regard  every  stage  in  l]is 
career'  as  educational,  he  will  soon  discern 
for  liimself  what  helps  liini  and  wliat 
harms  him.  wliat  toadies  him  the  things 
he  ought  to  know,  and  what  loads  his 
mind  with  a  mass  of  rubbish  which  only 
impedes  its  action. 

I  speak  of  ro])ortingas  an  oducal'uui  for 
him  who  means  to  be  a  writer.  It  may 
none  tlie  loss  be  a  g(H^d  a]^prenticeship 
to  one  of  the  gr(\it  oxoculivo  ])osts  on  a 
great  journal.  I  am  not  competent  to 
say  whether  it  is  or  not.  but  everybody  is 
com])otent  to  judge  of  the  high  talent  re- 
quired for  sucli  a  post.      A  good  city  or 


news  editor  must  have  great  administra- 
tive and  oi'ganizing  ability;  he  must  be  a 
good  general  as  well  as  a  good  journalist, 
and  such  places  are.  in  fact,  often  filled  by 
men  of  the  most  admirable  qualities. 

So  far  am  I  from  thinking  the  work  of 
the  reporter  or  interviewer  helpful  tow- 
ard the  higher  journalism  in  its  literary 
branches  that  I  would  wholly  discoui-age 
any  promising  and  really  ambitious  be- 
ginner from  accepting  any  place  in  any 
otiice  which  required  of  him  to  collect 
local  news  or  to  i-eport  speeches.  There 
will  always  be  men  to  do  that  kind  of 
work.  It  is  perfectly  honorable  when 
honorably  done,  but  we  ai-e  trying  to  find 
out  how  a  man  may  best  lit  himself  for 
the  highest  places  and  the  highest  duties 
in  journalism,  and  again  I  say  the  train- 
ing of  a  reporter  is  not  the  best  training 
for  the  highest  places.  To  explain  what 
I  mean  I  will  take  strong  cases— exception- 
al cases,  if  you  like.  The  modern  report- 
er of  sensations  must,  for  example,  ap- 
proach a  good  many  people  on  subjects 
which  concern  them  alone,  perhaps  in 
painful  circumstances,  and  often  in  a  way 
which  he  will  find  it  hard  to  reconcile 
with  his  own  self-respect  or  the  dignity 
of  his  profession.  He  will  be  expected  to 
force  his  way.  to  ask  impertinent  ques- 
tions, never  to  take  no  for  an  answer,  to 
consider  nothing  sacred,  nothing  impene- 
trable to  his  curiosity.  His  aim  in  life 
will  be  a  ■■  beat." 

Said  one  of  these  reporters,  not  long 
since,  to  a  respectable  citizen  who  had  re- 
sisted his  importunities,  "Your  unwill- 
ingness to  be  questioned  exposes  you  to 
grave  suspicions."  Another  ap})lied  to 
another  respectable  citizen  to  see  a  cer- 
tain collection  of  letters  in  his  possession 
—so  private  that  it  was  not  supposed  their 
existence  was  known.  Their  owner  had 
referred  to  them  once  in  a  ])rivate  con- 
versation at  a  dinner  table,  which  a  ser- 
vant, he  thought,  might  have  overheard. 
He  declined  to  show  iliem  to  the  reporter. 
Said  that  enterprising  person.  "But  if 
they  arc  not  here,  they  must  be  in  your 
country  house,  ami  my  instructions  are 
to  obtain  fi'om  you  a  written  order  to 
whoever  is  in  charge  of  your  house,  say- 
ing where  these  letters  are  to  be  found, 
the  key  to  the  desk  if  they  are  locked  u]"», 
and  instructicms  to  deliver  them  all  to 
me.""  Singularly  enough,  this  editoi-ial 
mandate  was  not  (obeyed  by  the  owner  of 
the  letters.      Another  method  is  common 
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on  papers  struggling-  for  notoriety.  A 
rumor  about  somebody,  probably  discred- 
itable or  disagreeable,  reaches  a  news- 
paper ofRce — is  brought  in,  very  likely, 
by  some  vender  of  scandal  who  lives  by 
this  trade.  It  is  bought;  then  a  reporter 
is  sent  to  the  pei-son  named,  and  he  is 
asked  to  confirm  or  contradict  it.  He 
denies  it,  or  refuses  to  say  anything,  and 
supposes  that  to  be  the  end.  "Not  at 
all,"  says  the  reporter;  "we  shall  in  any 
case  print  the  story.  We  will  also  print 
the  fact  that  j^ou  deny  it,  or  refuse  to  deny 
it,  and  leave  our  readers  to  judge.  If 
you  do  not  explain  all  the  circumstances, 
they  will  of  course  suppose  you  cannot." 
And  a  terror-stricken  public  submits  to 
this  t\M'annical  inquisitiofl. 

No  reputable  journal  practises  tliese 
arts,  but  they  are  practised.  They  may 
seem  extreme  cases,  or  tliey  may  not. 
They  are,  at  any  rate,  actual  cases ;  these 
things  did  happen  as  I  describe  them. 
Are  such  methods  a  good  preparation  for 
the  higher  journalism?  Are  other  in- 
quiries, such  as  even  some  reputable  jour- 
nals require  to  be  made,  a  good  })repara- 
tion?  I  would  say  to  the  young  journal- 
ist who  aims  at  distinction  and  usefulness 
and  the  upper  stories  two  things,  neither 
of  which  concerns  the  reporter  of  the  kind 
I  have  described : 

1.  As  a  journalist,  or  for  the  purposes  of 
news-gathering,  never  go  to  see  anybody, 

2,  Never  ask  a  question. 

The  maxims,  paradoxical  as  they  may 
seem,  may  be  followed  faithfully  b}^  a 
journalist  with  such  an  ambition  as  I 
credit  him  with.  He  may  sometimes  de- 
part from  them  —  rarely,  however,  and 
always  for  a  reason.  But  if  he  cai'es  to 
have  access  to  the  best  sources  of  infor- 
mation, and  to  earn  the  confidence  of 
tliose  men  in  public  life  whose  acquaint- 
ance will  be  of  njost  use  to  him,  he  will 
find  these  rules  golden. 

He  may,  at  any  rate,  abide  by  them  in 
corres})ondence,  which  is  a  different  mat- 
ter from  reporting.  That  is  a  subject  on 
which  I  should  be  glad  to  say  much,  from 
my  own  experience  and  otherwise.  But 
I  content  myself  with  quoting  a  recent 
editorial  remark  from  an  able  paper  out- 
side New  York: 

It  is  a  field  in  which  the  critical,  the  de- 
scriptive, and  the  discnrsive  facnlties  receive 
constant  enconrageinent.  A  correspondent 
writing-    over  his   own    siijnatnre    is    reheved 


fnll  responsibility  of  his  views.  This  is  essen- 
tially journalism,  while  the  work  of  desk  man 
in  a  newspaper  office  or  a  reporter  is  essen- 
tially not  i)rofessional.  It  is  a  trade.  In  the 
one  instance  originality  is  a  feature  of  success; 
in  tlie  other,  submission  to  a  fixed  and  possibly 
an  erring  policy. 

The  war  correspondent  has  long  since 
indicated  his  place  in  journalism,  and 
made  his  individuality  felt.  So  of  others. 
If  you  go  back  a  generation  you  will  find 
that  in  this  country  a  correspondent  was 
expected  to  confine  himself  to  news.  But 
look  at  the  Sunday  cable  despatches  now- 
sent  from  London  by  the  company  of  able 
men  there  engaged  in  the  service  of  Amer- 
ican newspapers.  They  consist  chiefly  of 
views,  not  news.  They  are  critical  com- 
ments on  the  events  of  the  week,  and  val- 
uable because  they  are  critical,  and  no 
longer  mere  summaries  of  fact.  That  is 
what  the  editor  I  have  quoted  calls  "es- 
sentially journalism." 

There  is,  I  will  add,  one  quality  essen- 
tial to  the  journalist  which  must  indeed 
be  born  with  him,  though  it  may  be  much 
developed  by  use.  I  mean  instinct,  or 
intuition.  He  must  have  flair,  a  keen 
scent,  both  for  news  and  for  other  things. 
He  must  know  what  the  ])ublic  will 
want  to  read  about  to-morrow  morning. 
There,  said  one  distinguished  editor,  lies 
the  whole  secret.  The  remark  is  much 
too  sweeping.  It  is  not  the  whole  secret 
— it  is  one  secret.  But  a  too  broad  gen- 
eralization is  alwa^^s  helpful.  It  directs 
attention  to  an  idea  or  a  theory,  and  sug- 
gests its  own  limitations.  He  must  know 
how  a  thing  will  look  in  print.  It  often 
looks  very  unlike  the  manuscript,  and 
unlike  what  the  author  supposed  himself 
to  have  in  mind.  These  delicacies  of 
perception  are  feminine — the  possession 
of  them  by  women  may  be  alleged  as  a 
reason  why  women  should  make  good 
journalists,  as  some  of  them  do.  But 
since  judgment,  balance  of  mind,  a  ca- 
l)acity  for  weighing  evidence,  and  the 
power  of  discriminating  between  wliat  is 
matter  of  principle  and  what  is  merely 
personal  are  also  necessary  to  the  good 
editor,  the  argument  for  women  must  not 
be  pushed. 

Mr.  Delane,  who  for  seven-ard-thirty 
years  was  editor  of  the  Times,  had  these 
various  qualities  in  combination,  and  all 
of  them  to  a  very  unusual  degree.  With 
what  sagacity  he  coiulucted  that  journal 
is    known,   though,   I    may    remark,   not 
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fully  known,  to  tlie  outside  woi-ld.  There 
is  perliaps  nothing  about  which  tlie  out- 
side world  is  more  curious  than  the  inside 
of  a,  f^reat  newspaper  ollice,  and  nothing- 
about  which  the  outsider  knows  less. 
Thei-e  is  an  anecdote  of  Delane  which 
shows  him  in  full  possession  of  this  in- 
tuitive gift;  or,  as  we  should  say  in  New 
England,  shows  what  a  good  guesser  he 
was.  Lord  Mayo,  Viceroy  of  India,  had 
been  assassinated  in  1872.  The  situation 
was  critical,  and  there  was  extreme  in- 
terest to  know  who  was  to  be  Lord  IMayo's 
successor.  Mr,  Gladstone  was  then  Prime 
Minister,  and  it  was  never  easy  to  conjec- 
ture what  ]\[r.  Gladstone  might  do,  espe- 
ciall}^  where  a  personal  question  had  to 
be  taken  into  account— judgment  of  men 
not  being  Mr.  Gladstone's  strong  point. 
Mr.  Delane  was  a  great  diner-out.  That 
was  one  way  in  W'hich  he  came  into  con- 
tact with  life,  and  in  London  there  are 
few  better  Avays  for  the  purposes  of  gen- 
eral politics,  and  es})ecially  of  high  pol- 
itics. He  met  at  dinner  Sir  William 
Gull,  then  the  leading  physician  of  Lon- 
don, There  was  a  discussion  at  table 
upon  the  effect  of  climate  on  constitu- 
tions, '  By-the-way,''  said  Sir  William, 
"Lord  Northbi'ook  was  asking  me  to-day 
whetlier  I  thought  the  climate  of  India 
would  suit  him."'  The  subject  dropped — 
no  more  was  said.  Mr.  Delane  drove 
straight  to  the  Times  ollice,  and  the 
Times  next  morning  announced  that 
Lord  Northbrook  had  been  appointed 
Viceroy  of  India.  His  sole  authoi'ity 
was  this  casual  remark  at  dinner.  Lord 
Northbrook,  who  was  then  L'ndersecre- 
tary  for  War,  had  not  been  mentioned  as 
a  candidate  foj*  the  post.  To  name  him 
Avas  something  more  than  a  splendid 
guess — it  was  an  act  of  courage  which 
success  justihed.  How  great  a  part  cour- 
age plays  in  the  conduct  of  a  great  jour- 
nal is  best  known  to  those  who  conduct 
it.  An  editor  might  take  Danton's  max- 
im for  his  own — de  randaee,  ef  eiicore  de 
Vaudace.  ef  toujoio's  de  I'audaee. 

Among  intending  journalists  none  is 
more  interesting  than  he  wlio  resolves 
on  devoting  himself  to  a  newspaper  life 
because  he  has  ideas  and  convictions 
which  he  wishes  to  impress  on  the  world. 
I  am  loath  to  say  one  word  which  sliould 
chill  his  enthusiasm.  It  is  only  by  en- 
thusiasm that  most  of  the  great  things 
have  been  done  in  the  world.  Still,  even 
the  enthusiast  must  consider  the  relation 


between  means  and  ends.  Let  us  sup- 
pose him  launched  in  journalism,  with 
liis  predominating  idea  that  the  newspa- 
])er  is  a  pulpit,  whence  he  may  pi-each 
the  gospel  to  all  mankind.  How  is  lie 
to  mount  his  pulpit^  How  is  he  to  gain 
leave  to  preach?  We  must  presume  it  is 
his  own  ideas  that  he  wishes  to  advocate, 
not  the  ideas  of  somebody  else.  He  can 
hardly  expect  to  obtain  control  of  a  paper 
all  at  once.  If  he  has  the  money  to  buy 
one  or  create  one,  that  is  a  different  mat- 
ter, but  that  is  not  the  way  in  which  most 
young  men  enter  upon  a  career.  They 
may  end  in  that  way.  and  even  that  is 
unusual.  The  editor  himself  is  not  al- 
ways able  to  say  what  he  wants  to  say. 
The  proprietor  looks  over  his  shoulder  as 
he  writes — the  views  of  the  editor  must, 
or,  at  any  I'ate,  do,  often  conform  to  his. 
The  counting-house  has  been  known  so 
far  to  mistake  its  true  functions  as  to 
consider  itself  an  authority  in  the  edito- 
rial room — such  and  such  a  policy,  in  the 
view  of  the  business  manager,  is  injurious 
to  the  paper,  reduces  its  circulation  or 
cripples  its  advertising,  and  he  therefore 
remonstrates  with  the  enthusiast,  suppos- 
ing he  remains  an  enthusiast,  who  has 
nominal  control  over  the  editorial  col- 
umns of  the  paper,  What  is  the  gener- 
ous young  soul  who  wants  to  convert  the 
world  to  do  in  these  perplexing  circum- 
stances? If  he  yields,  the  conversion  of 
the  world  has  to  wait.  If  he  resists,  the 
counting-house  is  only  too  apt  to  carry 
its  point,  and  the  editor  departs,  and  in 
that  way  also  the  process  of  regeneration 
is  delayed,  and  the  editor  himself  may 
not  easily  find  another  paper  to  edit.  I 
do  not  put  this  as  a  universal  case.  No- 
thing in  journalism  is  universal.  But  it 
is  a  possibility  which  the  crusader  must 
take  into  account. 

I  am  afraid  that  this  business  view  of 
journalism  must  be  carried  farther  still. 
Not  long  before  Matthew  Arnold,  then 
on  his  second  visit  to  the  United  States, 
was  sailing  for  home,  he  wrote  to  his 
daughter: 

The  great  relief  will  be  to  cease  seeing  the 
American  newspapers.  Here  one  nuist  read 
tlioni,  for  throngh  tlieni  only  can  one  get  the 
Knropean  news,  but  their  badness  and  igno- 
ble n  ess  are  beyond  belief.  They  are  the  worst 
fearnre  in  the  life  of  the  United  States. 

That  was  written  more  than  ten  years 
ago.  Shall  we  ask  ourselves  whetlier, 
since  then,  the  American  newspapers  have 
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grown  better  or  worse — whether  they  are, 
as  a  whole,  more  sensational  or  less;  more 
or  less  sincere;  more  or  less  serious,  in 
the  good  sense  of  that  word;  more  or 
less  truthful,  convinced,  instructive;  aiul 
more  or  less  ennobliri*^  to  the  American 
who  reads  them  or  who  writes  for  them? 
These  are  questions  which  each  reader  or 
writer  must  be  left  to  answer  for  himself. 
I  sugg-est  them  in  order  to  make  two  com- 
ments; and  first  a  comment  on  the  famil- 
iar plea  that  the  newspaper  is,  and  must 
be,  as  good  as  the  public  or  the  commu- 
nity to  which  it  daily  appeals.  I  do  not 
think  that  a  good  plea;  nor,  if  it  were, 
would  it  be  a  sufficient  defence  to  the 
charge  of  publishing  a  bad  and  ignoble 
])aper.  The  same  defence  is  heard  for 
the  theatre  when  that  happens  to  be  ig- 
noble or  bad.  It  is,  in  another  form,  the 
stock  theory  of  tlie  political  economist 
about  supply  and  demand.  There  would 
be  no  burlesques,  no  vulgarities,  unless 
there  were  a  public  which  wanted  to  see 
them.  There  would  be,  say  the  doctri- 
naires, no  papers  supplying  accounts  of 
crime  and  horrors,  no  making  of  private 
life  public,  no  scandalous  personalities, 
no  shameless  intrusions  into  social  life, 
no  appeals  to  base  motives,  no  systematic 
calumnies  upon  public  men,  no  liberties 
with  the  names  of  women  and  even  girls, 
no  daily  outrages  upon  all  the  decencies 
of  public  and  private  life,  unless  there 
were  a  demand  for  them. 

All  this  takes  for  granted  that  there  is 
but  one  public,  and  that  this  public  is 
one  and  indivisible.  There  are,  in  fact, 
several  publics,  and  it  is  open  to  each  ed- 
itor to  say  to  which  of  them  he  will  ap- 
peal. There  are  criminal  classes.  Will 
he  appeal  to  them?  There  are  classes 
with  a  taste  for  what  is  ignoble  and  bad, 
and  he  may  have  them  for  patrons  if  he 
will.  It  is  for  him  to  choose,  and  for  us 
to  hold  him  responsible  for  his  choice. 
Moreover,  he  who  panders  to  vice  creates 
the  taste  out  of  which  he  seeks  his  profit. 
He  rouses  dormant  passions  and  appe- 
tites which  but  for  him  might  have  re- 
mained dormant.  Is  h^  to  escape  cen- 
sure if  he  does  that?  Is  lie  to  shift  the 
guilt  upon  those  whom  he  has  corrupted, 
or  to  whom  he  has  offered  opportunities 
for  indulging  shameful  propensities? 

There  was  in  England,  a  great  many 
years  ago,  a  very  famous  action  for  libel 
against  the  editor  and  owner  of  a  paper 
which    throve   upon    scandalous    gossip. 


The  defendant  went  into  the  witness-box. 
"  I  only  sell,"  he  said,"  what  people  want 
to  buy.  It  pleases  them,  and  pays  me 
very  well."  "I  had  rather,"  answered 
the  counsel  for  the  victim  of  this  cynical 
malice — "I  had  I'ather  starve  than  pick 
sixpences  out  of  the  gutter."  The  coun- 
sel who  said  that  is  to-day  Lord  Chancel- 
lor of  England,  and  the  defendant  in  that 
libel  suit  is  still  picking  sixpences  out  of 
the  gutter. 

The  other  comment  shall  be  not  less 
practical.  It  cannot,  I  fear,  be  denied 
that  the  newspaper  trade  in  filth  does 
sometimes  pay,  as  does  the  trade  in  sen- 
sation, and  the  supply  of  what  is  called 
news  without  much  regard  to  its  accuracy 
or  truth — for  that  is  really  what  we  mean 
by  sensational  journalism.  But  I  do  not 
care  to  consider  the  pecuniary  result. 
Money  may  be  made  in  many  base  ways, 
and  there  will  always  be  those  who  think 
that  a  great  fortune,  however  acquired,  is 
its  own  excuse.  But  commercial  success 
is  never  the  highest  standard.  There  are 
other  things  worth  having  in  journalism 
besides  a  great  circulation.  Influence  is 
one.  Power  is  a  thing  far  dearer  to  a 
man  of  high  ambition  than  money.  Now 
I  mean  no  censure  upon  the  American 
press  as  a  whole  when  I  ask  whether  its 
influence  has  increased  or  decreased  dur- 
ing the  period  when  so  manj^papei's  have 
joined  the  class  we  all  agree  to  call  sen- 
sational. If  there  were  space  I  could  pre- 
sent a  budget  of  rather  striking  facts,  all 
tending  to  show  that  tlie  power  of  the 
press  in  this  country,  and  also  in  France 
— and  in  both  cases  for  the  same  reason — 
has  declined  within  the  last  decade,  or 
during  the  life  of  the  present  generation. 
I  will  give  one  or  two.  Everybody  re- 
members how  persistently  an  American 
journal  of  great  circulation,  and  edited, 
from  its  own  point  of  view,  with  great 
ability,  attacked  a  certain  financier  who 
negotiated  two  great  loans  for  the  Trea- 
sury. He  was  held  up  to  public  hatred  as 
a  man  who  ])rofited  by  the  needs  of  his 
country  to  augment  his  private  fortune. 
He  was  accused  of  dishonest  practices. 
He  was  called  a  robber.  This  went  on 
for  months.  Did  anybody  ever  think  the 
worse  of  him?  Does  he  stand  less  high 
to-day?  Is  his  credit  im])aired?  Is  his 
reputation  damaged?  And  if  not, what  is 
to  be  thought  of  the  power  of  a  great  jour- 
nal which  tries  to  crush  an  opponent,  a 
single  individual,  and  cannot?     He  never 
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rei)li("d,    iievor    d<'f(>n(l('(l    liinisclf,   never  ished  by  tlieir  answers.       Tliey  will   tell 

brouj^lii  an  action  for  libel.      His  cliai-ac-  bini,  or    many   of    tiieni    will,    that    they 

ter   was   and    is   bis  best  defence — unless  have    ceased    to    pay    nmcli    attention    lo 

the  wantonness  and  l)itterness  of  the  at-  wiiat    his   paper    says.       They    once    did. 

tack'  were  perhai)s  his  best  defence.  Why  do  they  no  longer?     Tliey  will  per- 

Jiut  I  will  take  a  broader  issue.      The  haps  tell   him  why.      Perliaps  he   knows 

two    oovernnicnts   of    the    United    States  without  being- told.      There  are.  of  coui-se. 

and    Cirent    Ih'ilain     lately    negotiated    a  journals  which  still  retain  their  old    au- 

Trealy   of  Arbiti-ation.      Tliis  trt^aty  was  thority  in  matters  of  opinion,  or  some  of 

framed  with  such  skill  by  tlie  American  it.      A  comparison  between  their  methods 

S(H'relarv  of  State  and  the  ]>ritisli  ambas-  and  those  of  the  journals  wliich  have  lost 

sado)'  that  it  })romised  to  i)rovide  a  work-  their  authoi'ity.  or  never  possessed  it.  will 

ai)Ie  scIk me  of  i)crmanent  and  automatic  ex})lain  a  good  deal.      The  journal  which 

arbitration.    It  met  most  of  tlic  objections  is  honest,  able,  consistent,  really  in  ear- 

of  those  friends  of  arbitration  in  specific  nest,   loyal    to    its    own    principles  —  it  is 

cases    w^ho    had    not    thought    a    general  necessary  to   have  principles  in  order  to 

treatv  likely  to  be  useful.    It  was,  indeed,  be  loyal  to  them — and  loyal  to  the  public, 

a  monumiMit   to  the  diplomatic  capacity  sucli    a  journal   still   has    authority,  still 

of  Sir  .luliaii  Vauncefote  and  ]\Ir.  Olney.  wields  an  intluence. 

The  rr(>si(lent  sent  it  to  the  Senate  for  We  journalists  are  much  too  apt  to 
i-atilication.  TIk^  whole  country  ratified  take  a  journalistic  view.  We  sit  inside 
it  in  advaiic(>.  The  press  of  the  whole  the  newspaper  oHice  and  look  out  upon 
country,  with  few  important  exceptions,  the  world  from  its  windows.  They  are 
approved  it.  The  Senate  hesitated,  and  often  very  high  ;  a  clear,  distinct  view  of 
begau  to  t:im])er  with  the  treaty.  The  what  passes  on  the  earth  below  is  not  to 
])ress  remonstrated.  The  whole  force,  or  be  had.  The  glass  in  the  window  is  some- 
nearly  the  whole  force,  of  the  most  impor-  times  discolored;  pei-haps  sometimes  the 
tant  and  powerful  papers  throug-hout  the  eye  is  itself  jaundiced.  Whether  that  be 
United  States  was  broug-ht  to  bear  on  the  so  or  not,  there  is  in  all  professions  a 
Senate.  1  proved  futile.  The  Senate  g'ave  tendency  to  judge  of  matters  by  a  pro- 
no  he(Hl  to  the  ])ress.  but  went  its  own  fessional  standard.  To  the  lawyer  the 
way,  "amended  "  the  life  out  of  the  treaty,  book  of  mankind  is  the  statute-book;  the 
wrecked  it,  left  it  a  dead  and  emi)ty  thing-,  rules  of  court  are  to  him  i-ules  of  conduct; 

The  Senate. in  other  words,either  defied  he    measures  the   obligatiiMis   of  men   to 

or  entirely  disregarded  the  press  in  a  mat-  each    other    by  tlieir   conformity   to    the 

ter  as  to  which  the  inllueuce  of  the  press  written    law;  he   is   but  too  ready  to  be- 

might  have  been  expected  to  be  decisive,  lieve  that  if  a  thing  is  legally  jiermissible. 

Great  discredit  fell  upon  the  Senate,  and  it  cann.ot  be  morally  wrong-.      The  clei-g-y- 

to  this  th(»  press  contributed,  but  tlie  pen-  man  would  not  be  a  clerg-yman  if  he  did 

alty  would  have    been    nearly   the   same  not  hold  the  ecclesiastical  standard  high, 

without  its  help.      It  has  often  been  said  Joui-nalist,    lawyer,   clerg-yman — each    of 

that  the  ])ress  is  ])owei-ful  in   prt)porti<)u  tliem    needs  to  be  something'  more  than 

to  the  accuracy  and  enei-g-y  with  which  it  jouriuilist.  lawyer,  clergyman.      He  needs 

interprets  }>ul)lic  ()i)inion.      But  thei'e  was  to  be  a  nuin  of  the  world  also. 
a  case   ,vhere  Ix^vond  doubt  the  {:>i'ess  did  The  more  sitccessful    the   journalist  is, 

understand  what  tlu^  public   wanted,  and  the  more  likely  is  he  to  be  warped  by  the 

did  declare  the  wishes  of  tlie  great  major-  intluences  about  him,  to  be  tlie  victim  of 

ity  of  the  p(>oph^  of  this  country,  and  es-  his  own  ]>rosperity,  and  the  more  useful 

pecially  of  the  best  })eople.      Yei  it  failed  to  him  will  be  the  independent  judg-menl 

to  control  or  guide  the  Senate;   it  seems  of  the  outer  world   on  his  work   and   his 

doubtful  wlu^her  it  had  any  inllueuce  at  methods  of  work.     A  glance  at  his  ledger 

all  in  the  deliberations  in  that  extr,iordi-  or    monthly  halance-.sheet.  a  comparison 

nary  baiul  of  legislators.  l)ctween  the  circulation   of  his  ])aper  last 

If  the  editor  of  one  ov  another  of  those  month  and   this,  an  increase  in  the  num- 

journals    which    confuse   circulation    and  Ihm'   (^f  columns  of   advertising- — none  of 

iniluence  would  ask  any  of  the  re])re>tMU-  these   is  decisive.      Etn    him    g'o    into   the 

ative  men  with  whom   he   comes  in    con-  market-place:   let  him  ask  the  opinion  of 

tact  what  they  think  about  the  pow^r  of  tlie    competent    minority.        The    opinion 

the   press,  he    would    probably    be    asiou-  would  sometimes  astonish  him.  The  more 
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it  astonishes  liim, the  more  lielpfal  to  him 
it  will  be.  Probably  Professor  Butler  of 
Columbia  University  may  have  aston- 
ished him  by  his  recent  address  at  Vassar 
College.  "The  newspaper  is  fast  losing- 
its  moral  influence,"  said  Professor  But- 
ler. The  able  editor  will  not  agree  with 
that;  he  does,  in  fact,  publicly  disagree, 
and  expresses  his  dissent  from  so  sweep- 
ing a  judgment  with  characteristic  ener- 
gy. But  Professor  Butler's  opinion  is 
nevertheless  a  fact,  of  which  the  able  ed- 
itor has  to  take  account.  And  there  are 
many  other  such  facts;  they  are  far  more 
numerous  than  the  journalist,  from  his 
journalistic  point  of  view,  is  inclined  to 
believe. 

Let  me  return  for  a  moment  to  one  of 
those  practical  points  whicli  I  passed  over. 
I  wish,  though,  most  briefly,  to  urge  upon 
the  young  writer,  flrst  of  all,  the  value  of 
being  able  to  write.  It  sounds  a  truism. 
It  is,  in  fact,  an  elementary  maxim  seldom 
practised,  seldom  carried  into  full  ett'ect, 
seldom  used  as  it  ought  to  be,  seldom  ac- 
cepted by  the  beginner  in  its  true  sense. 
The  prevailing  notion  in  journalism  is 
that  of  Dogberry — "God  hath  blessed  you 
with  a  good  name;  to  be  a  well-favored 
man  is  the  gift  of  fortune,  but  to  write  and 
read  comes  by  nature."  Well,  Dogberry 
was  a  considerable  philosopher  in  his  way, 
but  he  was  not  infallible.  The  object  of 
the  writer  is  to  gain  access  to  the  mind  of 
the  reader.  How  is  he  to  do  that?  Not 
merely  by  the  possession  of  knowledge 
or  of  ideas  which  he  wishes  to  impart  to 
others.  He  may  know  history  and  hu- 
man nature,  he  may  have  mastered  every 
subject  on  which  he  wishes  to  discourse, 
but  if  he  cannot  discourse,  his  mission  as 
a  teacher  or  journalist  is  doomed  to  fail- 
ure. He  would  not  expect  to  gain  the 
ear  of  an  English  audience  if  he  addressed 
them  in  Hebrew.  If  he  be  dull  or  con- 
fused or  pedantic,  he  might  as  well  speak 
in  Hebrew. 

M.  Veuillot,  editor  of  the  great  Paris 
ultramontane  journal  VUnivers,  one  of 
the  most  effective  writers  of  his  time  in 
the  press,  said:  "The  journalist  who  writes 
a  sentence  which  does  not  convej^  its  full 
meaning  to  the  reader  at  fii'st  sight — a 
sentence  which  has  to  be  read  twice — does 
not  know  his  business." 

That  need  not  be  stretched  to  cover 
other  kinds  of  writing,  but  it  is  true  that 
what  is  read  in  a  newspaper  is  read  rapid- 
ly, often  hurriedly— a  very  different  thing 


— and  always  with  the  desire  to  find  out 
in  the  shoi'test  possible  time  what  the 
writer  has  to  say.  If  the  first  glance  does 
not  tell,  seldom  Avill  the  reader  give  you 
another.  You  must  bring  your  man 
down  with  the  first  barrel;  he  will  be 
gone  before  you  can  explode  a  second 
cartridge.  Lucidity,  simplicity,  direct- 
ness, those  are  the  qualities  of  style  the 
young  writer  must  try  for.  Others  will 
come  after — it  is  easy  to  embroider  or  to 
add  color — let  those  come  first,  and  if  he 
has  anything  to  say  he  will  gain  atten- 
tion and  keep  it. 

A  man  very  different  from  Veuillot, 
the  editor  of  a  very  popular  and  success- 
ful English  journal  which  circulates  very 
largely  among  what  in  England  is  called 
the  middle  class,  said  to  a  friend  that  he 
was  looking  out  for  a  new  man  for  his 
editorial  page.  "  I  can  tell  you,"  said  the 
friend,  "of  an  excellent  writer,  and  a 
thinker  as  well."  The  editor  answered: 
"  I  do  not  want  an  excellent  writer;  still 
less  a  thinker.  I  waiit  a  man  who  can 
put  commonplace  ideas  into  pompous  Eng- 
lish." There  you  have  the  two  extremes 
— two  conceptions  of  journalism  by  two 
men,  each  in  his  own  way  successful. 
Which  do  you  prefer? 

The  same  thought,  says  Pascal,  clianges 
according  to  the  words  whicli  express  it. 
The  thought  derives  its  dignity  from  the 
words.  There  is  in  that,  as  in  everything 
the  admirable  Frenchman  has  written  on 
style,  a  profound  meaning  and  a  direct 
practical  value.  I  do  not  know  of  a  bet- 
ter teacher  or  more  useful  guide.  There 
is  no  thinker  who  teaches  you  more  sure- 
ly how  to  think,  no  writer  whose  style  is 
of  better  example.  Tlie  good  French 
writers  are  all  worth  studying  —  I  will 
state  it  in  the  most  utilitarian  way — for 
tlie  purposes  of  journalism.  They  have 
the  qualities  wiiicli  the  best  English 
writers  lack  or  have  in  less  degree — those 
qualities  I  named  above — lucidity,  simpli- 
city, directness,  and  othei's.  They  will 
supplement  and  correct  that  training  in 
English  whicli  the  writer  of  English  must 
have,  and  can  have  only  by  deej)  study  of 
the  best  English  writers.  And  if  I  were 
asked  for  a  piece  of  practical  advice  to  the 
young  writer  of  English,  I  would  .say  to 
liim,  "  Read  French,  and  do  not  read  Ger- 
man." And  read  Pascal  above  all  other 
great  French  wn'iters. 

If  I  dared,  I  should  like  to  attempt  a 
critical  review  of  the  literature  of  journal- 


222 


HARPER'S    NEW    MONTHLY    MAGAZINE. 


ism  —  that  IS,  of  its  literary  merits  and 
demerits— here  and  in  En<i;]and  and  in 
France.  But  T  suppose  a  man  mig-ht  hard- 
ly do  that  and  escape  alive.  It  were  safer, 
though  })erhaps  less  honest,  to  rest  con- 
tent witii  the  accepted  Jingo  doctrine 
that  whatever  is  American  is  right.  But 
I  will  ^o  so  far  as  to  ask  you  to  reject 
that  docti'ine,  wliether  in  literature  or 
journalism  or  elsewhere;  to  open  your 
minds  to  whatever  is  true  and  just  and 
right,  no  matter  what  its  place  of  origin, 
and,  as  Emerson  said,  to  keep  them  open. 
There  is  in  the  American  })ress  much  ex- 
cellent writing,  some  which  is  supremely 
excellent,  and  much  more  which  is  sloven- 
ly. And  there  are  in  the  best  American 
papers  certain  neologisms,  certain  sole- 
cisms, certain  barbarisms,  certain  flippan- 
cies, the  ])revalence  of  which  I  think  a 
serious  menace  to  the  American  literature 
of  the  future.  We  permit  ourselves  an 
intolerable  license  of  speech,  intolerable 
freedoms  with  an  ancient  and  noble 
tongue.  These  are  perhaps  but  the  diver- 
sions of  the  young-  g-iant  trying  his  mus- 
cles. If  he  persists,  they  will  end  in  per- 
manent deformities.  He  will  have,  as 
JohnsoM  said,  the  contortions  of  the  sibyl 
without  her  inspiration,  the  nodosity  of 
the  oak  without  its  strength.  I  entreat 
you  to  believe  that  these  ravages  upon 
the  English  tongue  have  no  flavor  of 
patriotism  in  them.  If  we  nourish 
grudges  against  England,  this  is  not  the 
way  to  pay  them  off.  We  injure  our- 
selves, not  the  English.  We  debase  the 
language,  which  is  as  much  our  inherit- 
ance as  theirs.  What  we  received  from 
the  Bible  and  Sliakespeare  and  Milton  and 
Burke — are  we  to  put  it  to  base  uses,  or  to 
treasure  and  reverence  it? 

These  are  some  of  the  questions  which 
the  young  American  has  to  ask  himself. 
Let  him  not  believe  that  standards  of 
si)eech  consecrated  by  centuries  of  honor- 
able observance  may  be  violated  safely, 
or  that  the  caprice  of  to-day  is  a  better 
law  for  his  guidance  than  the  immemo- 
rial usage  of  the  noblest  of  our  race. 
"  We  may  put  in  our  claim,"  said  Burke, 
in  one  of  his  memorable  eulogies  upon 
England,  '"to  as  ample  and  as  early  a 
share  in  all  the  improvements  in  science. 
in  arts,  and  in  literature  which  have  illu- 
ininate<l  and  adorned  the  modern  world 
as  any  other  nation  in  Europe.  We  think 
one  main  cause  of  this  improvement  was 
our  not  despising  the  patrimony  of  know- 


ledge which  was  left  us  by  our  forefa- 
thers." 

That  is  as  true  for  us  to-day  as  it  was 
for  Burke  and  his  countrymen  rather 
more  than  a  hundred  years  ago— -true  in 
all  things  as  in  literature.  It  is  precisely 
that  appeal  to  the  conservative  instinct 
which  ought  to  be  most  effective  with  us. 
The  press,  above  all  other  institutions, 
ought,  I  think,  to  ground  itself  upon  that. 
Whether  it  does  or  not,  every  one  can 
judge.  Every  one  may  know  what  the 
aim  of  American  journalism  is,  and  to 
what  extent  it  yields  to  ambitions  more 
or  less  openly  avowed.  There  are  jour- 
nals which  seem  to  conceive  that  society 
exists  ill  order  to  supply  them  with  what 
is  called  news.  Publicity  is  their  pana- 
cea for  all  social  ills.  Well,  there  is  only 
too  much  publicity,  yet  the  social  ills 
grow  worse  and  not  better.  If  the  jour- 
nal is  to  fulfil  its  high  mission,  to  recover 
its  authority,  to  point  the  way  to  higher 
ideas  of  national  life,  it  will  ultimately 
choose  other  methods  than  these.  It 
must  appeal  to  the  best  and  not  to  the 
worst — or  even  to  the  second  best — ele- 
ments of  social  and  political  life.  A 
greater  degree  of  reserve,  an  absence  of 
self-assertion,  a  constant  fidelity  to  ideas 
and  principles,  a  uniform  respect  for  the 
immunities  of  both  private  and  public 
life,  an  appeal  to  conscience  —  these  are 
some  of  the  means  by  which  it  may  be- 
come the  real  expression  of  that  spirit 
which  is  the  spirit  of  the  best  people.  It 
is  the  best  people,  the  thoughtful  minor- 
ity—  the  remnant,  as  Arnold  said  —  the 
students,  the  true  patriots,  the  men  of 
settled  views,  with  convictions  which  are 
not  at  the  merc}^  of  accidents  or  of  ma- 
jorities, who  in  the  long-run  govern  this 
country.  If  they  did  not,  there  would 
presently  be  no  country  to  govern. 

We  often  talk  as  if  the  majority  gov- 
erned. It  never  governs.  Never  in  the 
history  of  the  world  has  the  majority 
really  governed.  Force,  said  Pascal,  is 
queen  of  the  world,  not  opinion ;  but  it  is 
opinion  which  makes  use  of  foi-ce.  And 
what  is  opinion?  Mine  is  the  unpopular 
view,  but  in  my  view  it  is  the  opinion  of 
the  instructed,  thinking  minority  which 
presently  takes  possession  of  the  minds 
of  the  majority.  Minority  has  come  to 
be  a  word  to  which  democrac}^  refers  in 
a  tone  of  contempt.  But  it  is  only  the 
minorities  of  the  present  who  are  scorned. 
Socrates, Christ  and  his  apostles, the  Prot- 
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estauts,  the  Puritans,  the  abolitionists — 
they  were  all  minorities.  When  they  be- 
come historical  they  are  respected.  The 
pulpits,  the  learned  professions,  the  col- 
leges— they  are  all  minorities.  Which  is 
destined  to  leave  a  broader  mark  on  the 
history  of  America — a  noble  university 
like  Yale  or  Harvard,  with  its  minority 
of  three  thousand  students,  its  minority  of 
professors  and  its  president,  in  a  minority 
of  one  or  ten,  or  a  hundred  times  that 
number  of  good, honest,  well-meaning,and 
ill-taught  Americans  in  any  part  of  the 
country  who  believe  in  themselves  be- 
cause they  are  the  majority? 


The  more  intelligent  the  majority,  the 
more  susceptible  it  will  be  to  intellectual 
influences,  and  the  more  docile  to  the 
thinking  minority.  It  is  for  the  Ameri- 
can press  to  say  whether  it  cares  to  have 
a  part  in  this  government  by  the  few  or 
not.  It  can  choose  for  itself.  If  it  con- 
tinues to  take  for  its  motto  that  of  the  plu- 
tocrat of  Horace— ?'e?)i,  quocanque  modo, 
rem— it  will  continue  to  make  money  and 
to  lose  power.  If  it  will  content  itself 
with  plain  living  and  high  thinking,  it 
may  have  a  permanent  share  in  that  privy 
council  of  the  wisest  and  best  on  whom 
depends  the  future  of  this  republic. 


A    MAN    AND    HIS    KNIFE. 

PASSAGES    FROM    THE    LIFE    OF    JAMES    BO\YIE. 
BY  MARTHA  McCULLOCH-WILLIAMS. 


MAN  and  blade  had  much  in  common. 
They  were  born  of  epoch  and  envi- 
ronment; they  owned  like  potentialities 
of  good  and  evil ;  both  wrought  after  the 
lustiest  Homeric  fashion,  and  in  the  work- 
ing earned  renown  as  wide  as  the  world. 

One  needs  an  inspired  pen  to  write  the 
chronicle  of  American  heroes.  Not  in 
straitlaced  stiff  and  starch  historic  fash- 
ion, but  to  show  them  in  their  habit, 
as  they  lived  after  the  manner  of  Homer 
with  his  Greeks,  or  that  dear  babbler 
Froissart,  the  men  of  the  Middle  Ages. 
A  mighty  moving  recital  it  needs  must 
prove — a  story  of  daring,  of  endurance, 
of  savage  hardness,  running  sometimes 
into  ruffianism,  yet  veined  and  threaded 
with  romance,  with  chivalry,  with  the 
loftiest  patriotism,  the  most  honorable 
punctilio,  as  in  nature  the  igneous  rocks 
are  veined  and  threaded  with  gold  and 
precious  stones. 

Walhalla  it  must  be,  rather  than  Pan- 
theon. The  transplanted  Anglo-Saxon 
has  not  lost  his  ancestor's  amazing  stom- 
ach for  fighting.  It  is  more  than  a  ques- 
tion, indeed,  if  in  contact  with  the  red 
enemy  he  has  not  developed  new  capacity 
in  that  line.  Certainly  he  has  acquired  a 
fine  originality  of  combat,  and  stands  con- 
fessed most  picturesque  of  all  ravagers 
who  since  time  began  have  wrested  em- 
pires from  hands  too  w^eak  to  hold  them. 

Never  a  better  type  of  him  trod  shoe- 
leather  than  James  Bowie — a  type  most 
engaging  to  the  natural  man,  though  })er- 


haps  reprehensible  to  moralists  of  the 
straiter  sort.  His  faults  were  those  of 
his  time;  his  virtues  came  of  nature  and 
heredity.  He  was  part  and  parcel  of  the 
rough  and  ready  ei'a  when  life  or  death, 
or  fortune  or  honor,  hung  often  u})on  the 
sting  and  ping  of  a  bullet,  the  flash  of  a 
blade. 

Indubitably  he  was  well  born,  albeit  it 
is  only  tradition  which  traces  his  descent 
from  the  famous  Maryland  Bowies.  It 
is  perhaps  worth  while  to  say,  in  the  be- 
ginning, that  the  name  is  pronounced  as 
though  spelled  ''Boo-ee,''  with  the  accent 
on  the  first  syllable.  His  father,  Rezin 
Bowie,  wedded  Elvira  Jones,  his  mother, 
down  in  Burke  County,  Georgia,  a  very 
little  after  the  colonies  had  won  indepen- 
dence. Rezin  Bowie  had  not  fought  in 
the  Continental  army.  He  was  but  a  boy 
while  the  fighting  went  on.  In  those 
primitive  and  parlous  times  men  and 
maids  came  early  to  the  holy  estate  of 
matrimony.  Grooms  of  eighteen  took 
brides  of  fifteen,  or  thereabout.  The 
wedding  was  an  all-night  frolic,  the  in- 
fare  an  all-next-day  one;  then  the  young 
husband  took  his  new  wife  up  behind 
him  and  rode  off  to  his  own  cabin. 

Sometimes  it  had  a  puncheon  floor  and 
a  door  of  riven  boards.  Then  thv.  couple 
belonged  to  the  aristocracy^  of  their  time. 
Oftener  the  floor  was  of  dirt,  the  door- 
shutter  a  blanket,  or  one  of  the  patch- 
work quilts,  without  which  no  girl  would 
have  dreamed  of  ^retting  mai'ried.      Forks 
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(li-iven  into  tlio  lloor,  and  spring-y  ])oles 
laid  Jicross  to  u.  conveiiicMit  crack  between 
tlui  lo.i^-s,  served  to  hold  tlie  featlierbed,  or 
tli(^  straw  tick,  or  the  leaves  wliicli  made 
slcei)  a  downy  tliiii<;-.  A  hearth  of  stone 
and  clay  took  up  all  one  end.  In  the 
oa,ble  above  it  there  was  a  wide  opening- 
for  the  smoke  to  eddy  through.  Blocks 
chopjx'd  from  handy  logs  served  for  seats; 
besides.  tli(!  man  liad  his  riile  and  liunt- 
ing- knife,  tlie  woman  lier  wheel  and 
cards.  If,  in  addition,  the  })air  ccnild 
sliow  an  iron  ])ot,  a  skillet,  some  pewter 
plates,  or  ci-ockei'y  ones,  their  house  was 
exce])tionally  W(dl  fui-nislied.  Out-o'- 
doors,  ))ossessi<)n  of  a  cow  and  calf  and 
a  ])ig  or  two  marked  them  as  persons  of 
estate  and  substance. 

With  such  an  establishment  moving  is 
m)  great  task,  particularly  wlien  the  will- 
ing- mind  of  a  great  hunter  is  incited  to 
the  change  by  dinjinishing  game  at  hand, 
and  tales  of  abundance  in  a  near  new- 
er land.  Kezin  Bowie  all  his  life  was 
a  mig-hty  hunter.  In  all,  he  moved  his 
residence  four  times,  and  always  upon 
the  track  of  the  vanishing-  wilderness. 
Eirst  he  went  from  Georgia  northwest 
into  Tennessee,  where  he  staid  for  seven 
yeai'S,  killing  bear  and  deer  galore,  and 
betweiMi whiles  lighting-  the  marauding- 
redskins.  Then  the  emigrant  drift,  as 
iri-esistible  as  ever  was  glacier  drift,  tow- 
ards the  plains  and  barrens  between  the 
mountains  and  the  Great  Lakes  picked 
him  u]),  but  drop])ed  him  a  long  way 
southward  of  the  Ohio. 

His  third  cabin  was  built  in  what  is 
now  I^ogan  County,  Kentucky,  which 
lies  southerly'  in  the  State,  barely  above 
the  Tennessee  line.  To-day  it  is  a  fat  and 
fertile  region  of  big  farms  and  golden 
agriculture.  In  l)Owie"s  time  it  was  all 
"l)arrens"' — that  is.  a  land  of  small  scrub- 
by timber  spots  with  wide  savannas  be- 
tween. Theo])en  was  covered  with  '"  bar- 
rens grass,"  wliicli  grew  so  rank  upon  the 
strong  unctuous  black  soil  you  might  ride 
through  it,  upon  a  tall  horse,  and  tie  the 
heads  either  side  of  you  above  tiie  good 
beast's  iuH;k.  DetM*.  (^Ik.  aiul  buffalo  ranged 
it  ])lentifully.  Eighting  varmint,  such  as 
bear  and  ])authers.  abounded  moi'e  in  the 
land  of  streams  antl  can(\  whicii  lay  along 
the  Cumberland,  tlit^  Tennessee,  and  the 
Mississippi.  But  Iv>/,in  Bowie  was  for  a 
w^hile  content.  He  took  up  land,  woi-ktnl 
some  of  it  in  shambling,  liaphazard  fasii- 
ion  Avhat  time  he  was  not  out  with   his 


rifle,  and  found  existence  tolerable  and 
to  be  endured,  though  he  could  not  help 
a  bit  of  envy  when  he  heard  the  bear- 
hunting  tales  of  adventurous  passers-by. 

In  179G  his  son  Jaines  was  born.  Be- 
fore he  was  big  enough  to  hold  a  plough 
or  rifle  the  fit  had  seized  his  father  again 
— a  family  moving  was  on.  This  time  it 
was  not  a  matter  of  loading  household 
stutF  into  the  ox-cart,  setting  the  mother 
upon  an  ambling-  brood-mare,  with  one 
child  in  her  lap.  another  behind  her,  and 
the  rest  of  her  brood  running  and  racing- 
after  live-stock  might}'  loath  to  quit  its 
range.  Instead  there  was  but  the  brief 
passage  to  a  llat-boat  built  upon  the  banks 
of  Red  Ixiver,  which  runs  down  to  the 
Cumberland,  as  that  stream  in  turn  runs 
down  to  the  Ohio,  Into  the  square  un- 
wieldy hulk  went  all  tlie  Bowies  and  all 
their  possessions,  which  by  this  time  in- 
cluded a  slave  or  so.  Tlie  waters,  good 
hap,  and  good  boating  did  the  rest.  In- 
side six  months  the  famih*  was  safely  es- 
tablished in  Louisiana. 

They  throve  and  prospered  there,  in 
Catahoula  Parish,  but  after  a  mannerly, 
modest  fashion.  Land  might  be  had  for 
a  song,  the  richest  land  in  the  world  ;  but 
hunters  born  of  the  Bowie  pattern  rare- 
ly yearn  to  become  territorial  magnates. 
Ears  ever  open  to  the  lurings  of  woods 
and  waters,  senses  craving  the  tense  thrill 
of  moving  accidents  by  flood  and  field,  are 
deaf  and  cold  to  the  siren-song  of  riches. 
Besides,  riches  came  in  the  main  through 
a  cotton  or  sugar  i)lantation.  Eezin 
]>owie  lacked  equally  the  will  and  the 
money  for  setting  up  either.  Sometimes 
he  went  afield  with  his  few  slaves  and 
his  flock  of  lusty  lads.  Oftener  he  left 
the  hou.se  and  the  negroes  to  his  wife's 
management,  and  took  his  sons  with  him 
to  slay  and  spare  not  whatever  i-an  or 
flew  or  swam  in  prairie,  marsh,  or  bayou. 

Naturally  the  sons  came  early  to  the 
poise  and  confldence  of  manhood.  At 
eighteen  James  set  u})  for  himself.  It 
was  in  the  humblest  honest  fashion.  He 
was  poor  and  proud — too  proud  to  pit  his 
smatterof  education  against  lads  of  better 
learning.  But  he  stood  six  foot  three, 
and  owned  one  hundred  and  eighty 
})ounds  of  superb  bone  and  nniscle.  Tn 
spite  of  his  weight,  he  appeared  lean  and 
rawboned  almost  to  lankness.  It  was 
nniscle  quick  as  lightning,  informed  l)y 
nerves  as  firm  as  steel,  and  governed  by 
an  eve  unerring  as  death.* 
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Of  a  fair,  florid  countenance,  with  deep- 
set  gray  eyes,  high  cheek-bones,  and  a 
thatch  of  red-sandy  hair,  he  had  scant 
claim  to  good  looks;  yet  so  winning  was 
liis  smile,  so  quick  and  hearty  the  twinkle 
of  his  eye.  lie  was  accounted  a  fine  young 
fellow.  Open  -  handed,  open  -  hearted, 
frankly  good-natured,  a  tiger  in  anger,  a 
superb  hater,  a  rock  of  steadfastness  to 
those  he  called  friends,  he  came  easily  to 
dominate  the  men  about  him,  though  he 
did  no  more  than  saw  boards  for  a  living. 

It  was  with  a  whip-saw — something 
this  generation  knows  not.  For  it  the 
log  is  set  nearly  upright.  One  sawyer 
stands  upon  a  scaffold  at  one  side,  the 
other  in  a  pit  opposite  the  scaffold.  Be- 
tween them  the  saw  plays,  impelled  by 
the  force  of  massy  arms.  Hard  work — 
heart-breaking,  even,  amid  languid  South- 
ern airs,  under  a  fervid  sun.  Nor  was 
the  sawing  all.  When  the  boards  lay 
fair  and  straight,  they  must  needs  be 
rafted  down  to  the  city  of  purchase. 
Rafting  is  slow  work,  something  perilous, 
and  certainly  toilsome  upon  the  creep- 
ing gliddery  bayou  waters  or  the  slack 
and  sluggish  lower  Mississippi.  Notwith- 
standing, young  Bowie  kept  a  good  heart 
for  sport.  As  a  hunter  he  did  more  than 
credit  to  his  blood  and  training.  Off- 
hand with  a  rifle  he  could  bring  down  a 
wild-goose  flying  high  overhead,  and  put 
ills  bullet  in  the  neck  five  times  out  of 
seven.  But  marksmanship  bordering  on 
the  marvellous  was  a  common  attribute 
thereabout.  What  gave  the  young  saw- 
yer distinction  was  another  storj'. 

Several  sorts  of  another  story,  in  fact. 
He  could  not  merely  shoot  deer  running, 
but  lasso  them  in  fair  chase  over  the 
prairie,  give  them  a  fall,  and,  if  it  pleased 
him  so  to  do,  fetch  them  in  alive  and  un- 
harmed. He  could  likewise  lasso  a  horse 
from  the  wild  herds,  mount  him  without 
anybody's  help,  and  stay  upon  his  back, 
no  matter  what  was  done,  until  the  terri- 
fied beast  had  run  himself  tame.  By  way 
of  variety,  sometimes  the  lasso  was  cast 
over  a  big  bull  alligator  waddling  from 
swamp  to  swamp.  When  it  had  been 
drawn  taut,  holding  tail  and  jaws  in 
leash,  young  Bowie  mounted  the  scaly 
back^nd  rode  there,  laughing  and  shout- 
ing, while  the  astounded  saurian  went 
bellowing  w^ith  rage  toward  his  swampy 
haunts. 

Throughout  his  life  James  Bowie,  like 
Lord  Nelson,  '*  never  made  the  acquaint- 


ance of  Mr.  Fear.''  What  so  natural  as 
that  he  should  leave  off  sawing,  which 
meant  heaps  of  work  for  mighty  little 
pay,  and  take  up  a  profitable  venture 
whose  sole  disadvantage  was  the  risk  of 
it?  The  United  States  had  not  long  sup- 
pressed the  slave  trade.  There  were  plen- 
ty, still,  of  lowland  planters,  with  money 
in  both  pockets,  I'eady  to  buy  whatever  of 
"  black  ivory  "other  men  would  fetch  in. 
Lafitte,  the  Louisiana  pirate,  kept  up  the 
business  of  such  fetching  in.  His  haunts 
were  no  great  ways  from  the  Bowie  hab- 
itat; moreover,  young  James  was  in  the 
way  of  coming  upon  the  i)irate  whenever 
the  business  of  board -rafting  took  him 
to  New  Orleans.  Ho  was  too  shrewdly 
American  not  to  grudge  such  fair  profits 
to  a  pack  of  foreigners.  In  company 
with  his  brother,  Rezin  Bowie  junior,  and 
two  others  of  like  adventurous  minds,  he 
undertook  to  get  a  fair  sharing  in  it. 

Money  was  needed  to  begin.  Bowie 
sold  his  land  to  get  it.  Then  the  four 
entered  into  treaty  with  Lalitte.  He  sold 
them  sound  and  likely  blacks  otf  his  slave- 
ships  at  the  rate  of  a  dollar  a  pound.  That 
made  the  average  price  something  like  a 
hundred  and  forty  dollars  the  head.  In 
the  open  market  the  blacks  would  fetch 
from  five  hundred  to  a  thousand  each. 
But  there  was  another  and  a  belter  chance 
of  gain,  which  the  trading  crew  were  quick 
to  seize  upon.  Under  the  laws  then  stand- 
ing, all  Africans  brought  in  in  violation 
of  the  statute  were  confiscated  and  sold 
out  of  hand,  one-half  the  price  going  to 
the  authorities,  the  other  to  the  informer. 
Bowie  and  his  comrades  made  a  practice 
of  informing  upon  themselves;  then  when 
the  slaves  were  seized  and  sold  they  bid 
them  in,  pocketed  half  the  money  they 
paid,  and  found  themselves  free  to  otfer 
their  purchases  wheresoever  tli(\y  chose. 
For  the  blacks  were  now^  lawfully  within 
United  States  boundaries,  and  a  commod- 
ity as  staple  and  as  marketable  as  cotton 
or  sugar — or  even  newl}'  sawed  boards. 

The  profit  was  enormous — nobody  ever 
bid  against  the  partners  at  the  forced 
sales,  though  there  were  a  lively  crying 
and  a  swift  mounting  of  prices  at  the  later 
vendings.  Altogether  the  company  real- 
ized a  pi'ofit  of  some  sixty-five  thousand 
dollars  within  a  couple  of  years.  But 
the  business  involved  such  mummery  and 
flummery  of  false  names,  pretended  dis- 
guises, and  pretended  seizures  that  the 
Bowies  pretty  soon  tired  of  it.      They  dis- 
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solved  il,  and  at  least  set  about  s])ending- 
as  strenuously  as  they  had  gone  about 
inakin*;'. 

The  s[)ending'  was  ridiculously  easy. 
New  (Jrleans,  a  Pai'is  in  miniature,  lay 
within  arnrs-leng-th,  as  it  were.  A  winter 
there,  rulllin<?it  bravely,  o-arning  with  the 
best,  and  going-  tlie  hottest  pace  of  the 
time,  ate  up  money  in  lumps.  The  Bowie 
brothers  spent  several  such  winters.  In 
between  tliey  had  summers  full  of  poli- 
tics, with  much  incidental  diversion  of 
brawls  and  fighting. 

Now  we  are  coining  to  the  knife.  It  is 
the  direct  outcome  of  one  of  these  brawls. 
Bowie  drank  habitually,  but  rather  in  con- 
formity to  social  requirements  tlian  be- 
cause lie  cared  for  liquor.  No  man  ever 
saw  him  the  worse  for  a  glass.  He  was 
rarely  even  flushed  with  wine.  But  few 
of  the  men  about  him  had  either  such  con- 
trol of  themselves  or  heads  so  capable  of 
enduring  a  drinking-bout.  When  he  had 
drunk  tliem  down  they  were  apt  to  pick 
quarrels,  maudlin  or  bitter,  according  to 
their  tem])erament. 

Usually  Bowie  let  them  ])ass.  Most 
likely  he  thought  tlie  anger  no  more  than 
a  fume  o*'  the  wine.  Perha})S,  too,  he  was 
diverted  oy  it,  in  the  same  fashion  that,  as 
a  lad,  he  had  been  diverted  by  the  antics 
of  the  bears  he  trapped.  The  snare  he  had 
set  then  for  Bruin  was  a  hollow  cypress- 
knee  111  led  with  sharp  iron  spikes  point- 
ing in  and  downward,  and  baited  at  bot- 
tom with  a  luscious  honeycomb.  Eager 
to  reach  the  sweet,  Master  Bear  thrust  in 
his  head,  seized  it,  and  made  to  rush  away 
with  it,  but  found  it  impossible.  His 
head  was  in  a  wooden  mask  full  of  cruel 
pi'icking  ])oints,  and  back  as  lustily  as  he 
might,  the  points  went  with  him.  Then 
when  he  stood  upright  and  ti'ied  to  paw 
it  away,  he  heard  shrill  boyish  laughter, 
shriller  ci'ies,  at  last  the  ping  of  a  bullet 
or  the  swish  of  a  knife-thrust;  then  he 
sank  to  rise  no  more. 

Possibly  some  memory  of  this  came  to 
Bowie  when,  upon  a  line  summer  day, 
he  found  himself  unarmed,  yet  attacked, 
shot,  and  left  for  dead.  It  was  in  what 
\vas  upon  the  surface  a  political  quarrel. 
Bowie  was  not  ambitious  for  himself,  but 
had  an  inveterate  habit  of  backing  and 
defending  friends  of  his  own  party.  Most 
likely  some  tang  of  ])ersonal  affront  (U' 
grievance  gave  edge  and  acrid ness  lo  the 
clash  of  opinions.  There  are  human  tem- 
peraments that  mind  a  blow  less  than  the 


memory  of  a  contemptuous  laugh.  Bowie 
had  perhaps  laughed  once  too  often,  and 
came  near  to  paying  foi*  it  with  his  life. 

Three  months  of  wrestling  with  fever, 
delirium,  weakness  as  of  a  child,  and  he 
was  up,  riding  hard,  betting  high,  swear- 
ing great  oaths,  altogether  himself  again. 
But  with  a  diti'erence.  He  began  to  spec- 
ulate in  land,  with  fair  success:  farther,  he 
was  never  unarmed.  It  was  before  the 
time  of  bull-dogs,  swamp-angels,  and  the 
like  hip-pocket  friends.  Either  the  horse- 
pistol  or  the  hair-trigger  duelling-pistol 
was  ill  to  carry  about  one's  daily  con- 
cerns. Bowie  found  a  way  out  of  thai. 
For  his  liunting  he  had  made  a  local 
blacksmith  forge  him  a  sharj),  keen  knife 
from  what  had  been  originally  the  black- 
smith's own  rasp.  It  had  a  two-edged 
blade,  nine  inches  long,  of  a  faintly 
curved  outline,  and  thick  enough  at  the 
back  where  it  joined  the  handle  to  serve 
for  sturdj"  hammering.  For  this  he  caused 
a  neat  spring-sheath  to  be  made,  attached 
it  to  a  belt,  and  wore  it  constantly. 

He  found  it  a  fi'iend  in  need,  and  trusty 
beyond  words.  More  than  once  it  saved 
his  life  in  desperate  atfra^-s.  The  time 
was  heady  and  turbulent;  part}'  feeling 
ran  high;  duels  were  plenty  as  black- 
bei'ries.  To  the  public  mind  they  were 
a  necessity.  The  man  who  would  not 
fight  ''at  the  drop  of  a  hat,  and  drop  it 
himself,"  was  soon  made  to  feel  that  he 
had  very  much  better  not  have  been  born. 
There  were  progressive  duels,  too,  from 
which  the  popular  mind  no  more  revolt- 
ed than  it  does  in  this  era  from  progres- 
sive whist  or  euchre.  It  was  one  of 
them  which  gave  Bowie  and  his  knife  to 
fame.  In  some  way  there  had  come  to 
be  bad  blood,  black  and  bitter,  between 
him  and  a  certain  Colonel  Norris  Wright. 
After  long  bickering,  it  was  agreed  to 
meet  upon  the  levee  opposite  Natchez, 
Mississippi,  each  with  half  a  dozen  friends, 
duly  armed,  and  there  shoot  the  matter 
out.  There  were  a  dozen  on  each  side 
when  it  came  to  fighting.  The  battle 
was  arranged  to  begin  with  threes,  the 
rest  standing  by,  and  coming  in  only 
when  those  of  the  first  fight  were  dead 
or  disabled.  But  they  had  miscalculated 
their  own  self-control.  After  the  first 
fire  there  was  a  general  melee  —  the  re- 
serves to  a  man  gripped  pistols  hard, 
drew  knife-belts  to  a  handy  clutch,  and 
went  into  the  combat  to  do  or  die. 

Seven    did   die  —  die    in    their    tracks. 
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Bowie,  it  appeared,  was  like  to  make  an 
eighth.  He  was  down, desperately  wound- 
ed, weltering"  in  his  own  spurting  blood. 
His  chief  antagonist  bent  over  him,  pos- 
sibly bent  on  succor,  possibly  also  a 
coup  de  grace.  Bowie  struggled  to  his 
elbow;  there  was  a  flash  as  of  lightning, 
a  hurtling  thrust,  the  sound  of  a  cracking 
breastbone,  and  Wright  lay  dead,  with  the 
original  bowie-knife  deep  in  his  heart. 

The  fight  made  a  great  hue-and-cry. 
The  dead  man  had  warm  friends  and  pow- 
erful ones.  Bowie  was  thought  to  be  as 
good  as  dead,  else  their  vengeance  would 
have  been  sure  and  swift;  but  no  swifter 
than  public  inclination  to  Avear  and  own 
a  bowie-knife.  Local  smiths  worked  day 
and  night  forging  and  shaping  them  ;  yet 
the  slow  mails  which  took  to  Philadel- 
phia intelligence  of  the  feud  and  its  end, 
took  also  orders  for  two  hundred  weapons 
like  that  which  had  ended  it.  They  were 
to  be  made  in  all  fashions;  some  wnth  in- 
laid hafts,  some  with  silver  and  gold  be- 
dizenings  upon  hilt  and  scabbard.  But 
the  blade  was  the  real  thing.  Upon  its 
edge  and  temper  life  and  more  than  life 
might  come  to  depend. 

Bowie  did  not  die.  It  took  a  long  time 
to  conquer  in  his  fight  with  the  grim  ad- 
versary. Before  he  was  in  fighting  trim 
adverse  partisans  had  thought  better  of 
their  hotly  expressed  determination  to 
shoot  him  on  siglit.  Even  if  they  had 
not,  it  is  likely  nothing  sanguinary  would 
have  come  of  it.  There  was  that  in  his 
eye  and  countenance,  especially  when  he 
was  at  short  pistol-range  or  well  within 
the  limits  of  knife- thrust,  whi(;h  served 
as  an  antidote  to  gratuitous  blood-thirst. 

Beyond  question,  it  was  this  fight 
which  eventually  banished  Bowne,  but  not 
through  fear  of  resultant  bodih^  harm. 
For  all  his  rough  life,  his  reckless  cour- 
age, he  had  underneath  a  fine  fibre  of 
sensitiveness.  It  was  touched  in  the 
quick,  not  by  abuse  of  duelling  and  du- 
ellists, but  by  w^hat  he  could  not  choose 
but  read  in  the  grave  faces  and  shadowed 
eyes  of  the  better  sort  of  men.  With  the 
reckless  rough  -  riding  element  he  was 
more  than  ever  a  hero.  The  trend  of 
that  element  was  southwestward.  Bowie 
went  wath  it,  not  precipitately,  but  in 
languid,  mannerly  fashion.  It  was  1830 
when  it  landed  him  in  Texas,  which, 
though  still  a  Mexican  state,  was  quick 
w^ith  revolt. 

Bowie's    career    there    is    a    romance 


streaked  and  splotched  with  blood.  In- 
deed, it  could  not  help  but  be.  The  air, 
the  time,  the  people,  were  all  calculated 
to  provoke  it.  Never  w^as  there  a  more 
picturesque  commingling  of  human  ele- 
ments. Men'of  parts  and  breeding  were 
there  —  planters  from  the  Eastern  sea- 
board or  central  South,  with  the  cultui'e 
of  the  schools,  maybe  even  the  polish  of 
a  grand  tour  abroad.  Frenchmen  of  long 
descent,  and  the  subtlest  courtesy  too, 
from  the  heart  of  Louisiana;  a  sprinkle 
of  Spanish  grandees;  a  remnant  of  mon- 
grel Mexicans,  Apaches,  and  Comanches, 
savagest  of  their  tribes;  Choctaws  and 
Cherokees  dissatisfied  with  new  lands  in 
the  Indian  Nation.  More  than  and  more 
powerful  than  all  the  rest  were  men 
of  Bowie's  type,  alert,  hardy,  punctilious, 
shrewdly  far-sighted,  utterly  unafraid. 

Texas  deserved  them,  welcomed  them, 
took  them  to  her  prairie  heart,  made  them 
all  free  of  her  woods  and  streams  and  hills. 
In  many  of  the  hills  gold  was  thought 
to  lie.  There  was  grass  for  the  herds 
of  an  empire  —  grass  that  was  cropped 
and  trampled  by  countless  legions  of  buf- 
falo. Wild  ponies  ran  there  too,  and 
cattle  be^'ond  number.  They  had  nom- 
inal owners,  but  brands  were  not  strictly 
kept  nor  sacredly  respected.  Wild  fruit 
abounded,  particularly  wild  grapes.  Bees 
had  begun  to  fill  the  forests  with  honey. 
It  is  a  curious  fact  that  the  honey-gath- 
ering tribes  kept  only  a  little  way  ahead 
of  settlement.  The  Indians  said,  pathet- 
ically, when  they  heard  the  buzzing  and 
watched  the  creatures  wing  away,  ''There 
come  the  little  white  men.'' 

Texas  had  room  for  all — red  men,  white 
men,  little  white  men.  For  her  twenty  odd 
thousand  souls  she  had  a  domain  whei-ein 
twenty  millions  would  not  have  been 
uncomfortably  crowded.  Seven -tenths 
of  the  twenty  thousand  had  come  to  her 
from  the  United  States.  Not  a  few  had 
left  behind  them  histories  they  preferred 
to  keej)  untold;  but  there  were  many  more 
undistinguished, honest  folk, or  men  whose 
records  wei'e  wholly  admirable.  If  the 
law's  arm  was  shoi't,  life  and  property 
were  still  reasonably  secure.  They  are 
apt  to  be  in  communities  Avhere  pretty 
well  every  man  knows  the  Ten  Com- 
mandments by  heart,  and  does  not  shrink 
from  burning  powder  for  their  due  and 
proper  enforcement. 

Between  the  Natchez  duel  in  1827  and 
the  time  of  his  emigration  Bowie  had  had 
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several  fio;lits,  and  never  come  out  second 
best.  In  Texas  he  set  bis  liand  to  anotlier 
sort  of  ligbting-.  In  18.31,  with  bis  bro- 
ther Rezin,  six  otlier  men,  and  a  boy,  he 
.set  out  upon  a  trading-  and  exploring 
expedition  throug-h  the  heart  of  the  Co- 
manche country.  At  six  days'  travel 
from  ])ossible  succor  he  found  bis  ])arty 
as.sailed  by  five  hundi'ed  mounted  war- 
rioi's,  Comanches  all,  who  i-ode  like  the 
wind,  yet  shot  with  deadly  aim.  Resist- 
ance seemed  ho])eIess  in  tlie  face  of  odds 
so  great.  Bowie  took  the  one  desperate 
chance  left  him — and  won  the  game. 

He  divided  his  forces,  stationing  tliree 
in  one  skirt  of  woods,  with  the  pack- 
animals,  and  scattering  the  rest  about  a 
more  considerable  arborage.  Each  was 
fully  armed — had  rilie.  knife,  and  pistols. 
Powder  and  lead  were  plenty;  also  where- 
withal to  eat  and  drink.  Each  grove  had 
a  spring  in  it.  Close  about  the  waters 
the  white  men  lay  or  crouched,  resolved, 
"  if  they  must  die,  to  take  at  least  a  hun- 
dred redskins  with  them."' 

Five  days  the  fight  went  on.  Swoop- 
ing in  clouds,  the  red  riders  dashed  round, 
round,  ever  nearing  tlie  devoted  marks- 
men, and  seiuling  toward  them  in  whir- 
ring flight  arrows  and  bullets  thicker 
than  hail.  But  tiie  wheehng  ended  in 
rout  when  it  came  within  fair  rifle-range. 
The  men  crouching  in  cover  made  every 
mi.ssile  tell.  Men  and  horses  went  down 
in  struggling  heaps  at  the  sharp  crack  of 
their  weai)ons.  And  they  were  so  swift 
to  load  and  fire  that  the  chiefs  easily  per- 
suaded themselves  their  enemy  was  a 
liundred  strong.  But  the  attacking  went 
on,  until  threescore  braves  were  dead  and 
as  many  more  disabled,  to  say  nothing  of 
the  ponies.  Bowie  had  one  man  dead, 
whom  he  buried  reverently ;  one  desper- 
ately wounded,  whom  he  took  away  to 
safety,  although  the  attempt  appeared  to 
promise  destruction  to  all  the  band. 

The  higgest  Texan  town  was  San  An- 
tonio de  Bexai".  It  had  been  founded  by 
the  fathers  in  the  ]xilmy  days  of  Spanish 
conquest,  and  was  still  the  stronghold  of 
Spanish  influence. Spanish  tradition. Span- 
ish authority.  It  was  capital  of  the  prov- 
ince, and  owned  not  a  few  houses  line 
after  the  old  Spanish  fashion.  In  one  of 
the  very  finest  there  lived  Genei-al  Yere- 
mendi.  Governor  of  Texas.  He  had  one 
fair  daughter,  the  very  ap])le  of  his  eye. 
They  Avere  pure  Castilians.  with  all  the 
hauteur    of    Spain;    but    not    long    after 


Bowie  came  into  the  city  lie  had  won 
and  wedded  the  Governor's  daughter. 
As  to  his  life  with  her  there  is  no  record, 
save  that  it  was  brief.  AYitliin  two  years 
she  bore  him  a  child  and  died,  taking  the 
little  one  with  lier.  Who  knows  but  that 
the  light  of  reunion  to  the  best-beloved 
played  lambently  over  the  scarlet  death 
at  Alamo? 

When  Texas  declared  for  independence 
and  called  on  liersonsto  tight  for  it.  none 
was  readier  for  the  fray  than  Bowie.  He 
was  not  self-seeking.  In  command  with 
a  colonel's  connnission.  he  resigned  it  and 
enlisted  as  a  private,  under  Fannin,  soon- 
er than  provoke  dissension  in  the  iiatriot 
army.  But  he  could  not  keep  out  of  the 
connnanding  to  which  he  was  born  any 
more  than  he  could  keep  out  of  fighting. 
When  Alamo  was  fought,  he  was  in  equal 
authoi'ity  with  Travis.  General  orders 
were  signed  by  both. 

Befoi-e  that  grim  day  he  had  fought  the 
Grass  Fight,  a  skirmish  that  would  be 
amusing  if  its  tragic  sequel  were  lacking. 
Before  the  investiture  of  the  Alamo  the 
Mexican  army  lay  in  great  force  some 
miles  away.  It  was  rumored  that  a  pack- 
train  with  pannier-loads  of  silver  money 
was  coming  in  to  pay  the  men.  Bowie 
and  Travis  thought  such  treasure  might 
be  put  to  better  use  upon  the  patriot  side, 
so  kept  a  sharp  watch  upon  the  hostile 
camp.  Runners  brought  in  word  soon 
that  there  was  a  pack-train,  a  long  one 
with  bulging  panniers,  some  little  ways 
off  the  Mexican  position.  Bowie  went 
out  to  capture  it.  He  had  only  a  handful 
of  men,  but  these  he  hade  to  scatter  in  the 
high  prairie  grass  in  such  wide  order  as 
to  make  their  shooting  convince  the  train 
guards  that  the  whole  Texan  force  was 
attacking  them.  In  an  hour  they  were 
so  convinced,  and  ran  away  from  their 
burros.  The  Texans  took  possession,  and 
were  fighting-mad  at  finding  out  that  the 
])anniers  held  only  grass.  Forage  was 
needed  for  the  Mexican  cavali'y.  and  the 
train  had  been  sent  out  to  su])ply  it. 

So  time,  trotting  hard  withal,  ushered 
in  the  days  of  Alamo.  All  the  world  has 
heard  its  story  of  investiture  and  leaguer 
of  full  three  thousand  men  pitted  against 
one  hundred  and  lifty:  of  the  days  of 
desperate  fight,  more  desperate  hope;  of 
expresses  despatched  in  the  face  of  what 
seemed  death  bearing  appeals  for  help, 
that  even  at  this  late  day  stir  the  hlood 
like    a  trumpet-call.      It  was    the    Bowie 
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type  which  made  Alamo  possible.  Stra- 
tegically it  is  held  to  have  been  a  mistake. 
As  an  example  of  heroism  uiuflloyed,  it 
is  worth  its  cost  in  the  bravest  blood  ever 
spilled. 

''Surrender,  or  the  garrison  will  be  put 
to  the  sword,"  said  Santa  Anna,  in  the 
name  of  Mexico.  "Liberty  or  deatli !" 
answered  Travis,  spealving"  for  all  Texas. 
And  so  it  came  to  pass  upon  that  March 
morning — the  sixth  day,  in  the  year  1836 
— that  the  fresh  winds  of  Southern  spring- 
time fluttered  the  blood-red  banner,  the 
sign  of  no  quarter;  the  Southern  echoes 
caught  and  repeated  the  air  "  Degiiello," 
which  is,  being  interpreted,  Cuttliroat. 
All  tlie  Mexican  bands  played  it  as  their 
soldiers  sprang  to  the  chai-ge.  That  was 
at  the  earliest  dawning.  The  sun  was 
high  ere  they  made  breach  in  the  wall 
and  swarmed  wildly  through,  Travis, 
mortally  wounded,  was  fighting  still  ; 
Crockett's   clubbed    rifle,  lacking  powder 


and  ball,  played  as  a  flail— a  deadly  flail 
— upon  the  heads  of  his  enemies,  Bowie, 
from  his  sick-bed,  kept  up  so  desperate  a 
fusillade  he  built  a  rampart  of  dead  Mex- 
icans across  the  door  of  the  small  cham- 
ber in  which  he  lay.  At  last  one  Mex- 
ican more  thrust  a  musket  over  the 
barricade  of  dead  men  and  sent  a  bullet 
to  Bowie's  heart.  Fitly  has  Texas  in- 
scribed upon  the  monument  reared  to 
these,  her  martyrs: 

Thermopylffi  liad  its  messenger  of  defeat ;  the 
Ahiino  had  none. 

Ruthless  as  they  were,  Bowie's  enemies 
honored  him.  Tradition  vouches  that 
they  buried  him  apart  from  the  mass  of 
dead,  saying,  "He  was  too  great  a  man 
to  sleep  with  common  soldiers,"  He  him- 
self would  hardly  have  cared  for  such  sep- 
ulture. First  and  last,  he  was  a  man  of  his 
people — one  with  them  in  aims,  in  achieve- 
ments, in  passions,  errors,  and  desires. 


A    COLOXIAL    DAME. 

NEGLECTED    RECORDS    OF    THE   LIFE    OF    MLSTRESS  MARGARET   BRENT,  THE   EARLIEST 
AMERICAN    WOMAN    TO    DEMAND    THE    RIGHT     OF    SUFFRAGE, 

BY   CAROLINE    SHERMAN    BANSEMER. 


IN  this  age  of  progress  and  restless  ac- 
tivity, when  we  are  prone  to  think 
that  all  we  are  doing  now  is  a  climax  to 
what  has  gone  before,  it  is  surprising  to 
find  in  the  early  records  of  colonial  Mary- 
land the  prototype  of  what  the  nineteenth 
century  calls  the  new  woman. 

This  woman,  all  unconscious  of  her 
unique  position,  is  one  Mistress  IMargaret 
Brent,  kinswoman  of  Cecil  Calvert,  Lord 
Baltimore,  the  Proprietor  of  Mar^^land, 
and  of  his  brother  Leonard  Calvert,  the 
first  governor  of  the  colony. 

Leonard  Calvert,  as  we  know,  and  his 
little  following  of  twenty  gentlemen  and 
three  hundred  laboring -men,  landed  on 
the  island  of  St,  Clements,  and  celebrated 
their  first  mass  in  the  New  World,  March 
25,  1634.  When  the  news  reached  Eng- 
land of  tlie  goodly  land  they  had  come  to, 
of  the  fertile  plains  and  broad  streams, 
of  the  forests  abounding  in  game,  of  the 
vines  loaded  with  grapes,  other  colonists 
were  induced  to  follow  in  their  wake. 

Four  years  later,  on  November  22,  1G38, 
we  find  among  the  new  arrivals  in  the 
province  the  names  of  two  sisters — Mar- 
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garet  and  Mar}^  Brent,  who  were  cousins 
of  the  Calverts,  We  are  tempted  to  spec- 
ulate as  to  what  their  condition  at  home 
must  have  been  to  make  so  courageous 
and  enterprising  a  step  possible. 

We  find  the}'  brought  with  them  live 
men  and  four  women.  Being  of  the  Lord 
Proprietor's  family,  they  were  given  fine 
manors.  They  managed  their  estates  with 
masculine  ability,  and  as  their  affairs  pros- 
pered, ini})orted  more  settlers,  Tliey  were 
allowed  manorial  rights,  and  the  records 
tell  us  of  a  court-baron  which  was  held  at 
Mary  Brent's  home,  St,  Gal)riers  Manor, 
near  the  ancient  city  of  St.  Marys,  the 
capital  of  the  province. 

AVitli  Mary  Brent  the  i-ecords  have  lit- 
tle to  do,  and  we  are  left  to  infer  that 
she  lived  out  her  life  of  single  blessed- 
ness undisturbed  by  '"the  world's  ignoble 
strife."  Not  so  witli  Margaret.  In  all  our 
colonial  history  there  is  no  figure  which 
stands  out  more  clearly  than  that  of  Mis- 
tress Margaret  Brent,  as  with  a  strong 
hand  she  took  her  part  in  the  affairs  of 
her  time. 

It   is  chieflv  as  friend   and  adviser  of 
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Leonard  Calvert  that  she  is  conspicuous,     tue  of  lier  position  as  liis  lordsliip's  attor- 
GoveniorCalvert\s  lot  seems  to  have  fall-     ney.      Alas  for    Mistress   Brent   and   her 


en  in  troublesome  times  and  hard  places. 
In  16413  he  fouiul  it  necessary  to  return  to 
En«-land  to  confer  with  Lord  Baltimore 
about  the  affairs  of  the  province.  On  his 
retui-n  he  found  everything  in  a  state  of 
disorder.  An  insui-rection  was  brewing, 
led  by  Claiborne,  the  Virginian,  who  was 
admirably  aided  by  one  Richard  Ingle, 
who  is  branded  as  a  pirate — a  veritable 
Ca])tain  Kidd  of  Maryland.  Kent  Island 
easily  fell  into  the  hands  of  Claiborne. 
The  western  shore  was  next  invaded,  and 
the  insurgents  wei'e  everywhere  success- 
ful. The  town  of  St.  Marys  was  taken, 
and  the  unhappy  Governor  was  compelled 
to  flee  to  Virginia  for  ])rotection.  For 
iiearly  two  years  the  rebels  maintained 
supreme  ])0\ver.  The  records  of  the  prov- 
ince fell  into  their  haiuls,  and  were  muti- 
lated or  destroyed  at  their  pleasure.  Of 
attempts  at  government  we  find  not  a 
trace;  it  was  a  period  of  anarchy. 

Towards  tlie  end'of  1646  Governor  Cal- 


appi-eciatiou  of  the  rights  of  her  sex  1  The 
Governor  promptly  and  ungallantly  re- 
fused her.  The  injured  lady,  as  her  only 
means  of  retaliation,  protested  against  all 
the  acts  of  the  session  as  invalid,  unless 
her  vote  was  received  as  Avell  as  the  votes 
of  the  male  members. 

By  this  action  ^largaret  Brent  undoubt- 
edly placed  herself  on  record  as  the  first 
Avoman  in  America  to  make  a  stand  for 
the  rights  of  her  sex.  It  is  surprising  to 
find  how  little  this  fact  is  known.  In  so 
comprehensive  and  authoritative  a  work 
as  the  history  of  woman's  suffrage  edited 
by  Susan  B.  Anthony  no  mention  is  made 
of  this  extraordinary  woman.  In  fact,  it 
is  there  stated  that  a  Revolutionary  dame, 
Mrs.  Abigail  Smith  Adams,  wife  of  John 
Adams,  of  Massachusetts,  was  the  first 
champion  of  woman's  rights  in  America. 
In  March,  1776.  Mistress  Adams  wrote  to 
her  husband,  then  at  the  Continental  Con- 
gress in   Philadelphia:    "I   long  to  hear 


vert    raised    a   snuiU    force  of  Virginians     that  you  have  declared  for  independency. 


and  fugitive  Marylanders,  and  pledging 
his  own  and  his  brother's  estates  to  pay 
tliem  in  good  honest  tobacco,  entered  St. 
Marys,  and  soon  the  whole  province  glad- 
ly acknowledged  his  authority. 

Peace  was  thus  restoi'ed,  but   Leonard 


but  I  desire  that  you  should  remember 
the  ladies  ....  If  i)articular  care  is  not 
paid  the  ladies  .  .  .  we  will  not  hold  our- 
selves bound  to  obey  laws  in  which  we 
have  no  voice  or  representation." 

We  are  not  told  how  John  Adams  re- 


Calvert  did  not  long  enjoy  the  fruits  of     plied  to  this  epistle  from  his  fair  spouse. 


his  efforts.  On  the  9th  of  June,  1647,  this 
wise  and  just  man  died.  About  six  hours 
before  his  deatli  he  sent  for  his  kinswo- 
man ]\rargaret  Ih'ent,  and.  in  the  presence 
of  the  witnesses  gathei'ed  around  his  bed- 
side, said,  "'Take  all  and  pay  all,"  by  this 
brief  dii'ection  showing  his  confidence  in 
her  ability  above  all  otliers.  He  then  ap- 
pointed Thomas  Green  his  successor  as 
Governor  of  ^Maryland. 

]\Iistress  Brent  at  once  entered  upon  the 
discharge  of  her  duties  witli  truly  Eliza- 
bethan vigor.  On  the  sti-ength  of  her  ap- 
pointment as  Governor  Calvert's  execu- 
tor .she  claimed  the  right  of  acting  as  the 
Lord  Proprietor's  attorney.  This  was  al- 
lowed lier  by  the  ^llaryland  Assembly. 

Now  c(^mes  the  most  notable  event  of 
her  career.  AVhen.  (ui  the  24th  of  June, 
the  Assembly  of  1647-S  was  in  session, 
doubtless  occu})ied  with  discussing  the 
affairs  of  the  province,  their  riglits  as  free- 
men, etc.,  they  were  startled  by  ihe  ap- 
pearance of  Mistress  Margaret  Brent  u])on 
the  scene,  who  denumded  both  voice  aiul 
vote  for  lierself  in  the  Asseml)ly  by  vir- 


but  we  do  knoAv  that  in  the  famous  De- 
claration of  Independence,  where  all  men 
are  declared  free  and  equal,  the  women 
received  no  more  consideration  than  did 
Margaret  Brent  nearly  one  hundred  and 
fifty  years  before. 

But  events  show  that  Mistress  Brent 
was  none  the  less  a  ruling  spirit  in  the 
community.  As  we  liave  already  seen, 
when  Leonard  Calvert  secured  the  ser- 
vices of  the  ^laryland  and  Virginia  sol- 
diers in  order  to  recover  his  province  he 
pledged  his  own  and  Lord  Baltimore's 
estates  for  their  pay.  lie  was  unhappi- 
ly i)i'evented  by  death  from  fulfilling  his 
pledge,  and  the  soldiers,  alarmed  for  their 
remuneration,  seemed  ready  for  mutiny. 

The  weak  and  irresolute  Governor 
Green  was  not  equal  to  the  emergency; 
but  ^Margaret  Brent,  seeing  the  danger, 
came  ably  to  the  rescue.  Slie  calmed 
the  soldiers,  and  paid  them  in  full  fi-om 
Lord  Baltinu^re's  cattle.  This  action  was 
cleai'ly  not  to  his  lordship's  taste,  and 
brought  down  his  bitter  wrath  u])on  her. 

But   a   splendid   triumph  was  in    store 


A    COLONIAL   DAME. 


231 


for  her.  The  Assembly  (that  of  1649) 
defended  her  actions  with  a  gallantry 
worthy  of  the  courtiers  of  Queen  Eliza- 
betli.  They  tell  all  about  it  in  a  letter 
written  to  Lord  Baltimore,  in  the  involved 
and  superfine  language  of  the  day: 

As  for  Mistress  Margaret  Brent  undertak- 
ing and  meddling  vritb  your  estate,  we  do  ver- 
ily believe  and  in  conscience  report  that  it 
were  better  for  tbe  colony's  safety  at  that 
time  in  lier  bands  than  in  any  man's  else,  in 
tbe  whole  province  after  your  brother's  deatli ; 
for  the  soldiers  would  never  have  treated  any 
other  with  that  civilit}'  and  respect,  and  though 
they  were  ever  ready  at  several  times  to  run 
into  mutiny,  yet  she  still  pacified  them,  till  at 
last  the  things  were  brought  to  that  strait,  that 
she  must  be  admitted  and  declared  your  Lord- 
ship's attorney,  by  order  of  the  court,  or  else 
all  must  go  to  ruin  again,  and  the  second  mis- 
chief had  doubtless  been  far  greater  than  the 
former;  so  that,  if  there  had  not  been  any 
sinister  use  made  of  your  Lordship's  estate  by 
her,  from  what  it  was  intended  and  engaged 
for  by  Mr.  Calvert  before  his  death,  as  we  ver- 
ily believe  she  has  not,  then  we  conceive  from 
that  time  she  rather  deserved  favor  and  thanks 
from  your  Honor,  for  her  so  much  concurring 
to  the  public  safety,  than  to  be  justly  liable 
to  all  those  bitter  invectives  you  have  been 
pleased  to  express  against  her. 

As  executor  of  Leonard  Calvert,  Mis- 
tress Brent  had  an  inventory  made  of  his 
estate,  "as  appraysed  by  three  sufficient 
men."  To  any  one  accustomed  to  mod- 
ern luxury  there  is  a  startling  incongru- 
ity between  the  high-sounding  title  of 
Governor  of  Maryland  and  the  details  of 
this  inventory.     Some  of  the  items  are: 

Two  prs.  new  Holland  shoes ;  3  oz.  sweet 
head  powder;  3  small  bits  silver  plate;  I  sil- 
ver sack  cnp;  1  old  Bed  and  Bolster;  1  old 
green  Rug ;  1  very  old  Bed ;  1  empty  case  with- 
out bottles,  and  another  old  case  with  four 
bottles;  a  blew  jugge;  a  white  box  without 
lock  or  key ;  a  very  little  Trunk ;  a  Ked  leather 
letter  case  ;  an  Iron  Pott ;  a  kneeling  desk  and 
picture  of  Paules ;  an  okl  frame  of  a  chayre — 
2  combs  and  1  hatt-bnish. 

Most  of  these  things  the  poorest  of  to- 
day would  consider  as  fit  only  for  the 
ash-heap.  His  nu)st  pretentious  belong- 
ings were: 

A  large  howse  with  three  manors  belong  to 
it  at  Pyney  neck  valued  at  7000  lbs.  of  tobacco. 

A  large  frame  bowse  valued  at  4000  lbs.  of 
tobacco. 

Tobacco  was  the  only  currency  used 
in  the  colony.  All  rents,  debts,  and  sala- 
ries were  paid  in  it,  and  in  it  were  all  ac- 
counts kept.      It  was  worth  two  pence  a 


pound,  and  the  whole  personal  estate  of 
tbe  Governor  of  Maryland  is  estimated  to 
have  been  worth  but  £110. 

This  inventory  throws  a  strong  light 
upon  the  appointments  of  the  households 
of  the  early  colonists.  Furniture  was 
lamentably  lacking,  especially  beds.  Vis- 
itors either  deprived  the  host  of  his  bed, 
or  slept  upon  deer-skins  or  fodder  piled 
upon  the  floor.  If  there  was  little  com- 
fort, there  was  less  culture,  many  of  the 
gentry  making  their  cross-marks  upon 
documents. 

Yet  from  the  very  first  there  were 
attempts  at  good  living.  A  house  was 
poor  indeed  which  could  not  boast  of  a 
silver  sack-cup.  Hospitality  was  unlim- 
ited, an  old  doggerel  of  the  time  saying, 
Planters'  tables,  as  you  know, 
Are  free  to  all  who  come  and  go. 

Strange  to  say,  those  table  delicacies  for 
which  Maryland  is  now  renowned  far 
and  wide  were  but  slightly  appreciated 
in  tliose  days.  Indeed,  we  find  the  in- 
habitants of  Kent  Island,  who  were  cut 
off  from  their  supplies  of  corn  during 
Claiborne's  rebellion, bitterly  complaining 
that  they  were  obliged  to  eat  the  oysters 
out  of  the  water  to  keep  from  starving. 

There  was  one  moneyed  man  in  the 
province,  however.  This  was  Thomas 
Cornwallis,  who  had  made  a  fortune  as  a 
merchant  in  London.  He  was  chief  com- 
missioner of  Maryland,  and  furnished  the 
Calverts  with  the  means  to  found  their 
colony.  He  returned  to  England  to  end 
his  da3'S,  but  had  during  his  residence  in 
Maryland  "a  dwelling-house  furnished 
with  plate,  linen,  hangings,  bedding, brass, 
pewter,  and  all  manner  of  household  stuff, 
worth  at  least  a  thousand  pounds;  about 
twenty  servants,  a  hundred  cattle,  a  great 
stock  of  swine  and  goats,  some  sheep  and 
horses;  a  new  pinnace  of  about  twenty 
tons,  besides  other  small  boats."' 

What  a  contrast  to  the  pecuniary  con- 
dition of  the  Calverts!  At  this  time  Lord 
Baltimore  was  dependent  upon  liis  father- 
in-law.  Lord  Arundel,  for  the  support  of 
his  wife  and  children,  and  Leonard  Cal- 
vert liad  little  else  than  liis  daily  apparel. 

Such  was  Maryland  during  the  lifetime 
of  Margaret  Brent.  Though  the  people 
were,  for  the  most  part,  all  poor  alike,  she 
Avas  undoubtedh^  among  tlie  most  pros- 
perous. It  is  a  noteworthy  fact  that  she 
had  a  great  fondness  for  litigation,  and 
entered  more  suits  against  debtors  than 
any  one  else  in  the  colony  ;  which  goes  to 
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show  that  slie  was  an  excellent  financier, 
and  had  the  ahility,  so  to  speak,  of  tilling- 
hei'  ])ocl^ets  wilh  tol)acco. 

It  is  not  to  be  supposed  that  a  lady  pos- 
sessing' such  estimable  virtues,  so  many 
broad  acres  and  head  of  cattle,  would 
have  ])assed  through  life  Avithout  insjnr- 
ing  the  tender  passion  in  some  masculine 
heart.  In  her  youthful  days  there  Avere 
doubtless  many  suitors,  and  we  have  pos- 
itive proof  tluit  she  retained  her  powers 
gf  fascination  until  late  in  life. 

There  was  a  clergyman  of  the  Church 
of  Eng-land,  Thomas  AVhite.  of  Virginia, 
described  as  "a  man  of  full  sufficiencies 
of  learning,"  who  died  in  1G48,  aged  sixty 


years.  This  is  he  of  whom  Mistress  Brent, 
then  fifty-seven  years  old,  informed  the 
court  that  ''  the  lately  deceased,  out  of  the 
tender  love  and  affection  he  bore  her.  in- 
tended, if  he  had  lived,  to  have  married 
her,  and  did  by  his  last  will  give  unto  her 
liis  Avhole  estate.""  AVhich  we  siucerely 
hopc  was  some  slight  solace  for  his  loss. 

The  exact  time  of  her  death  is  not  re- 
corded, but  we  know  she  was  still  alive 
three  years  after  tliis  event. 

These  are  some  of  the  few  facts  handed 
down  to  us  concerning  the  life  of  !Marga- 
ret  Brent.  Meagre  as  they  are.  they  throw 
a  telling  light  upon  the  dim  outlines  of 
those  earlv  da  vs. 


A    TETITIOXER. 
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"  T"T7ELL,  I"ve  thought  I  was  glad  to 

V  V  see  people  before,  sir,  but  I  iind  I 
didn't  know  what  it  meant.  You  haven't 
changed  a  hair,  either,  since  I  sat  under 
you  Sundays  and  week-days."' 

"'  Tut.  tut,  George!  How  dare  you  talk 
to  me  lil.e  a  lover?     But  go  on."" 

•'  I  think  it's  twenty  years  since  I  saw 
you,  father,  isn't  it?  I  don't  know  why 
i  never  got  back  to  the  old  place.  I  know 
my  heart  goes  back  often  enough." 

"  Probably  ])ecause  your  body  doesn't,'' 
answered  Eathei*  Howard,  dryly.  He  was 
many  years  older  than  liis  companion, 
who  was  himself  no  longer  a  very  young 
7nan.  and  he  had  passed  the  time  when 
his  age  might  be  guessed  by  his  looks. 
As  he  was  then  lie  might  have  been  twen- 
ty years  before,  and  might  still  be  ten 
years  later. 

He  sat  by  his  host's  table,  from  Avliicli 
the  dinner  had  just  l>een  taken,  and  to 
which  the  coffee  was  mnv  brought — a  tall, 
rather  gaunt  iigui'e.  with  signs  of  what 
must  have  been  in  the  past  a  ])eculiarly 
erect  carriage.  His  veiun'able  wliite  hair 
fell  on  his  shoulders,  almost  as  long  as 
the  beard  on  liis  breast,  but  it  was  so  soft 
and  exquisitely  clean  that  every  cliance 
breath  of  air  cast  it  into  a  kind  of  dis- 
ordered halo  about  tlie  large,  bespectacled 
face.  His  blue  eyes,  deep  set  as  age  sets 
them,  looked  now  over  these  glasses,  now 
through  them;  and  in  spite  of  the  dim 
veil  of  years  that  tried  to  shut  them  in. 
thev  were  almost  maliciously  penetrating 


at  times,  or  twinkled  in  harmless  wicked- 
ness when  the  other  features  were  gravest. 

•'So."  he  said,  going  back  to  an  old 
topic  of  the  dinner,  his  eyes  laughing  now 
as  he  spoke — *'so  you  -were  the  boy  that 
played  that  bucket  trick  on  me.  were  you? 
How  did  you  steal  my  big  tin  bucket, 
sir?     Afraid  to  tell  me  now.  George?"' 

George  Verden.  in  his  ripe  manhood, 
sitting  at  his  own  table  near  his  own 
luxuriously  blazing  hearth,  set  down  his 
colfee-cup  and  rubbed  his  hands  ruefully 
on  his  knees.  "Indeed,  father.  I  don't 
know.  I  declare,  when  I  got  word  that 
Father  Howard  was  downstairs  and  wish- 
ed to  see  me.  I  caught  myself  looking 
around  for  a  ])lank  to  ])ut  in  my  trousers. 
I'd  been  sent  for  before  in  those  very 
same  words,  sir." 

"  But  never  can  he  again.""  said  the  old 
preceptor,  shaking  his  head  dolefully. 
"You've  graduated  from  my  bench  and 
rod.  I"m  sorry  I  didn"t  send  up  a  card 
when  I  came,  but  I  didn"t  happen  to  have 
one.  I"m  only  a  country  jig  in  a  big  city 
like  this.  Come.  George,  come:  ^vhat  did 
you  do  with  that  bucket?" 

AVerden  laughed  like  a  h(\v.  and  smoth- 
ered the  laugh  in  his  heard.  "I  never 
touched  it.""  he  said:  "  ycnir  big  kite  did 
it.  I  only  tied  two  strings  to  the  bucket- 
handle,  and  passed  the  first  along  the 
dormitory  floor  into  my  bedroom,  and  the 
second  to  the  window  where  the  hig  kite 
chanced  to  be  Hying  that  day.  That  sec- 
ond string  got  tied  to  the  kite's  line  some- 
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how,  so  when  I  cut  the  string  in  my  bed- 
room the  kite  carried  the  bucket  otY  down 
the  hallway  and  out  of  the  window  in  a 
flash." 

"So— that  was  it,"  said  Father  How- 
ard, with  an  air  of  satisfaction.  "At  last 
that's  explained.  It  seems  to  me  I  can 
hear  that  bucket  now,  going  down  the 
hallway  slam,  bang,  bang.  I  never  heard 
such  a  noise  in  my  life." 

"  It  did  make  an  infernal  racket!  And 
I  can  see  you,  too,  father,  coming  in  on 
the  scene  in  your  wrapper  and  slippers, 
and  looking  down  and  up  the  hallway, 
where  there  wasn't  a  sight  or  a  sound  of 
anything  or  anybody.  It  was  a  pretty 
good  trick,  I  think." 

They  both  laughed  in  unaffected  en- 
joyment. Father  Howard  had  listened 
eagerly,  leaning  forward  in  his  chair. 

"Well,  now,  this  is  pleasant,"  he  said; 
"there  are  some  advantages  in  growing 
old  and  toothless.  When  you  are  harm- 
less you  can  hear  all  the  old  jokes  on 
yourself  that  have  worried  you  for  years. 
I  never  could  imagine  what  became  of 
that  great  tin  bucket  and  that  huge  kite, 
and  I  never  once  thought  of  connecting 
them.  You  rascal  I  If  I'd  caught  you, 
I'd  have  connected  you  and  a  shingle. 
You  were  the  most  ingenious  little  wretch. 
I  hope  you  haven't  lost  your  imagination, 
my  boy." 

Werden  was  silent  a  moment,  and  then 
broke  out,  humorously:  "I  can't,  for  the 
life  of  me,  get  used  to  talking  to  you  on 
these  equal  terms.  When  I  was  a  boy  I 
used  to  think  of  you  as  a  kind  of  demi- 
god, and  wish  I  could  address  3'ou  some- 
thing like  this:  'Most  very,  very  rever- 
end and  worshipful  and  highly  honored 
father.'  Common  words  didn't  seem  to 
me  to  convey  any  meaning  at  all.  I 
wonder  I  didn't  approach  you  some  day 
on  all-fours.  By-the-way,  now  I  am  a 
man,  and  a  trifle — only  a  trifle — less  in  awe 
of  you,  I  want  to  ask  you  a  question,  if  I 
may.  There  were  things  I  worried  to 
know  in  those  days  more  than  the  big 
bucket  mystery  ever  worried  you.  Why 
did  we  call  you  Father?  You  don't  be- 
long to  any  order,  do  you?" 

"Why  was  the  toad  called  a  toad?  I 
suppose  I  look  like  a  father.  I  never 
was  one,  and  I  never  expect  to  be,  but 
I've  been  called  father  ever  since  my 
head  was  white,  and  that's  longer  than 
yours  has  been  black.  Anj^thing  else 
you'd  like  to  know,  my  son?" 


"  Well,  as  we  are  on  the  subject,  there 
was  one  other  little  matter  that  used  to 
bother  me  considerably.  Your  little 
black  cap — the  one  you  always  wore  in 
church — what  did  that  mean,  sir?  Was  it 
High  Church?" 

Father  Howard  drew  out  a  small  black 
silk  skull-cap  from  his  pocket,  and  un- 
folding it,  drew  it  on  the  crown  of  his 
head,  where  it  formed  a  round  centre  for 
the  radiating  white  hair. 

"  'Tisn't  High  Church, nor  Low  Church, 
either,"  he  said.  "It's  cold  church,  and 
I  wear  it  still.  What  i-idiculous  ideas 
boys  get  hold  of,  and  never  tell  anybody  !" 

The  long-graduated  pupil  looked  ad- 
miringl}^  at  the  unique  figure  in  the  op- 
posite chair. 

"  Well,  I  don't  know,  sir,"  he  said. 
"I'm  long  past  childish  fancies,  but,  as 
an  impartial  observer,  I  should  still  say, 
looking  at  you  with  that  cap  on  your 
head,  your  loose  black  coat,  your  gold 
cross  on  your  watch  chain,  and  your 
hands  folded  as  you  generally  do  fold 
them,  that  you  only  needed  a  stafl'  and 
some  cockle-shells  somewhere  to  admit 
you  to  any  stained-glass  window.  The 
garb  is  an  accident,  I  know,  father.  But 
you  can't  denj^  it's  a  perfect  type." 

The  old  man  looked  up  quickl\^  and 
keenly  over  his  spectacles'  gold  rims;  but 
finding  no  mocking,  and  much  affection, 
in  his  old  pupil's  face,  his  blue  eyes  grew 
very  kindly. 

"Imaginative  as  ever,  George,"  he 
said.  "  I'm  glad  to  see  it.  1  always 
picked  you  out  as  the  boy  who  was  to  be 
my  g]'eat  man.  Keep  your  imagination; 
you'll  need  every  whit  of  it  for  that  job." 
He  went  on,  ignoring  Werden's  gesture 
of  protest:  ''I  think  you  must  be  riglit  as 
to  my  ecclesiastical  i-ig.  xV  very  clever 
somebody  once  took  poor  Anglican  me 
for  a  Roman  Catholic  parson  in  earnest, 
I  had  this  cap  on  at  the  time.  It  was  a 
very  queer  incident,  by- the  way.  You 
might  like  to  hear  about  it.  Draw  me 
that  big  bed  of  a  chair  up  here  by  the 
fire,  and  I'll  purr  a  bit,  I  think.  I  feel 
like  talking.'' 

His  host  dragged  a  great  leathern  chair 
from  the  corner  to  the  centre  of  the  hearth, 
and  rising  a  little  stifily,  Father  Howard 
sank  into  the  comfortable  nest,  leaning 
back  in  the  soft  cushions,  and  drumming 
his  thin,  strong  fingers  noiselessly  on  the 
padded  arms. 

"Now  you  be  quiet,"  he  said.      "You 
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know,  I  (loiTl  ]iko  to  ho  iiitciTupted  Avhile 
I'm  tclliii;^'  a  sloi'v.  It  robs  me  of  my 
lie;id\vay.  If  tliere\s  ai) ytliiii;;'  you  don't 
understand,  wait  till  1  get  tliroug-li,  and 
tli(Mi  ask.      C(!rtainly  ;  smoke  if  you  like.'' 

AVerdeu  lit  liis  cigar,  and  settled  into  a 
cliairat  tlie  olliei-  side  of  the  hearth,  while 
Father  Howard  sat  gazing  into  the  em- 
bers, waiting  nnlil  his  listener  was  abso- 
lutely quiet  before  he  began.  With  the 
llrst  words  it  was  evident  that,  as  he  said, 
he  could  not  b(^  intcn-upted  in  narrative. 
What  he  said  was  Jiaturalness  and  sim- 
jdicity  itself,  but  he  told  a  story  with 
much  ease  of  manner,  and  that  depend- 
ence on  divine  atMatus  which  l)elong"s  to 
the  man  accustomed  to  the  stimulus  of 
an  attentive  audience. 

"  Not  so  \ery  long  ago.''  he  said,  slow- 
ly, "as  an  old  man  measures  time — you'd 
call  it  long,  long  ago,  I  su})pose — I  Avas  sit- 
ting one  night  in  my  little  inner  study 
at  the  rectory,  wi'iting,  with  my  lamps 
lit,  and  all  my  shades  up,  for  it  was  hot 
weather.  Suddenly  I  chanced  to  raise 
my  eyes,  and  as  I  did  so  I  saw  distincth' 
the  shadow  of  a  crouching  man  run  ah:)ng 
my  books  on  the  library  wall.  I  have  to 
begin  my  tale  al)ru])tly.  because  that's  the 
way  it  did  begin.  Of  course  I  knew  that 
shadow  had  a  substance,  and  the  only 
way  out  of  my  inner  study  was  through 
the  libi-ai-y;  so  I  rose  softly,  and  as  quick- 
ly as  my  old  bones  allowed  I  moved 
cautiously  to  the  door.  There,  sitting 
quietly  in  one  of  my  chairs.  I  saw  a  young' 
fellow,  who  stood  most  i-espectfully  as  I 
came  in  view  and  v/aited  for  me.  But 
that  shadow  had  not  looked  res])ectful.  and 
it  was  the  shadow  I  addivssed.  '  What 
is  it,  sir:*     What  can  I  do  for  you  T 

'■'I  want  to  make  confession,  father.' 
he  said,  glibly.  Tin?  fellow  had  a  manly 
voice, quite  a  relined  face,  and  a  frank  ad- 
dress. His  shadow  was  my  only  objec- 
tion to  him.  If  I  hadn't  seen  that,  and  if 
he  hadn't  l)een  breathing  a  little  hard,  as 
if  winded.  I  am  not  sure  I  should  have 
thought  he  was  lying  to  me.  I  s;vw  tliat 
what  you  are  ])leased  to  call  my  gar1)  liad 
made  him  think  me  a  Roman  L'alliolic 
l)i"iest:  and  as  to  his  making  entrance  past 
the  servants — in  a  recloi\v.  that's  been  a 
school  as  well.))eople  come  and  go  as  ilicy 
please,  and  so  long-  as  they  do  but  use  the 
front  door  nobody  questions.  But  in  this 
case  a  low  window  on  the  yai'd  i)orc'ii  vras 
half  open,  and  the  shadow  had  run  aci'oss 
from  that    side.      Tlie    evidence   m    hand 


was  against  the  man.  I  looked  liim  up 
and  down  over  my  glasses  and  then 
through  my  glasses.  He  never  flinched  a 
hail". 

"  ■  Are  you  a  papist.'"  said  L  I  knew,  if 
lie  were  a  true  son.  he'd  know  I  was  not 
one  by  that  question.  His  answer  threw 
me  all  out.  As  I  spoke  he  had  looked  me 
as  quickly  u})  and  down  as  I  had  him. 
though  not  in  an  ugly  way.  Then  most 
simply  he  said : 

"  ■  I  see  you  aren't  a  Catholic  priest  now, 
sir.  But  you'i-e  some  kind  of  a  father, 
aren't  youf  So  I  sup})ose  I  must  look  a 
father,  as  I  told  you.  just  as  some  animals 
look  their  names.  1  told  him  the  whole 
truth  then. 

'■  ■  lam  an  Anglican  pi'iest  of  tlie  Eng- 
lish Church  in  Amei'ica  that's  called  the 
Pi'otestant  Episcopal  Church  —  I  never 
knew  why.  1  have  heard  many  confes- 
sions, but  I  don't  believe  you  cauTC  in 
hei-e  to  make  ono  to  me.  Did  youT  We 
stood  again  looking  at  each  other;  and 
then  he  said,  just  exactly  as  quietly  as  I 
am  speaking  to  you  : 

'^  '  I  don't  see  why  I  shouldn't  confess; 
I've  got  to  say  something  to  you.  and  it 
might  as  well  be  the  truth.  I  thought 
you  were  a  Catholic  priest  when  I  saw 
you  through  the  Avindow.  so  I  i-an  in  here, 
because  I  knew  if  I  could  make  confession 
to  you  you  couldn't  give  me  up.  I  was 
brought  up  in  that  Church.  I  know  how 
to  do  it.  But  I  don't  know  how  your 
priests  hear  confessions,  or  if  they're 
hound  to  keep  them  when  they  do. 
There's  no  more  use  in  lying-.  I  suppose. 
The  police  are  outside  there  in  the  street 
hot-footed  after  me.  and  Rivers. the  smart- 
est detective  that  ever  limited  any  man,  is 
out  there  with  them.  I  gave  them  the 
sli})  for  a  second  and  ran  round  the  house, 
and  got  in  through  tiiat  open  window  on 
the  back  porch.  You've  only  got  to  open 
your  front  window  there  and  call  out  to 
give  me  up.'  I  loolced  closely  at  the  man 
again,  and  again  he  looked  at  me  as  frank- 
ly as  before. 

■■  "Rivers.'  I  said,  dryly,  '  has  a  quarry 
quite  as  clever  as  he.  it  seems  to  me.  You 
measure  your  man  very  quickly,  young- 
sir.  You've  taken  the  only  stand  on  earth 
that  might  make  me  lift  a  ling-er  to  help 
you.  Now  just  how  bad  are  you?'  T  ex- 
pected a  long  tale  of  false  accusations  and 
enemies  and  all  the  usual  excuses,  but  in 
place  of  that — 

"  '  About  as  bad  as  thev  come,  sir,'  he 
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said,  and  he  smiled  at  me  pleasantly  as  he 
said  it. 

"  'Go  on,'  I  said;  and  he  went  on. 

''  '  IVe  done  everything-  I  oughtn't  and 
few  things  I  ought.  The  detectives  all 
know  me  well,  but  I  never  was  caught 
before,  because  I  was  pretty  careful.  This 
time  I  went  a  little  too  far,  and  then  Tom 
Rivers  asked  for  the  job.  When  you 
know  he's  after  you  it  ties  up  your  feet 
somehow.  I  don't  think  any  of  the  oth- 
ers could  have  caught  me,  and  I  know 
I'd  never  have  got  away  if  they'd  left  me 
with  him.  I  don't  feel  sure  he's  not  look- 
ing in  that  window  now.'  He  hesitated, 
looking  at  me,  and  then  at  the  open  win- 
dows. 

"  '  If  I  clase  the  blinds  will  you  tell  me 
the  whole  truth?'  I  said.  He  gave  a  queer 
deep  breath,  the  first  sign  of  emotion  I'd 
seen  in  him. 

"  '  Before  God  I  will,  sir,'  he  said,  ear- 
nestly. 'I  don't  know  why  I'm  so  afraid 
of  him.     I  never  was  a  coward  before.' 

"I  drew  the  blinds  over  the  windows, 
and  sat  down, with  my  desk  between  him 
and  me  as  a  slight  precaution.  I  was 
not  sure  how  desperate  he  was  or  might 
become.  As  I  thought  of  it  later,  it  must 
have  been  a  queer  sight.  A  minister  of 
the  gospel  and  a  confessed  criminal  talk- 
ing there  quietly  and  shut  in  together, 
hiding  from  the  representatives  of  the 
law  outside.  The  man  kept  his  promise 
to  me  exactly  as  if  he  were  an  honest 
fellow.  Evidently  he  didn't  want  to  tell 
me  the  whole  truth,  but  just  as  evidently 
it  seemed  to  me  he  was  trying  to  do  so, 
not  keeping  anything  back.  The  charge 
against  him,  it  appeared,  was  burglary, 
and  he  didn't  deny  it  was  a  true  charge, 
and  he  didn't  pretend  it  was  a  first  offence. 
As  well  as  I  could  gather,  and  I  ques- 
tioned him  pretty  sharply,  his  story  u]) 
to  this  date  was  a  very  usual  one.  He'd 
been  an  incorrigible  boy.  His  parents 
had  died  earl 3^,  and  his  relatives  had  soon 
cast  him  off  as  a  bad  case — which  he  cer- 
tainly was.  He  seemed  to  have  fallen 
rather  gradual I3',  often  for  the  mere  ad- 
venture of  crime  to  enjoy  his  own  un- 
doubted cleverness;  but  this,  of  course, 
had  soon  hardened  into  something  more 
dangerous  and  vicious.  I  felt  that,  what- 
ever he  might  have  been,  he  was  at  that 
moment,  even  as  he  sat  there  trying  hon- 
estly to  keep  his  promise  to  me,  a  defined 
and  reckless  criminal, with  but  very  little 
hope  ahead  for  anything  belter.      What 


little  hope  I  had  for  him  I  based  on  two 
things — he  was  still  young,  and  he  was 
afraid  of  this  man  Rivers;  not  in  any  ab- 
ject way,  but  in  a  human  and  sensitive 
way.  His  manhood  revolted  at  being 
bestially  and  greedily  hunted,  as  Rivers 
was  noted  for  hunting  men.  These  two 
facts  did  seem  to  me  somewhat  hopeful. 
I  had  to  think  quickly,  and  that  was  what 
I  thought.  It  was  hard  to  listen  and  to 
think  at  the  same  time,  and  I  was  no 
longer  young  and  strong  even  then,  so  I 
grew  very  tired  and  confused  at  last.  If 
it  hadn't  been  for  the  drill  of  routine  that 
gets  into  the  most  spiritual  of  works,  I 
don't  know  what  I  should  have  done. 
While  I  didn't  in  the  least  know  what  I 
ought  to  do,  habit  kept  me  pegging  at  the 
idea  that  my  work  in  the  world  was  to 
shepherd  souls,  and  here  was  one  to  shep- 
herd. This  was  a  bit  of  my  very  own 
work,  brought  to  my  door,  at  my  hand 
to  do — yet  I  was  found  wanting.  In  my 
own  defence,  he  was  an  unusual  criminal, 
as  I  think  I  shall  show.  This  is  the  Avay 
he  wound  up  his  story : 

"'I  got  a  big  sentence.  My  lawyer 
told  me  I  would  if  I  didn't  plead  guilty, 
but  I  couldn't,  somehow.  Rats  figlit 
when  you  corner  them.  I  didn't  see 
why  I  shouldn't  have  as  much  courage 
as  a  rat.  I  guess  he  was  right,  though. 
He  said  I  prejudiced  the  jur}^  and  made 
the  judge  angry,  and  wasted  everybody's 
time  and  the  State's  money.  I  thought 
I'd  get  a  long  term,  but  I  didn't  expect 
what  I  got.  It  made  me  feel  crazy  and 
smothered.  I  was  half  blind  when  tliey 
took  me  out.  I  couldn't  see  anything 
around  me;  but  when  they  were  leading 
me  down  the  stairs  I  did  see  a  sort  of  pit 
at  my  side,  it  seemed  to  me.  It  was  the 
hole  between  the  banisters.  I  didn't  stop 
to  think.  I  just  lifted  my  feet  and  Hung 
them  over  and  plunged  down.  I  landed 
on  the  lowest  floor,  and  ran  for  my  life. 
I  don't  know  wh,y  it  didn't  kill  me.  It 
was  two  floors  down,  but  it  didn't  even 
shock  me  badly.' 

"There's  nothing — I  tell  you,  Werden, 
there's  nothing  on  this  earth  so  conta- 
gious as  courage.  While  the  man  told  me 
this,  so  simply  too,  I  could  feel  the  heat  of 
his  vigor  rushing  and  pounding  into  my 
veins.  It  made  me  a  young  man  again. 
I  found  I  could  stand  upright  and  speak 
to  him  with  the  fire  of  his  own  courage 
lifting  my  worn-out  old  body.  I  don't 
know  how  this  part  of  his  story  showed 
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mo  my  way  so  instantly,  but  it  did.  I 
Io11<)\v(m1  tli('  only  path  I  could  take. 

''  '  1  will  liel])  you  to  escape,'  I  said, 
and  I  drew  the  heavy  curtains  also  over 
the  blinds  at  the  Avindows.  The  man 
turned  white  suddenly,  and  sat  down  in 
the  nearest  chair.  T  let  him  alone  for  a 
few  minutes,  then  I  ottered  him  food  and 
water.  He  got  back  his  voice,  and  said 
he  needed  neither. 

"'Being  hunted  by  Rivers  isn't  any- 
thing like  liaving  a  man  after  you.  It's 
more  lilce  a  following  blood-liound.'  He 
shivered  as  he  said  this.  'I  never  ^vas 
afraid  before.  It  takes  the  snaj)  out  of 
me.  How  are  you  going  to  help  me  to 
get  away?' 

''  I  don't  think  I  paused  very  long.  l)ut 
I  took  time  for  one  hurried  prayer  for 
wisdom  before  I  answered.  'You  will 
have  no  trouble,'  I  said,  as  slowly  as  I 
could  speak;  'you  shall  walk  past  this 
man  Rivers  as  close  as  I  am  to  you  now, 
and  lie  sha'n't  raise  a  hand  to  touch  you. 
There's  but  one  real  way  of  escape  open 
to  you,  and  only  one.  Sleep  here  with 
me  to-night.  To-morrow  I'll  go  with  you 
to  the  court-house,  and  you  shall  give 
yourself  up." 

"He  sat  like  a  stone  in  his  chair,  after 
one  quick  s])asm  of  surprise  had  come 
and  gone.  His  face  was  not  a  yard  from 
mine,  but  I  had  no  more  idea  of  what 
his  thoughts  were  than  I  have  what  they 
are  at  this  moment.  You  know,  my  tears 
come  quickly,  as  they  do  with  passionate 
men.  They  were  rolling  down  my  face 
as  I  s])oke.  His  features  never  changed 
a  nuiscle. 

'"'You  are  going  to  give  me  up?'  he 
said,  slowly.  That  was  all — more  a  state- 
ment than  a  question,  and  looking  full 
into  my  eyes.  There  was  no  entreaty, 
not  even  by  an  inllection  of  the  voice  or 
a  quiver  of  the  eyelid.  It  was  splendid 
in  its  way. 

''  'You  are  going  to  give  yourself  up,' 
T  cried.  *  You  shall  not  be  hunted  like 
vermin  from  hole  to  hole.  There's  man- 
hood in  you  to  abhor  it ;  tliere's  a  tre- 
mendous courage  in  you  to  break  away. 
You  are  not  a  common  coward  to  run 
to  the  nearest  hole,  and  run  again  and 
hide  again,  always  afraid,  a',  ways  hunted. 
Hei'c's  this  wide  door  of  rtM'uge  open. 
Go  into  it  honorably,  with  your  head  up. 
It's  not  a  coward's  way  of  e^twpe.  but  it 
is  an  escai)e.  and  I  feel  you  are  b]-ave 
enouo'll  to  take  it." 


"It's  impossible  for  me  to  remember 
all  I  said  to  him,  and  it's  unimportant. 
The  words  seemed  to  come  rushing  from 
me  as  a  cataract,  and  seemed  to  make 
about  the  impression  that  a  cataract 
makes  on  a  stone  set  in  its  way.  I  said 
no  more  in  substance  than  I  have  told 
you,  but  I  said  that  over  and  over,  and  I 
fought  with  him  for  his  life  as  I  have 
never  fought  with  any  human  being  be- 
fore or  since.  He  made  me  no  reply  :  none 
whatever,  in  words  or  by  manner:  and  he 
still  had  made  me  none  when  I  rose  at 
last  abruptly  and  told  him  to  follow  me 
to  my  guest-room.  I  did  not  know  at 
all  how  he  was  deciding:  but  when  I  left 
him,  still  utterly  speechless,  though  I  had 
put  him  in  a  room  where  a  low  shed  roof 
ran  up  to  his  windows,  I  felt  morally  cer- 
tain that,  whatever  he  did  in  the  morning, 
he  would  ])ass  the  night  quietly  in  that 
room  and  in  its  bed.  I  did  not  so  much 
as  lock  the  door  on  him,  and,  with  my 
own  door  left  open,  I  slept  heavih*,  as 
tired  old  men  sleep,  feeling  instinctively 
safe.  And  there  he  was.  after  all,  when 
I  went  in  early  to  rouse  him,  sleeping- 
hard  on  his  side,  with  his  head  back  and 
his  arms  stretched  out  as  if  beds  were  a 
luxury  to  him  even  in  slee]).  Somehow, 
though  I  found  only  what  I  expected,  it 
was  a  kind  of  a  shock  to  me.  I  had  never 
thought  of  criminals  going  to  bed  and 
sleeping  in  this  way.  just  like  other  folks. 
As  my  guest,  in  my  guest-room,  and  in 
my  night-clothing  that  I  had  lent  him, 
he  seemed  less  a  thing  apart;  and  he  looked 
larger  and  stronger  in  sleep,  too.  It  grew 
very  hard  for  me  to  think  of  all  that  vig- 
orous young  life  behind  bars.  I  called 
him  finally,  but  I  had  to  touch  him  to 
wake  him,  and  as  I  did  so  he  leaped  aside 
in  his  sleep  from  under  my  hand,  and 
opened  his  eyes  wide  at  once.  Then  I 
saw  what  it  meant  to  be  a  hunted  man. 
I  never  want  to  see  that  look  in  a  hu- 
nu\n  face  again.  He  cried  out  before  he 
knew  it. 

"  '  ^ly  God.  sir,  I  thought  you  were 
Tom  Rivers!'  These  were  his  first  words 
to  me  since  my  talk  with  him,  and  they 
came  with  the  sweat  of  terror  still  on  his 
brow.  He  was  lying  on  his  back,  look- 
ing up  at  me.  and  I  laid  two  hands  on 
his  head  a«  if  he  were  a  lad. 

■■  ■  Please  God.  yo\i'll  never  wake  with 
that  look  in  your  eyes  again,'  I  said,  sol- 
emnly^-" never  '.  Let  this  be  the  last  time. 
Come  with  me  now,  mv  son.'     He  turned 


I 
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VOU  HE    TOO    I. ATE,   SIR,     1    SAID. 


over  quickly  in  tlie  bed  and  liid  his  face 
in  his  arm,  and —  That's  enoii^>h  of  this 
part  of  tlie  story.  First,  because  I  can't 
tell  any  nioi'e  of  it,  and  second l3\  because 
where  the  breaking"  waters  swept  him  is 
all  I  need  to  tell.  He  was  greatly  shaken, 
and  I  kept  near  him  all  the  while  he 
dressed  and  ate,  as  I  made  him  do.  I  felt 
strangely  like  a  priest  at  an  execution, 
spending  the  last  moments  with  the  con- 
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demned  man.  It  was  too  early  to  go  to 
the  court-house  at  once,  but  at  last  we 
began  our  joui'ney,  and  at  the  door  of 
the  i-ec(ory  iu)  st()pi)ed  me,  asking  me  to 
say  good-by  to  him  there,  lie  didn't 
want  nui  to  s})eak  to  him  after  we  left 
the  house,  he  said.  I  didn't  know  why 
at  the  moment,  but  I  knew  as  soon  as  his 
feet  touched  the  pa\^ement  outside.  Jlo 
wanted    to    husband    all    his    self-conti-ol 
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and   liis   wonderful  coin-age   to  go   to   liis     came  up  I  tliiaist  out  my  arm  ai),ai-ily  and 

(l(..i(^|, — it,  vvjis  tliai  to  liim  —  like  ;i  man,     stroiig'ly  between  liis  baud  and  my  mans 

indeed,  witli  bis  bead    bigb    and  bis  ste})     slioulder 

lirtn. 

and   n 

witb  a 

steady 


sti'eet, 


He  did  botb.      He  walked  silently 

lost   nol)ly.  T   tbouglit,  by  my  side, 

111   er<H't    carriage   and    a    stf'p   more 

tlian     many     w(^     ))assed     on     tlie 

Jle  gr(^w  very  wbite  as  we  crossed 


r.c.^3H» 


"I    ASK     VOIR    KXCKI.LKNCY    TO    I'ARDnX    FII.TA" 


tbe  ibresbold  of  tlie  court  i-oom,  but  tliere 
was  no  wjivering,  and  be  lifted  bis  eyes 
at  once  to  tbe  magistrate's  desk.  From 
tbat  momcMit  bis  gaze  nc^ver  swerved  from 
tlie  goal  be  bad  set  bimsclf.  If(^  was 
calmer  tban  T.  He  did  ihm  so  mucb  as 
turn  bis  liead  wIkmi  a  man  wbom  I 
knew  well,  tbougb  1  liad  never  seen  liim. 
glanced  suddenly  and  swiftly  at  us.  and 
tben  ])usbed  burriedly  forward  tbrougb 
tbe  crowd  at  tbe  dooi-.  Tbere  was  some- 
tbing  botb  terrible  and  disgusting  to  me 


I  sball  never  grow  old, I  lliink. 
I  enjoyed  tins  only  in  tbe  wbole  episode, 
but  tliis  T  did  relisb  amazingly. 

''  '  You're  too  late,  sir.'  I  said.  "  Stand 
back,  Mr.  Rivers;  your  man  lias  escaped 
you.'  AVbile  I  was  speaking  my  man 
saw  bis  o})ening'.  and  strode  across  tbe 
room  to  tbe  magistrate's  desk,  and  was 
safe.      Pie  bad  fifteen  years  to  serve." 

''Fifteen  years!"  cried  out  ^Verden, 
nvoluntarilv.  •"  Fifteen  years,  and  you 
called  tbat  safe,  fa- 
tber  ?  I  beg  youi' 
pardon  for  interrupt- 
ing you.  It's  a  re- 
markable story." 

"  I  tbougbt  so  ; 
and  tbat's  all  of  it, 
so  you  didn't  inter- 
rupt me."  said  Fatber 
Howard,  bi'iefiy, 

'■  Fifteen  years  1" 
re})eated  AVerden ; 
■'  and  be  knew  it 
wben  be  went  back ! 
Tbat  took  more  tban 
courage.  You  fol- 
lowed bis  fortunes  in 
prison  ?" 

"  Ob  yes.  I  bave 
seen  bim  constantly 
since  tben.  AVben 
be  comes  out  be  will 
be  as  good  and  com- 
mon})lace  as  tbe  av- 
erage of  us.  I  bave 
work  ready  and  wait- 
ing for  bini  wbere 
be  is  not  known.  I 
exjiect  bim  to  come 
out  in  about  a  week's 
time  n(^w  ," 

"  Fifteen  years  I" 
again  repeated  \Ver- 
den.  "Nearly  a  quarter  of  a  lifetime! 
I  couldn't  bave  doiu^  wbat  eitbei'  of  you 
did.  fatber.  Have  you  ever  regretted 
your  sbare  in  it  ''.      Is  bis  s))irit  broken  f 

"No.  It  would  be  in  fifteen  years.  I 
tbink.  but  be  bas  only  served  five  years 
as  yet.  It  is  ]>t>cause  I  know  bim  so 
well,  because  I  k'now  tbat  i^rison  life  bas 
done  for  bim  all  tbe  good  it  can  do,  tbat 
more  of  it  is  only  for  bis  barm,  tbat  I 
liave  ventured  to  come  to-nigbt  and  tell 
bis  storv  to  vom*  Excellencv.      To  stand 


in  tbe  eagerness  of  bis  motions.      As  be     before  yon.  as  I  do  now,  a  bumble  peti- 
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tioiier  for  the  liberty  of  this  man."  He 
rose  with  diliiculty,  but  stood  upright, 
supporting*  himself  by  the  back  of  his 
chair.  ''  I  ask  your  Excellency  to  pardon 
him  fully  and  unconditionally.  It  was 
for  this  I  came  to  you  to-day,  George,  to 
you,  the  Governor  of  my  State,  in  whom 
this  great  power  is  vested." 

Tiie  young  Governor  of  the  State  sat 
dumbly  in  his  chair,  gazing  up  at  the  tall 
figure  standing  above  him  in  the  peculiar 
and  commanding  majesty  of  age,  more 
compelling  than  any  vigor  of  youth.  So 
Elijah, he  thought,  must  have  stood  before 
Ahab,  the  head  alone  bowed  humbly,  an 
attitude  of  supplication  that  had  in  it  no 
real  supplication  whatever.  Governor 
Werden  rose  also,  and  stood  with  an  air 
of  confusion,  contrasting  so  oddly  with 
liis  years  and  his  bearded  face  that  an 
undercurrent  of  amusement  at  himself 
seemed  to  grow  upon  him  as  he  spoke. 

"If  this  be  I,  as  I  do  not  think  it  be," 
he  said,  whimsically,  "I  must  ask  for  a 
little  time  to  find  myself,  father.  I  don't 
feel  at  all  like  the  Governor  of  this  State; 
I  feel  like  a  small  and  rather  scared  boy 
on  your  bench  at  school." 

Father  Howard  stood  inexoi-ably. 
"You  are  his  Excellency;  I  am  your 
humble  petitioner,"  he  said,  gravely. 

The  Governor  looked  again  at  the  im- 
perious figure,  and  smiled  outright.  "  No, 
father,  you  are  not  anything  of  that 
kind,  and  you  are  not  treating  me  quite 
fairly,  either.  You  know  perfectly  well 
it's  all  I  can  do  to  keep  my  legs  from 
walking  to  my  desk  in  the  next  room,  and 
my  obedient  hands  from  writing  a  free 
pardon,  as  you  bid  me,  when  I  don't  even 
know  the  man's  name.  I  haven't  the 
right  to  do  this  lightly.  If  I  am  given 
these  powders,  it's  because  the  peo])le  have 
confidence  that  I  reverence  my  ofiice.  I 
will  look  carefully  into  the  matter,  and 
am  sure  I  shall  give  the  pardon  ;  but  you 
must  see  that  I  have  to  do  this  first." 

"  Perhai)S  you  must,"  said  Father  How- 
ard, slowly,  his  hand  still  clasping  the 
chair,  his  head  bent.  "Perhaps  I  have 
been  mistaken  in  you,  George;  but  I  think 
not.  The  bird  that  has  strong  claw^s  will 
perch  high,  and  I  always  thought  you 
had  strong  claws.  You  have  done  won- 
derfully well,  but  you  aren't  great  yet. 
Maybe  you  never  ^vill  be,  and  I  shall  be 
disappointed.  Consult  your  conscience 
in  this  matter.  Look  carefully  into  the 
case  yourself.      I'll  send  you  all  the  data. 


I  think  you  will  feel  as  I  do.  I  have 
small  doubt  of  that — "  He  broke  out 
suddenly  with  emotion.  "My  boy,  how 
can  you  be  so  foolish?  Have  you  given 
the  best  years  of  your  life  to  studying  the 
souls  of  men?  Don't  you  know  the  secret 
of  greatness  is  to  know  your  masters  and 
make  them  do  servants'  work  for  you? 
Here  am  I,  the  master  of  your  Excellency 
on  this  subject,  and  yet  you  don't  make 
me  your  tool.  You  know  I  never  lied  to 
an^^  man.  You  know  I  have  nevei'  asked 
a  favor.  I  have  not  asked  one  of  you 
now.  I  am  merely  pointing  out  to  my 
Governor  this  oppoi'tunit\^  to  exercise  his 
prerogative  where  it  is  sorely  needed. 
You  know"  my  character — if  you  know^ 
any  man's.  I  know  you  res})ect  my 
judgment,  if  you  res])ect  any  otlier  than 
your  own.  You  would  use  me  unques- 
tioningly,  if  you  used  men  at  all.  and  so 
you  foi'ce  me  to  believe  that  you  have  no 
servants  among  men.  Ilis  Excellency 
will  never  be  much  greater  than  his  Ex- 
cellency unless  he  changes  his  policy. 
His  Excellency  will  have  no  time  to  be 
great.  Use  men,  you  foolish  boy  !  Gauge 
them  and  use  them— particularly  wlien 
they  know  how  to  do  the  work  to  be  done 
better  than  you  know  how." 

Governor  Werden  stood  silent  ()p})osite 
his  old  master,  his  intent  eyes  lifted,  his 
features  growing  graver  and  gi-aver.  The 
old  man's  face  Unshed  suddenly.  His 
eyes,  lit  for  the  moment  with  a  tire  of 
passion  that  bi'oke  through  the  lilni  of 
age,  filled  with  tears. 

''I  ask  ))ardon  of  youi'  Excellency, "  he 
said,  proudly;  "I  did  not  i-ealize  that  I 
seemed  to  be  vehemently  and  unbecom- 
ingly ])leadiiig  my  cause  before  you.  I 
was  carried  away  wiili  an  emotion  for  a 
boy  I  once  knew,  of  whom  I  was  very 
proud  and  yovy  fond,  and  for  whom  I  was 
very  ambitious.  I  forgot  h(>  h;id  left  my 
bench  and  my  rule." 

The  Governor  made  no  reply  for  a  mo- 
ment. When  he  did  si)eak  his  voice  was 
shaken.  "  No,  father,"  he  said,  gravely, 
"I  have  left  neither.  I  am  not  his  Ex- 
cellency; T  am  only  George  Werden.  a 
boy  on  the  bench,  smarting  under  your 
rod  and  learning  from  it.  Ijecause  it 
couldn't  be  otherwise,  it  seems  unim])or- 
tant  to  say  that  I  will  send  the  pardon  at 
once,  but  I  do  say  it  for  the  formality. 
Next  time,  sir,  I'll  try  to  make  a  better 
recitation.  I  am  sorry  you  had  so  much 
trouble  with  me.  fathei*." 


A  ru.hvraiua  of  Vladirostok. 


EASTEPvX    SIEEPJA. 

BY   STEPHEN   BONSAL. 


I  WENT  to  Siberia  in  sumniei'.  wlieii 
tlie  lieat  is  terrific  and  tlie  mosquito 
untiring',  wlien  tliere  is  not  enougli  ice  in 
all  tlie  g'i'eat  lone  land  to  cool  a  julep.  It 
is  from  this  circumstance  of  climate  that 
lam  encouraged  to  think  that  my  narra- 
tive will  ])r()ve  in  the  nature  of  a  sui'))rise 
to  the  many  who.  like  myself,  have  ])ic- 
tured  Siberia  as  a  g-listening  ])anorania  in 
black  and  white,  of  icebei'gs,  glaciers. 
and  bears,  and  enlivened  now  and  au'ain 
with  human  interest  by  tlu^  ])assii)g  of  a 
traveller  bundled  up  in  furs.lasluHl  to  his 
tarantass.  drawn  by  reiudiHM'.  and  closely 
jnirsued  by  bauds  of  I'a veiling  wolv(^s. 
During'  at  least  live  months  of  tlu^  year 
Siberia  is  hot  and  suiokiug.  like  a  samovar 
when  the  tea  is  drawn:  tlu^  sun  lingei's 
overhead  for  hours,  as  in  ilu^  trojiics. 
While  the  coast  is  level  and  well  wooded, 
the  back  counti-y  is  low-lying  ;nul  almost 
without  ti'ees,  and  there  wer(.>  tiuu^s  on  the 
banks  of  the  Amur  when  the  only  shade 
was  furnished  by  the  swarms  oi  sandflies 
which  arose  out  of  the  swampdand  and 
darkened  the  heavens. 


All  down  the  east  coast  from  Nagasaki 
to  Singa})ore  I  had  lieard  wonderful  trav- 
ellers* tales,  told  in  many  tongues,  as  to 
how  the  Russians  had  closed  theii'  posses- 
sions on  the  Pacific  to  all  comers,  and 
held  them  as  a  forbidden  and  mysterious 
land.  To  go  to  Siberia  for  the  ])urpose 
of  ascertaining  ihe  conditions  of  life  that 
obtain  in  this  Amei'ica  of  Russian  civiliza- 
tion was  considered  in  the  clubs  at  Shang- 
hai and  Hong  kong  as  the  very  height  of 
folly — an  esca])ade  the  liglitest  ])enalty 
for  which  would  be  a  year  or  two  in  a 
convict  camp  on  Sakhalin,  so  general  is 
the  poi)u]ar  belief  thi'oughout  the  East 
that  the  Russians  resent  the  appearance 
o{  a  curious  tourist  in  their  great  colony 
of  the  North.  WIkmi  the  time  came  to 
]mu  into  executi(^n  my  ])roject.  and  Count 
Cassini.  the  Russian  ambassador  at  Ve- 
king-.  in  the  most  gi'acious  and  amiable 
way.  wrote  out  for  me  a  ])ei'mission  to 
travel  without  let  or  hindei'ance  through- 
out tlie  Asiatic  possessions  of  the  Great 
White  Czar,  and  signed  it  as  though  it 
wei'e  sim])ly  a  Jaissez  pas.'^er  for  my  lug- 
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o-ag-e,  I  liad  it  in  my  heart  to  admire  the 
suave  exterior  of  this  disting-uished  Rus- 
sian diplomat,  who  could  ask  me  to  dine, 
and  at  the  same  time  and  with  the  same 
benevolent  smile  g-ive  me  a  writing-  drawn 
up  in  Russian  by  which  I  was  doubtless 
consigned  to  the  mines  or  to  the  knout — 
he  seemed  so  g'lad  to  have  the  opportu- 
nity of  serving-  me.  Would  he  still  en- 
joy the  sturgeon  of  the  Volga,  which  are 
brought  across  the  Mongolian  plains  for 
his  table,  when  he  learned  that  I  was  lan- 
guishing in  chains  upon  the  shores  of 
Sakhalin,  and  subsisting  exclusively  upon 
sea-weed,  I  wondered.  I  would  like  to 
make  my  apology  as  public  as  possible, 
and  to  say  to  the  great  Russian  diploma- 
tist (who  has  played  the  part  of  Ignatieff 
with  such  success),  as  he  disappears  from 
the  Peking  stage  with  his  secret  treaty 
and  his  new  map  of  the  dwindling  China, 
which  will  at  an  early  day  be  published 
in  St.  Petersburg  under  the  auspices  of 
the  Asiatic  dej)artment  of  his  government, 
that  I  wronged  him  in  my  thoughts. 
His  passport  was  an  open  sesame,  and  no 
door  was  closed  before  or  yet  behind  me 
during  ray  stay  in  Siberia. 

It  is  almost  unnecessary  to  speak  from 
a  layman's  stand-point  of  the  fortifications 
of  Vladivostok.  From  the  sea  they  are 
undoubtedly  impregnable;  there  is  con- 
sensus of  expert  opinion  upon  this  ques- 
tion, of  foreign  as  well  as  Russian  authori- 
ties, and  this  is  why  the  Russians  call  their 
fortress  Vladivostok,  which  means  the 
mistress  or  protector  of  the  East.  The 
channel  leading  into  the  inner  harbor, 
though  very  deep,  is  quite  narrow,  and 
before  it  broadens  out  into  the  bay,  where 
the  navies  of  the  world  could  ride  at 
anchor,  you  have  to  pass  under  the  direct 
fire  of  at  least  twenty  batteries,  anj'  one 
of  which,  under  these  circumstances  and 
at  such  point-blank  range,  is  thought  ca- 
pable of  sinking  the  stanchest  battle-ship 
afloat. 

The  panorama  of  the  town  now  opens 
before  you  as  it  straggles  up  from  the 
water's  edge  along  the  hill -side  to  the 
crests,  where  the  flags  ilj'ing  reveal  the 
presence  of  otherwise  well-concealed  bat- 
teries. The  settlement  stretches  for  about 
four  miles  around  the  bay:  some  of  the 
houses  are  of  brick,  a  very  few  of  stone, 
and  by  far  the  greatest  number  of  logs 
and  plaster  —  regular  backwoodsmen's 
homes.  From  the  sea  a  very  curious  ef- 
fect is  made   b^^  tlie  board  walks,  which 
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form  the  only  pavements  of  the  town, 
and  without  which  the  pedestrian  would 
soon  sink  knee-deep  in  the  red  mud.  As 
they  run,  in  squares  and  octagonals,  and 
now  suddenly  oft'  upon  a  tangent,  against 
the  red  and  black  backgrounds  of  the 
mountain  they  suggest  so  many  geo- 
metrical figures  upon  a  gigantic  black- 
board. 

Saturated  as  I  had  become  with  the 
sluggish  atmosphere  of  the  East,  and  ail 
the  inactivity  of  existence  in  the  sleep- 
ing lands  of  Asia,  the  plunge  into  the 
bustle,  the  noisy  restless  life,  of  the  Rus- 
sian settlement  aroused  me  as  though  by 
an  electric  shock;  it  was  like  falling  into 
an  arctic  stream  after  the  warm  and  tepid 
baths  of  Japan.  At  a  street  corner  I 
came  upon  two  white  men  dressed  as 
laborers,  one  carrying  a  hod,  the  other 
pushing  a  wheelbarrow — 'to  me  a  most 
surprising  spectacle,  from  which  I  could 
not  tear  away  my  gaze ;  for  you  can  visit, 
as  I  had  done,  all  the  East  Asian  posses- 
sions of  England,  France,  Holland,  Spain, 
and  Portugal  and  never  see  the  like.  In 
my  voyage  north,  whatever  the  charts 
might  say  to  the  contrary,  I  })assed  out 
of  the  dreaming  world  of  the  slipper 
and  loose  pajama  into  a  land  where  red- 
shirted  and  heavih^  booted  pioneers  are 
working-  at  the  head  of  a  shaft,  and  driv- 
ing at  high  pressure  into  new  fields  a 
thin  wedge  of  our  civilization. 

The  hills  above  the  settlement  are  ter- 
raced with  batteries  and  fortifications, 
all  leading  up  to  the  Great  Tiger  Battery 
upon  the  crest  of  the  topmost  hill,  from 
which  the  flag  of  the  fortress  flies;  it  is  a 
dirt  batterj^with  invisible  guns  upon  dis- 
appearing carriages — a  good  example  of 
the  unpretentious  simplicity  of  modern 
military  science.  Here  and  all  about  the 
fortress  the  ground  is  covered  with  dense 
thickets,  which  there  has  been  as  yet  no 
time  to  clear  away:  tliey  fonn,  indeed,  an 
ideal  lair  for  big  game,  and  I  was  not  sur- 
prised to  hear  the  story  of  the  way  the  bat- 
tery, received  its  name.  Only  five  years 
before,  I  was  told,  Avhen  the  soldiers  were 
breaking  the  ground  for  this  fortification, 
they  were  disturbed  and  ])ut  to  flight  by 
the  furious  onslaught  of  a  Manchurian 
tiger,  filled  with  rage  and  fury  against 
the  men  whom  he  discovered  shovelling 
away  the  watch-tower  from  which  he  had 
so  long  commanded  the  situation. 

I  spent  one  day  in  the  emigrants' 
sheds,    and   asked  questions    until    S 
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^v.'ls  f;ii:iiC(l  out  willi  l';iti,iju(\  and  tlie  emi-  He  repeated  several  limes  that  tliey  had 
o-raiils  [)n/.7,lc'd  and  not  a  liille  afraid.  In  only  come  at  the  special  request  of  the 
tiic  lono-,  l()\v-lin<-d  slieds  which  slretcli  Czar,  and  seemed  not  a  little  proud  that 
aiontz-  tiio  liill-sidc  llier(;  were  at  th(^  mo-  all  the  frontiers  of  Russia  had  to  be 
lufMit  at  least  eiulit  thousand  emig-rants.  g-uarded  by  his  people,  even  this  new 
recontlv  arrived,  who  were  making  llieir  frontier  in  a  far-away  corner  of  the  em- 
])urcha"s('s  and  talking  a  shoi-l  rest  ])i'e-  pire.  He  said  that  the  Cossacks  are  car- 
pai-atoi-y  to  stai'ting'  out  for  their  frontier  ried  free  of  all  exj^ense  from  their  native 
homes  iii  the  wilderness  which  they  were  villages  at  home  to  Odessa,  and  from 
to  win  for  civilization  and  for  Russia.  In  there  transported  in  vessels  of  the  vohin- 
th(^  lirst  sIkhI  we  discovered  some  fifteen  teer  lleet  to  Vladivostok,  and  from  here 
liundred  Cossack's,  men.  women,  and  chil-  to  the  frontier  station  designated  for  their 
dren;  down  the  middle  of  the  shed  ran  a  residence.  They  receive. during  this  tran- 
hroad  coi'ridor.  ojiening  ujjon  which  were  sit  jjeriod.  sixteen  copecks  a  day  for  pro- 
ntnnei'ous  alcoves.  Each  family  was  visions,  and  for  each  ciiild  eight  copecks 
allotted  two  of  these,  men  on  tlie  right  extra.  The  head  of  each  family  receives 
aiul  women  on  the  left;  they  wei'e  a  sixty  acres  of  land,  and  an  increase  for 
line-looking'  set  of  ])eople,  and  evident-  each  child.  AVhen  their  new  home  i^ 
ly  would  prove  excellent  pioneers.  The  reached,  they  are  given  a  snuill  ^vorking 
Cossacks  have  been  soldiers  for  centiu-ies.  stock  of  horses,  cows,  rifles,  and  provi- 
and,  as  they  still  are.  wards  of  the  state,  sions.  and  twenty  rubles  in  cash.  This 
verv  much  like  the  ^lanchu  bannei'man  is  the  end  of  government  assistance,  ex- 
in  China,  and  the  Emhaznea  of  the  Sul-  cept  under  the  stress  of  extraordinary  cir- 
tan  in  ^[or<K'co.  They  do  ])icket  duty  on  citmstances.  Fen-  two  years,  while  they 
the  frontiers  of  China,  and  have  Ijrought  are  expected  to  be  clearing-  their  land 
security  out  of  the  savagery  which  reig-ned  and  ]nuting  it  uiuler  cultivation,  tliey  are 
there,  but  I  hear  they  concern  themselves  not  liable  to  military  service.  exce})t  in 
very  little  with  agriculture,  and  not  at  all     cases  of  emergency. 

Avitii  commerce.      In  times  of  peace  they         The    alcove    and    tlie    corridors,  as  Ave 
are   fom  d  to  be  rather  lazy,  and  care  to     stood  and  listened  to  the  starosta's  story 
do  nothing  but  fish  and  shoot  and  break     of   his    wanderings    from    Odessa   to   the 
])onies.      Ibit.  be  this  as  it  may.  they  have     East,  were  tlironged  with  honest-lookingr. 
succeeded  in   keeping-  down  the    maraud-     freckle-faced  little  boys,  who  opened  their 
ing  Tunguses    and   protecting  the    other     green  oi"  gray  eyes  very  wide  indeed  when 
less   w.arlike    colonists    as   they    till    the     they  heard  I  had   come    from   America, 
helds.      They  are.   it    is  needless    to  say.     They  took  a  delight  in  showing  their  fa- 
always   ready    for  active  operations,  and     tliers"  ritles.  their  saddles  and  bridles,  aiul 
once  the   out  tit — the   land   and  the  rilles     the    samovars  which    their   mothers   had 
and  the  ])onies — have  been   given    them,     brought   from  home.      In   the  next   long 
they  beconu;  ])i-actically  an   army  that  is     shed  we  fouiul  a  band  of   free   and    some 
always    mobilized    and    self  -  su]n)oriing.     assisted    emigrants,  who    were    to    settle 
These   ])arlicu!ar  Cossacks  wore  the  l)lue     u])on  some  farming-lands  near  the  Tinmen 
l)and   around  their  hats  which  is  the  dis-     River.      They  were  decidedly  less  warlike 
tingiiishing    mark   of  the    Orenburg-  bri-     and  more  well-to-do  in   their  appearance 
g-ade.      A  committee^  of  select-men.  or  eld-     than  the  Cossacks,  and  equally  amiable  in 
ers.  had  already  gone  ahead  to  t^Kamine     their  reception  of  us  and  their  readiness  to 
the  land  on    the  I'ssuri  which  had   been     show  us  their  treasures.      Every  wonuan 
allotted   them,   and   those   who  remained     possessed   a   sewing-machine,  and  kept  it 
behintl  were  contentedly  engaged  in.pass-     in  noisy  use:   the  little  girls  were  darning- 
ing  away  the  time  brewing   tea    in  their     socks,  and  one  grave-faced  boy  of  twelve 
great  shining  sanu)vars  aiul  in   snu>king     was  engaged   in    ]nttting   a    pair   of   new 
])apiros.      One  of  the  Cossacks,  evidently     soles  upon   his  father's  boots.      We  were 
a  petty  ollicer.  having  given  us  a  military     about    to    return    to    the    settlement,   our 
salute,  made  us  very  much  at  honu'  in  his     inspecti(Ui  concluded,  when  the  leader  of 
alcove,  and  l)etween  tiie  tea  ami  the  ciga-     the  Cossacks,  followed  by  a  deputation  of 
rettes  told  us  the  comlitions  upcui  which     very  grave  and    serious-looking  men.  in- 
they  had  consented  to  leave  tluMr  country     terce]")ted  us.      He  carried  in  his  hand  a 

and  become  the  guardians  of  the  niarshes     Krynka  rifle. which  he  presented  to  S 

and  tlie  fords  upon  the  Ciiinese  frontier,     for  examination.      He  IiojhhI  his  Nobility 
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would  not  be  angry  with  liim,  would  not 
consider  it  an  impertinence,  but  he  and 
his  brothei'S  had  held  a  nieetiiig  in  the 
shed  after  our  departure,  and  lie  and  those 
who  were  with  him  had  been  selected  to 
lav    before  his  Nobilitv  their  grievance, 


ment  like  a  white  pall  so  many  days,  and 
a  warm  tropical  sun  came  out  and  shed 
a  new  and  more  pleasing  lig-ht  ui)on  the 
gray  scene.  It  also  disclosed  to  view  the 
unexpected  presence  in  the  harbor  of  two 
more  great  emigrant-ships,  that  had  come 


and  through  him  to  seek  redress.  "This 
is  a  Krynka  ritle,  and  a  very  good  one," 
said  the  captain,  as  he  fingered  it  in  a  fond, 
familiar  way,  "and  one  has  been  given 
to  each  of  our  men;  but  in  Russia  they 
promised  us  magazine-rifles,  and  that  is 
what  we  want.  We  are  of  course  per- 
fectly willing  to  fight  the  Tunguses  on 
the  China  frontier  with  these  rifles,  or 
without  any  rifles,'"  he  said,  proudly,  ' '  but 
we  think  we  could  do  better  work  if  we 
had  the  magazine-rifles  that  were  prom- 
ised." 

S was   greatly    amused,  and    that 

evening,  on  our  return  to  town,  told  the 
governor  of  the  complaint,  and  the  next 
day  the  promised  magazine -rifles  were 
served  out.  It  was  a  great  da\'  for  the 
Cossacks  of  the  Orenburg  brigade,  and 
when  we  called  we  were  received  with 
shouts  and  hurrahs;  but  I  am  afraid  it 
was  a  day  of  evil  omen  for  the  Tunguses 
down  on  the  Amur  River. 

Early  u])on  the  first  Sunday  morning 
after  my  arrival  a  warm  balmy  wind 
from  the  south  blew  away  the  damp  mist- 
clouds  which  had  clunii"  about  tlie  settle- 


in  overniglit  from  far-awaj^  Odessa.  Their 
decks  were  bright  with  animated  throngs 
of  emigrants,  who  looked  eagerly  towards 
the  haven  so  long  desired.  Their  clothing- 
was  as  many-colored  as  Joseph's  coat ;  for 
the  Russian  muzhik  is  as  great  a  lover  of 
color  as  the  Spanish  peasant.  Men  with 
great  bushy  beards  jumped  upon  the  bul- 
warks, and  clasping  the  ratlines,  shook 
their  hats  and  raised  a  loud  hurrah  as 
the  mist  clouds  were  swept  away  and  the 
land  of  })romise  dawned  before  their  eyes 
in  such  a  beautiful  light.  When  eight 
bells  rang  from  the  sluggish  battle-ships 
that  guarded  to-day,  as  ever,  the  entrance 
to  the  Mistress  of  the  East,  the  St.  An- 
drew's cross,  the  piece  of  bunting  tlie}^  had 
followed  around  the  world,  was  run  up  at 
every  ])eak,  amid  cheers  which  must  have 
reached  far  beyond  the  confines  of  the 
silent  settlement.  It  was  a  loud  and  stir- 
ring greeting  to  the  new  land  in  which 
they  were  to  live  and  die,  and  it  told  of 
the  joy  that  these  pilgrims  experienced 
to  lind,  after  many  ti'ials  and  much  dis- 
comfort in  passing  through  the  land  of 
the   dark-skinned   heathen    and   the    do- 
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TTKiin  of  tlie  plai^iK's.  l)()th  l^lack  iiiul  yel-  name  is  a  blessinof  and  a  benediction  from 

low,  that,  liei-o  at  the  fartherniost  end  of  the  Pacitic  to  Lake  Baikal,  and  from  llie 

the  woi'ld,  the  same  Hag- was  blowing- in  the  Arctic  to  the  Amur,  was  coming   to   pay 

bree/e,  over  the  familiar  shrines,  and  over  liis   long'-])romised    i)astoral   visit   to  this 

all  they  had  left  oi'  thong'ht  to  leave  be-  corner  of  his  fold — a  fold  that  is  indeed  as 

hind  tliem    in  holy  Russia.      They  awak-  extensive   as  an   empire:  as  I  afterwards 

(^iied.  as  from  a  dream,  to  find  tln^mselves  learned,  he  had  travelled  this  summer  .six 

slill  in  the  land  of  the  gi'eat  White  Czar,  tliousand   miles,  and   his    pilgrimage    fiir 

the  loving",  all-wise,  and  })rovident  father  the  year  ^vas  far.      He  had  floated   down 

of  them  all.  fl>e    Amur    to     Nikolaifsk.    and     liaving- 

Softly   the   sound   of   the  sweet    famil-  visited    there   all    the    settlements   \vliich 

iar  hells,  with  all  their  ])urden  of  old  and  sleei)in  tlie  dim  light  of  themidniglit  sun. 

sacred    uK^nory,  with    all    tluMr   g'l'eeting-  he    had    gone    by    sea    to    Sakhalin,    and 

and  tiding'S  from  the  home-land,  with  all  cruis(^d   along-   its    unsafe  and   uncharted 

their  power  to  awaken,  to  touch,  and  to  re-  coast,  visiting-   every   one   of   the   convict 

assure,  stole  g-ently  across  the  bay.     Then  camps. 

after  a  fewmiuutes,  the  sound  of  the  toll-         Before  the  admirahs  launch,  propelled 
iiig-  bells  became  faster  and  more  insist-  by  the  oars  of  twelve  sturdy  man-of-war's 
(Mil    in    its   tones,  summoning'  those   who  men,  had  reached  the  shore,  great  barges, 
lived  here  to  give  pi'aise,  and  summoning  black  with  pe(^ple.  were  floating  through 
those  now  secure  from  the  dangers  of  the  the  waters,  to  the  rhythmic  sound  of  Yol- 
(1(M'])   and  all  the  heat  and  the  pestilence  ga    l)oat- songs,  and   tlie    sailors   and   the 
of    the   tiM-rible  Red  Sea.  through  -which,  soldiers,  the  emigrants  and  the  Cossacks. 
ev<Mi  as  the  children  of  Israel  of  old,  they  were  being  disembarked  upon  the  strand 
liad    i)assed,   upheld   and    protected    ])y  a  from  every  possible  means  of  marine  con- 
righteous,  omnipotent  hand,  to  raise  their  veyance,  from  the  smart  steam-launch  of 
hymn  of  thanksgiving.      And   now,  sud-  to-day  to  tlie  bii'ch-bark  canoe  of  the  na- 
denly,  a  ci-azy  little  craft,  bearing  a  strange  tive  Yakuts.      As   his  boat  was  skilfully 
(msign  which  I  did  not  know,  and  looking  steered  through  the  surf,  the  bishop  climb- 
no  larger  tliaii    a    i'()w-l)oat.  as  it  danced  ed  upon  the  little  half-deck  forward,  and 
upon  the  crests   of  the  waves  outside,  or  as  the  keel  grounded  upon  the  gravel  he 
(lisapi)eared    entirely    from    view    in    the  stretched  out  his    arms  across  and    over 
shadow  and  tlie  sweep  of  the  great  rolling  and  about  the  strand,  that  was  black  with 
billows  that  came  into  the  bay  from  the  kneeling  ]ieople.  as  tliough  he  would  em- 
ocean  outside,  steamed   slowly  into  sight,  brace  them  all    and  draw  them  each  and 
But  I  was  the  only  soul    in  Yladivostok  every  one  to  his  bosom. 
that  Sal)bath  moi'uing  who  did  not  know  The  excited,  aimost  hysterical  throngs 
what  the  ensign  nnnuit.  and  who  had  n(-)t  now    formed    in    line,    and    followed    the 
:iwaited   its  coming  with    impatience  and  bishop  as  he  sti'ode  uyi  tlie  hill-side  to  the 
anxiiMy.    Kv(ui  tlie  chubby-faced  children,  heights  above,  from  where  the  l)ells  of  the 
who.  wcai'ing    gi'cat    masses   of   tow -col-  cathedral    church    rang   out    their  joyful 
ored  hair,  and  black  and  greasy  boots  as  carillon.   He  wa>  a  man  of  gigantic  stature, 
though  they  wvvc-  a   uniform,  were  ])iay-  built    in    a   heroic    mould,  well    suited   to 
ing  in  the  Svetlauski  with  tln^  grave  and  the  task  that  the  almost  boundless  extent 
quiet  air  of  frontier  childr(Mi  all  the  woi-ld  of  his   bishopric    im])oses.       He   wore   his 
over — they  t(^o  were  awaiiing  its  coming  brown  hair   hmg.  uncut  and  nntrimmed, 
with  su])pi'es>ed  exciicmenl  :  and  long  he-  like  the  Nazarenes.      It  was  dark  red,  and 
fore  the  admirahs  launch  came  alongside  fell   like  a  lion's  mane   over  his  brawny 
thecranky  little  steanier  whit-h  was  bring-  shoulders.      Ho  walked  with  the  stride  of 
ing-  the  good   bishop  back"  across  the   sea  a  crusader,  sui'rounded  as  he  went  by  half 
from    Sakhalin,  where   lie  uad  gonc^  wiih  a    dozen    ])riesls.    all    wearing  the    ])Ui'i)le 
words  of  i)i'oniise  and  of  comfort  to  the  robes  in  which  they  were  to  celebrate  the 
convicts  and  the  exiU^s  w'wu  dwell  there,  services   of  the   day.      The   ]n'ocession.  as 
the  shore  was  black'  with   ;i((»ple.  and  the  it  advanced.  UKU'ed   more  slowly,   for  the 
word  "Kpiscopus!   Episcoi>u-^  !""  fell  f!H)m  bishop's    progress    was    im}->eded     l)y    the 
evei'y  li]).  and   drowu'Hl   tlie   moaning  of  growing    jiress  of    ])eo]de.  who   thronged 
the  waves  with  its  great  volume  of  wel-  the    unpaved    streets,    lined     throughout 
coming  sound.      They  all  knew  that    the  with   frame  or  In-ick  houses,  all   alike   in 
good    Ihshon    of     Biagovechen>-k.    wliose  being    incom])lete    and    un painted.      The 
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people  formed  in  lines  iipoii  either  side 
of  him  as  lie  passed,  bent  forward  and 
kissed  the  great  seal-ring  he  wore  upon 
his  finger,  that  was  always  extended.  It 
was  a  strange  and  varied  world  this;  all 
sorts  and  conditions  of  people  had  come 
to  greet  the  bishop,  from  the  admirals  in 
gold  lace  and  gorgeous  epaulets  to  the 
emigrants  with  the  I'oar  of  the  sea  in 
their  ears  and  the  roll  of  the  waves  still 
perceptible  undei*  their  feet.  All  the 
races  and  the  castes  that  dwell  in  the 
settlement  were  represented,  from  the  civ- 
ic dignitaries  in  black  cap  and  sombre 
gown  to  the  wretched  little  Goldies  and 
Yakuts,  the  remnants  of  disappearing 
races,  who  came  to  greet  the  bisho])  witli 
their  scrawny  limbs  smeared  and  glisten- 
ing with  rancid  butter  in  honor  of  the 
occasion. 

In  tlie  midst  of  this  throng,  so  varied  in 
costume  and  cast  of  features,  the  bishoj) 
came  upon  a  gang  of  convicts,  who.  on 
their  way  to  the  railway  station,  had 
been  mercifully  allowed  to  await  the 
passing  of  the  good  man.  They  were 
all  clothed  alike  in  clothes  of  a  dull,  dirt- 
brown  color.  About  their  feet  hung 
loosel}^  not  ver\'^  heavy  chains,  but  so  ar- 
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ranged  as  to  i)revent  them  from  assum- 
ing but  a  short  and  shuffling  gait,  which 
quite  precluded  the  i)ossil)ility,  if  not  the 
very  thought,  of  esca])e.  Upon  the  backs 
of  the  tunics  which  tliey  wore  was  dj^ed 
in  black  an  ace  of  diamonds,  and  their 
hair  uixui  the  left  side  of  the  head  was 
almost  invarial)ly  close  shaven,  while  on 
the  othei' allowed  to  grow  long,  luxuriant, 
and  unshorn — a  most  ]-e])ulsive  disfigure- 
ment, but  wliicli  is  said  to  prevent  more 
escapes  of  convicts  than  do  tlie  detain- 
ing chains,  and  of  course  is  most  useful 
in  identifying  those  who  ar(^  r(^ca])tured. 
Above  the  ace  of  diamonds  on  the  back 
of  the  tunic  stands  a  number,  in  lieu  of 
a,  name  which  tlu^  convicit  leaves  behind 
him  in  the  central  station  of  the  district 
to  wliicli  he  is  assigned.  Their  wrists 
were,  with  one  or  two  exceptions,  free 
of  manacles,  and  as  he  came  toward 
them  many  stretched  out  their  hand 
toward  the  stern  and  yet  kiiully  face  of 
the  Episc()])us.  I  was  glad  to  s:^e  that 
as  the  bishoi)  a])])r()aclHHl  them  ("the 
unf(~)rtunates,'"  as  is  the  kindly  word  by 
which  they  are  known  in  Siberia)  he 
walked  more  slowly,  and  lingered  longer 
in  the  midst  of  them,  and  enveloped  them, 
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oik;  and  all,  witli  tlio  saiiKi  Idiidly,  Ix-nev-  ovovy  source  of  iiifornialion   and  avenue 

olcnl  looi<  whicli  lie  liad  for  all  liis  slicep,  of    invesliuat  ion    wliicn    1    iiad    Ijet-n    im'c- 

wlicUicr  tii(!   llcccc  of  tlicii'  j^Towinii'   was  pared  lo  find  closed  against  nie. 

wliite  or  black.       It    was  a  moving-  sight.  Under  theguidance  of  LieiUenant  S . 

one  thai  I   was  glad  to   witness,  and  one  I  was  taken  up  every  hill  in  and  around 

whicli    made    me    undiM'stand    and  crcHlit  Vladivostok.      A  demand  was  made  upon 

all   the   praise    I   heard,  wherever  I  went,  me   to    })hotograph   t^very  gun  and   every 

and  from  avevy  (luarter.  of  the  Bislioj)  of  l)atttn'v  about  the  ])lace.      When  exhau>l- 

J>lagovcch(Misk.  ed    nature    could    and    wouid    ti'amit    no 

As  we  ai)pro:iched  tiic  cathedral  there  mort\  1  was  placed  bodiiy  njion  active 
rang-  out  towards  us  a  song-  of  thanks-  little  Cossack  })onies  and  cari'it  d  ui)  lo 
giving-  and  a  Te  Deiini  of  |)raise.  The  the  liig'iiest  heig-hts.  When  even  tiiese 
churcli  was  now  quickly  thronged  with  active  quadrupeds  could  climb  no  far- 
ther eag-er  worshipi)ers,  and  even  tlie  great  ther.  the  lieutenant-  would  cry  out. 
bare  graveya  I'd  that  suri-ounds  it — with  "Smirno"" — ""  attention,  little  brothers""— 
but  a  single  lonely  mouiul.  the  resting-  and  I  was  carried  up  to  the  very  liighe^t 
place  of  some  unfoi'tunate  who  had  in-  ))innacle  of  the  fortros  upon  the  broad 
deed  looked  from  Pisg-ah.  but  was  cut  backs  of  the  sturdy  Russian  soldiers, 
down  as  he  walked  toward  the  land  of  Kvei'v  gun  had  to  be  ])hotograi)hed :  for 
promise;  this  gi-eat  lield  \vas  fartoosmall  the>e  were  the  admira.'s  ordei's.  arid  an 
to  hold  the  living  multitudes  the  many  admii'al  having  twenty  men-of-war  and  a 
who  will  be  lying  there  so  still  befoi-e  batli-tub  at  his  disposal  was  not  a  man 
that  wilderness  that  opened  so  alluringly  to  be  trifled  with.  I  focussed  them  one 
before  them  shall  be  made  by  their  laboi-  and  all,  though  I  was  provident  with  my 
to  blossom  like  the  rose.  It  was  a  sun-  photog-i'aphic  material  and  neglected  to 
lit  scene  of  vigorous,  hopeful  pioneer  life,  change  the  plate:  so  I  hav(^  one  photo- 
over  which  the  strug-gle  and  the  defeats  g-rapli  of  all  the  guns  that  command  the 
of  the  days  that  ai-e  to  come  could  cast  entrance  to  the  (Til)raltar  of  the  Pacific, 
noshatlow;  those  sombre  gray  days  which  We  spent  one  day  on  horseback,  riding- 
are  to  (l.wn  in  the  wildeiaiess  where  the  over  the  hills  behind  tlie  port,  where  the 
niig-hty  rivers  rush  amid  tiie  trackless  troops  were  living  in  the  >ummer  canijis. 
wastes  of  the  tundras  that  have  no  end.  There  wei'e  at  least  'ir).!)!)!)  men  under  can- 

AVhen  the  formal  visits  to  the  authori-  vas.     They  could  have  all  been  acconnno- 

ties   wer(;  over,  and    [  had   paid  my  mo>t  dated,  and    very   comforial)ly   too.  in    the 

respectful   salutations   to   three  adtnirals.  brick  barracks  near  the  town,  whicli  had 

four  g-enei'als,  and    two    govei'tiors.    with  just    been   com])lel''d,  but    it   was    thought 

such  desj)atch  that  no  one  could  say.  least  ])referable.    for    f(^ar    of    an    outbreak    of 

of  all  I,  whicli  of  them  I  had  called  upon  (dn^lera,  to  kocp  them  in  detached  camps 

first  (for.  as  everywhere  else  in  Vladivos-  back  in  the  hills.      They  lived  (exactly  as 

tok,  there    are    some    very    nice  ([tiestions  though  ihey  wei'e  engaged  in  active  cam- 

of  precedence,  which  have  not  as  yet  Ixn^n  ]>aign  service,  tifieen   men    in  a  tent,  with 

arrang-ed  satisfactorily  to  all   concerned),  a  turf  wall  tiiree  feet  high   around  it.  and 

I  was  turned    over    to    the    car*^    of  Lieu-  a   deep  ditch    beyond  to   diain    away   the 

tenant  S .    the    adjutant     of     Admiral  rains.     We  dined  at  the  common  solditu's" 

A .  who   was  instructed  lo  place   him-  mess,  with   a    regiment    of    I'iliemen    com- 

self  entirely  at  my  tlisposal  audi  to  show  ])osed    (exclusively  of    Siberians    rc^'ruited 

me  ever}' thing-.    S would  have  ])rovtHl  fnun  tlu^  neighliorhootl  of  I  rkutsk.     They 

a  delig-htful  comi)anion  and  cicerone — \'ov  wovo   splendid-looiving  fellows,  tall,  lean, 

he  was  a  very  inlelligenl  man.  with  most  big    framed,   shai-})    (\V(h1.    ideal    rillemen. 

eng'ag-ing' manners —had  the  admiral  (|ual-  Place    was   mad(>    for   us    in    one   of   their 

ified  his  instruction  by  saying  that   I  was  tents,  and  as  evening  canu^  they  brcuight 

to  s(M_''  only  what  I  wanted  to  see.  us   our    rations,   lished    out    of    hug-e    cal- 

Admii-al  A had  appeared  to  u\o  in  ilrons   suspended    upeui    gig-antic    wooden 

the  role  of  the  gootl  Samaritan,      lie  had  cranes,  in   the   (q)en    space,  over  charcoal 

saveil   me    from  the   wretchedness  of   my  tires.      This  was  ,s7/f',  or  cabhag-e  sou]).      It 

hotel  ashore.      He  had  placed  his  luxuri-  was  c'ooked  in  these  gr«\il  caldrons,  deep 

ous  cabins,  and  even  his  bath  —  for  tlnu'e  enough    to    drcnvn    a    man    in.      Then    we 

are  no  baths  in  Vladivostok  -entirely  at  had    boiled    beef    and   rye    bread,  washed 

my  service,  and   he   had  opened  up  to  me  down  with  kvass,  a  weak  but  not   unpala- 
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table  beer.  Indeed,  I  remember  ibis  din- 
ner as  being  one  of  tbe  most  satisfying  I 
enjoyed  during  my  visit  to  Siberia,  out- 
side of  Vladivostok. 

Tbe  Russians  believe  in  music,  particu- 
larly mecbanical  music:  and  wbetber  it 


tliat  is,  not  to  cboose  from,  but  one  day 
opera  and  tbe  next  day  drama.  Botb 
were  produced  by  a  company  of  tbe  Bretb- 
ren  of  tbe  Pear-Orcbard,  as  tbe  Cbinese 
call  actors,  wbo  bad  crossed  Siberia  all 
tlie  way  from  tbe  Ural,  by  tarantass  and 
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be  to  keep  up  tlieir  spirits  or  to  depress     by  sledge,  and  bad  performed  witb  equal 
tliem    to  tbe    level    of    tlieir    dreary  sur-     success  before  tbe  miscellaneous  audiences 
roundings  in  Siberia  I  do  not  know,  but 
I  know  tbat  tbe  water-organs  and  tbe  or- 
cbestrions,  wliicb  play  every  nigbt in  every 
Siberian  inn,  from  dinner  until  well  on 
towards  breakfast,  possess  a  reper- 
tory  of   sucli   mournful    dn-ges   as 
serve  to  drive  tbe  restless  traveller 
mad.      Tbis   is   tbe 
only  provision  tbat 
is  made  for  tbe  en- 
tertainment of  tbe 
traveller  by  tbe  Si- 
berian    innkeeper, 
and   it   never   runs 
out.     Tben  in  Vla- 
divostok every  ad- 
miral,   every    gov- 
ernor,   and     every 
general     has     bis     private 
and  particular  band,  wbicb 
plays  in  bis  private  garden 
every  afternoon;  and  tben 
tbere  are  otber  unattacbed 
and     unauthorized     bands, 
some  to  tbe  manner  born, 
some    free    lances    of   har- 
mony  from   Bohemia   and 
from  Germany,  who,  meet- 
ing you  on  the  street,  give  you  a  spon- 
taneous serenade,  if  you  be  not  careful  to 
droop  your  eyes  demurely  when  you  see 
them  approach.     Tbe  streets  swarm  with 
stalwart  officers,  who  do  not  seem  over- 
busy;  and,  in  truth,  there  is  not  much  to 
do  in  the  town  but  go  to  the  club  for  an 
occasional  glass  of  vodka  and  a  zakuska, 
which  means  a  "snack,"  and  which,  fork 
in  hand,  you  pick  and  choose,  according 
to  your  taste,  from  a  sideboard  tilled  witb 
such  condiments  as  caviare,  salt  tish,  and 
pickles. 

In  the  afternoon  the  meeting-place  of 
the  idle  was  tbe  Hotel  of  the  Golden  Horn, 
decidedly  the  sporting  centre  of  the  new 
metropolis.  Here  was  in  progress  a  bill- 
iard tournament,  between  the  chaplains 
of  the  war-vessels  anchored  in  tlie  harbor, 
which  lasted  ten  days,  and  had  official  so- 
ciety worked  u})  to  tbe  highest  pitch  of 
excitement. 

In  the  evening  we  bad  opera  or  drama  ; 
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of  the  ])rairie,  mining  and  river  towns,  in 
barrack,  barn.  Hat  boat,  and  convict  camp. 
The  theatre  was   large  and  bare,  distinc- 
tive v  Vladivostokian    in    all  its  appoint- 
ments.     Tbe  stage  tilled  one  end   of  the 
great  hall,  and  the  bar  was  crowded  into 
the  otber  three  sides.      On  tbe  evening  I 
visited  the  theatre  tbe  Camelliaii  Lady  of 
Dumas  was  produced,  and  the  fair  hero- 
ine, when  in  the  last  stages  of  consump- 
tion, ranted  and  roared  about  tbe  stage  in 
a  voice  which  would  have  done  credit  to 
a,  drill-sergeant  or  a  drum-major;  then  she 
died  witb  her  boots  on— boots  tbat  might 
have   been   worn   by   a  Cossack  ataman, 
and   which  protruded   under  the  curtain 
long  after  it  had  been   mercifully  drawn 
ovei"  tbe  other  sad  features  of  the  scene: 
and  the  orchestrion  played— a  ba])py  coin- 
cidence, for,  once  started,  these  machines, 
as  I  found  on    more  than  one  occasion, 
pass    quite    beyond    tbe    control    of   their 
care-taker-aslbe  Camellian  lady  diecb  the 
(H'chestrion  played  tbe  "Last  Rose  of  Sum- 
mer." 
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One  aftei'iiooii  I  l)()ai'{led  llie  ex])r('ss 
wliicli  I'lius  three  times  a  week  over  the 
extreme  eastern  section  of  the  Trans-Sibe- 
I'ian  Ivailway.  It  travels  at  a  vei'v  sohei- 
f^ait  over  the  tliree  liundred  mih'S  wliieh 
iie  between  Vhulivostok  and  Iinan,  whei'e 
})e,<^'ins    th( 

to  th(>  A  mill'.  The  slow  ratc^  of  speed 
maintained  on  tliis  section  of  the  great 
road  is  not  a,  matter  of  clioic(\  but  of 
necessity.  A  vei'v  <ireat  poi'tion  of  tlie 
linc^  runs  thronuh  ]()\v-lyin<j;-  mai'sh-lands, 
wliicli  the  Siberians  call  hoJoio.  Wliat- 
ever  the  exact  formation  of  the  land  mav 


of  C()ui's<^   neitlier   niodtds  of  comfoi't  nor 
of  cleanliness,  wliicli  is  not  surpi'ising.  as 


thev  ai'e  intended  almost  exclusively  for 
the  use  of  soldiers  and  of  emigrants:  but 
the  traveller  who  })i'oposes  t')  make  a  ti'ip 
across  Asia  when  the  g-i-eat  highway  real- 
river    navigation    that    leads     ly  is  completed  need  not  be  discouraged. 

because  very  much  better  arrangements 
are  ))romised  against  the  time  when  the 
through  passengers  from  St.  Petersburg 
to  the  l^icitic  shall  ]u-esent  themselves  in 
sullicient  numbers  to  nuike  bettei"  treat- 
ment at  once  necessary  and  jn'olitable. 
The    trains    ai'e    comjiosed    simply    of 


be,  it  forms  one  of  the  most  exaspera-  third-class  cai-ringes.  with  now  and  then 
ting  obstacles  with  which  the  builders  of  a  second-class  coupe,  which,  however,  dif- 
raihva3"S  have  ever  been  confronted.  In  fers  in  little  from  the  third-class  com- 
places  the  marsh  ]iartakes  of  the  nature  partment.  and  is  invariauly  resei'ved  for 
of  quicksand,  and  it  is  impossible  to  make  some  high  otlicial  of  the  army,  oi-  an  in- 
a  Hrm  foundation.  No  sooner  are  the  specting  engineei' trn  veiling  up  and  do.wn 
rails  laid  than  the}'  sink  out  of  sight,  and  the  line.  The  cai'i'iages  are  long,  about 
in  some  instances  drift  away.  Efforts  the  length  of  American  cars,  with  pas- 
sageways from  end  to 
end.  but  i-unning  down 
r   ■  one  side,  and  not  tlii'ough 

!  the   middle.      They   are 

\  divided  into  sections,  in 

sha})e  and  area  very 
much  like  those  of  our 
PullmaM  cars:  but  here 
the  resemblance  ends. 

UiH)n    either    side    of 
the   section    is  a    bench. 
\\\)o\\  which,  in  the  day- 
time, tlie  passengers  sit. 
The    beiudies    are    cane- 
seated,    very     comforta- 
i)le  and  voo\.      At  night 
the     cushion     backs     of 
the    benches    are    }>ulled 
down,   and    form    a    not 
over  -  luxurious      bunk. 
Such       acconnnodations 
as     these,    the     persecu- 
tion  of  the   nuisquitoes, 
and  the  suffocating  want 
of    air  —  because,  owing 
to  tlie  nunil)er  and   the 
tnd    cinders    which 
the  wood-burning  loconu^tives  thi'ow  oil', 
it    is   quite    im])ossible    to    kee])    the   win- 
dows   (^p(Mi.    least    of    all    whilc^    you    are 
asleep — all  tend  to  make  a  uii^lil  joui-ney 
(HI  the  Trans-Siberian  auvlhinu-  but   I'est- 
ful. 

At  >sil;olskoye.  about  seventy  miles 
from  the  Pacilic.  I  stopped  for  the  night. 
It  is  a  gi*eat  military  ctuitre.  and  always 
has  been   i-eco^-nized  as  a  strong  strategic 
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have  IxHMi  made  to  securely  anchor  the 
road-lxul.  but  hitherto  witliout  any  very 
d(H'ided  success.  For  many  hours  we  did 
not  move  along  at  more  than  live  or  six 
miles  an  hour,  and  often  not  (piite  so 
fast.  This  is  the  discouraging  result  af- 
ter the  road  has  Ixmmi  in  opin-atioii  for 
four  years,  and  I  do  not  think  the  rate 
of  spec^d  will  vwv  b(^  greatly  iiu'i'tnised: 
certainly  not  in  the  immediate  future. 
The  trains,  as  at  ])reseut   made  up.  are 
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point.  There  are  fortifications,  ruined 
and  dilapidated,  out  upon  the  prairie  near 
the  town,  wliich  have  been  pronounced 
to  be  the  handiwork  of  Tamerlane  or 
Geng-liis  Khan.  The  two  (hiys  I  spent 
tliere  passed  uneventfully.  1  had  my  first 
ride  in  a  tarantass,  and  found  it  rather 
tame ;  most  unexpectedly  so,  as  Nikolskoye 
is  famed  all  throuf^-h  eastern  Siberia  for 
the  speed  and  breedinf^  of  its  post-horses; 
but  I  found  that  the  horse  of  galvanized 
steel  had  taken  the  spirit  out  of  the  fa- 
mous aninuds  of  the  Ukraine  bi-eed.  and 
had  I  allowed  myself  but  for  a,  moment 
to  regard  my  })()st- horses  as  legitimatf^ 
descendants  of  this  celebrated  strain,  the 
story  of  Mazeppa  would  for  me  have  be- 
come ridiculous  for  all  time.  Still,  the 
experience  was  interesting;  and  a,  great 
many  years  ago,  in  the  good  old  times 
for  the  Siberian  horse,  when  he  was  coi-n- 
fed  and  did  not  hav(^  to  browsi^  in  the  by- 
ways and  lanes  of  the  towns,  tarantass 
posting  must  have  been  fascinating  to  a 
degree.  My  izvozchik,  who  had  an  idea 
of  sl,aging  the  ex})erience  well,  made  me 
get  into  the  tarantass  before  the  horses 
were  brought  out  from  the  slal)l(\  or  were 
even  haiMiessed;  because  this  is  one  of 
the  vanishing  customs  of  the  old  ];)()sting- 
days,  and,  as  he  assui'ed  me,  it  was  a  cus- 
tom that  was  based  upon  wise  ])recaution  ; 
for  in  those  days,  if  you  did  not.  get  into 
the  tarantass  before  the  horses  were  traced 
up,  you  never  would  have  the  chance;  for 
on  the  moment  they  were  attaclunl  they 
were  otf  and  awav   like  an   arrow   fi-om 


the  bow,  like  a  bullet  from  tlie  barrel,  like 
a  bolt  from  the  blue.  None  of  these  sim- 
iles are  mine,  but  belong  to  my  driver, 
who  must  accept  all  res})onsibility  for 
their  trutlifulness.  I  can  only  say  that, 
whatever  the  actual  exi)erience  may  have 
been,  it  was  vei-y  ])leasant  to  hear  of 
these  mad  galloj)s  and  slii-ring  breathless 
I'ides  as  we  crept  over  the  ))rairie,  with 
our  heavy  grass-fed  nags  ambling  along 
at  a  rate  of  s])eed  which  was  soothing  to 
the  nerves  of  the  ])assenger,  and  cei'tainly 
not  distressing  to  the  hoi-ses. 

But  the  strangest  vehicde  and  tlie  most 
uncomfortabh^  method  of  ti'ans))oi'tation 
that  1  have  ever  biH'ome  acMjuaiuted  with 
by  practical  ex|)erience  is  what  the  l\us- 
sians,  or  i-ather  the  Siberians,  call  a  "sit- 
astride,"  to  which  1  was  introduced  on  the 
following  aftei'noon.  Imagine,  if  you 
will,  one  of  those  long  bodil(\ss  contriv- 
ances used  in  lumber  countries  to  carry 
logs  from  the  river,  with  a  distance  of 
some  thirty  or  forty  feet  and  only  a  single 
connecting  ])ole  between  the  fi'oiit  and  llu^ 
j'ear  axles,  and  yon  will  hav(^  a  very  good 
i(l(>a  of  the  Siberian  sit-astride,  only,  of 
course,  it  is  not  half  so  long.  P'rom  the 
front  axle  thei'e  runs  a  narrow  i)lank, 
.sometimes  tufted  and  cushioned,  but  gen- 
ei'ally  not,  njjon  which  the  lucdcless  |)as- 
senger  is  expected  to  straddl(\  and  let  his 
legs  dangle  in  the  dust  of  the  load  be- 
neath him.  Aft(^r  a  very  shoi't  I'ide,  and 
when  his  toes  have  come  in  sharp  con- 
tact with  the  ))i'()minent  howldei's  of  the 
road,  the  traveller  will    naturally  assume 
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tlic  only  attitudo  in  wliicli  it  is  i)().ssible  to 
sit  astride  Avitli  safety.  You  must  sliort- 
cn  your  stirrups,  as  it  were  tlioug-li  you 
liavc  no  stin-ups.  and  no  ])i'idlo,  antl  no- 
tliiii.u'  to  liold  on  by;  hut  you  can  ^-ri])  tlie 
boards  with  yoiii"  Uncos,  as  one  iniii'ht 
clin<4-  to  a  huckin^-  liorsc.  and  tlicMi  you 
ai'o  safe,  if  fai'  fi'oni  conifortahle,  and 
must  o-i'in  and  h(>av  it. 

'\Vl)ikM'xp(M'im(Mitin<>'  ui)on  this  sti'an<.iT' 
fronlicr  vcliiclc  we  trotted  ijayly  up  a 
sleep  hill  some  four  miles  across  the 
))i'aii'ie  fj-om  the  town  that  is.  the  gi'cat 
shaft-horse  and  his  frislcy  mate,  who  ran 
hy  his  sid(i  "  loose,""  accord  in  <;•  to  the  Sibe- 
rian custom  trotted  along  gayly,  while  I 
liung  on,  soberly  detei'mined  that  if  ever 

I  i-eached  the  inn  alive.  I  ni>ver  would 
wander  abroad  again  upon  the  sit-astride. 
Suddenly,  with  a  bump  and  a  jolt,  we 
came  abruptly  to  a  standstill,  and  I  fol- 
lowed the  izvo'/chik's  whip  to  where  he 
was  pointing  to  tlie  plain  below.  It  was 
white  with  tents.  How  many  there  were 
standing  there  1  shall  never  know,  as  the 
evening-  closed  in.  and  when  I  had  counted 

II  thousand  1  lost  my  count  in  the  dusk: 
but  there  were  still  many,  very  many, 
more.  It  was  a  sunnner  camp,  ami  there 
were  anywhere  from  15,000  to  20.000  sol- 
diers lying  here  perdu,  where  their  pres- 
ence was  as  little  sus])ected,  where  they 
were  as  sechuled,  as  somewhere  in  the 
heart-  of  Africa.  I  afterwards  learned 
that-  this  was  l)ut  one  of  the  three  in- 
tr(uich<Hl  camps  around  Nikolskoye,  and 
not  the  largest.  The  men  were  leading' 
the  lit't^  of  soldiers  on  active  service,  and 
wei'e  ready  for  mol)ilizat ion.  to  the  last 
button. 

To  Iman  we  made  better  speed.  There 
was  less  of  the  shaking  swan][)-land.  and 
the  road-bed  was  altogether  in  better  con 
dition.  The  last  125  miles  we  made  in 
about  eleven  hours,  which  was  consid- 
ered an  excellent  perfoi-mance. 

Iman  was  the  most  dreary  of  the  Sibe- 
rian settlements  1  visiunl.  and  I  was  only 
too  glad  to  leave  it.  on  the  morning  fol- 
lowing my  arrival,  upon  a  hamlsome  ii'ou 
steamer.  l)uilt  in  Belgium,  and  especially 
constructed  foi'  the  navigation  of  Sibe- 
I'ian  rivers,  and  brought  oul  in  sections 
to  Asia. 

Within  an  houi'  aftei-  eml)arking  W(^ 
had  ])assed  out  from  the  narrow  and  slial- 
low  waters  of  the  Iman  into  tlit^  I'ssuri.  a 
much  more  majestic  stream.  My  fellow- 
l)assengei's  were  principally  ollicersof  ilie 


I 


civil  and  military  administi'ation.  going" 
to  their  various  destinations,  or  return- 
ing to  iMirope  on  leave.  There  were  not 
a  few  miners  from  the  gold  regions  of 
Blagovechensk.  and  trappers  and  hunt- 
ers who  were  iz'oinu-  to  the  countrv  of  the 
Lena. 

For  two  days  and  a  night  we  ran  al- 
most directly  north.  stop))ing  evei-y  two 
or  three  hours  at  a  log  whai'f  on  the  right 
bank  of  tln^  river,  from  which  a  straggling 
Cossack  settlement  could  be  seen.  Tlie 
inhabitants  of  these  stanitzas  all  wore 
uniforms,  with  ca{).  and  sometimes  the 
number  of  the  I'eginient  or  detachment 
of  Cossacks  to  which  they  belonged. 
They  were  I'uled  l)y  a  starosta.  or  ca})lain. 
and  evidently  the  most  stringent  military 
law  was  in  force.  The  west  side  of  the 
river.  Chinese  teri'itory.  was  wholly  un- 
inhabited—  that  is.  so  fai'  as  Chinese  are 
concerned.  The  Cossacks  have  the  habit 
of  crossing  the  river  into  Chinese  teri'i- 
tory. and  pasturing  their  cattle  in  the  low 
meadow-lands,  and  rai>ing  crops  of  hay 
there.  Now  and  again  we  came  to  a  vil- 
lage of  the  native  Gilyaki  or  Goldi.  in- 
ferior ]'aces  that  are  disapi)earing  befoi-e 
their  vigorous  sup])lanters  like  snow  be- 
fore the  sun.  Now  and  again  we  would 
meet  a  flotilla  of  these  little  i)eople  i)ad- 
dling  mysteriously  along,  dressed  in  their 
clothing  made  of  salmon-skins,  and  their 
hats  of  birch  bark,  but  they  did  not  give 
us  often  an  opi)ortuiiity  for  a  close  inspec- 
tion. The  moment  the  sound  of  the])ow- 
erful  revolving  screw  which  ])roi>elled  ns 
fell  upon  their  ears  they  would  \)\\t  all 
their  force  into  their  ])addles.  and  dis- 
a})})ear  from  sight  under  the  trees  that 
fringe  the  banks.  The  iirst  night  out 
from  Iman  we  met  a  steamei-  towing  live 
or  six  steel  barges,  upon  each  of  which 
there  niusi  have  been  500  soldiers.  For 
live  ov  leu  minutes  l)otli  steamei's  slowed 
uj).  and  there  took  i)lace  tlu'  usual  dem- 
onstration, which  is  the  dipjhng  of  col- 
ors, the  exchange  o-f  gruH'  hurrahs  for 
Kussia  and  for  the  LV.ar.  and  then  we 
kept  on  our  journey  north,  and  the  sol- 
diers on  toward  tlie  south,  while  for  near- 
ly half  an  hour  after  they  had  disap- 
])ear(Hl  in  the  ilarkness  we  could  hear  the 
gi-eat  chorus  of  their  song.  0\\  the  s(H'- 
ond  evening  we  came  u})on  another  and 
still  more  characteristic  scem^  of  thc^  coun- 
try. It  was  a  construction  cam))  in  the 
midst  of  the  wilderness,  where,  lighted  by 
pine  knots  and  torches  of  turi)entine.  we 
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could  s(M>  tliousaiids  inul  tliousaiids  of  men 
at  woi'lc,  ])ushiii,n'  on  witli  tlio  <^real  rail- 
way which  is  to  connect  the  ca])ital  of 
]iussia,  with  the  Pacilic. 

Tiie  conversation  L  enjoyed  with  the 
passenii'ers  on  hoard  was  of  an  interest- 
ino-  and  often  of  a  surprising-  characti^'. 
I  found  that  your  Siherian  ]\ussian  r(>- 
g-ards  our  i)e()i)le,  particularly  our  })eople 
of  the  Pacilic  slojx',  with  very  much  the 
same  consideration  which  we  liave  f(>r  the 
unf<)rtunat(^  and  never  sufliciently  to  he 
pitied  denizens  of  Great  Britain  and  Kn- 
rope.  It  will  he  of  intei'est  to  tln^  })eo})Ie 
of  the  Pacific  slope  to  know  that  twen- 
ty years  from  now  all  the  hread  th(\v 
eat  and  all  their  salmon  will  come  from 
Siberia,  and  that  if  Siberia  should  not 
care  to  send  her  produce  to  California 
and  to  Oi'e^'on  the  ])eople  of  tliose  States 
will  have  to  starve. 

On  the  third  morning-  after  leaving- 
Iman,  just  when  the  journey,  despite  the 
beauty  of  the  riv(M\  and  the  ever-changing- 
varied  scenery  of  its  banks,  was  begin- 
ning- to  pall  upon  me,  I  was  awakened  l)y 
the  sound  of  a  thousand  liammers  beating 
against  steel  ])lates:  and  when  I  looked 
out  of  the  window  I  saw  we  had  ari'ived 
at  Khabrrovka,  and  were  passing-  the 
great  ship-yard,  wliere  steamers  have  been 
built  for  the   purpose  of    navigating   the 


Sungaru,  and  other  Siberian  rivei-s  wliich 
enter  Ciiina  in  their  course. 

Khabarovka.  this  great  Siberian  city 
of  the  future,  the  St.  Louis  of  lliis  coun- 
try, which  is  to  become  tlie  gi-eat  port  of 
transshipment  for  goods  going  to  and  pro- 
duce coming-  from  all  the  lands  that  are 
r(\iched  by  the  waterways  of  tlie  Amur, 
the  Ussuri.  and  the  Sungaru.  is  not  pre- 
possessing u})on  tirst  view.  It  is  a  long, 
straggling  collection  of  little  hamlets,  con- 
nected by  a  few  muddy  i-oads:  the  dis- 
tances are  magnificent,  and  sugge>t  that 
the  builders  of  the  city  have  built  for  the 
next  and  not  for  the  pi-esent  century,  and 
are  (uiducd  with  a  very  sanguine  appre- 
ciation of  the  ]irobable  importance  of  tlie 
))lace  in  the  generaticms  to  come. 

There  was  a  charm  and  freshness  in 
the  life  of  this  i-ude  settlement  at  tlie 
junction  of  the  gi'eat  Siberian  riveis 
which  1  know  not  how  to  express.  But  I 
know  that  a  day  in  Kliabarcnka  was  as 
exhilarating  to  my  mind  as  a  plunge  in 
ice-cold  water  |)roves  to  one  accustomed 
to  the  tepid  enervating-  baths  of  the  lazy 
East.  Here  our  i-ace  and  our  people,  our 
civilization  and  our  religion,  though  trans- 
planted, to  he  sure,  have  come  to  strike 
deep  root,  to  grow,  to  broaden  and  exi)and, 
and  though  exotic,  they  give  every  pros- 
])ect    of    a    permanent,  vigorous    growth. 
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Here  the  Europeans  do  not  come  and  g'o, 
liurried  travellers  tlirong'h  strange  lands, 
or  ti-aders  who   work  and  toil  and  phiu 
and  scheme,  and  then  some  day  sail  away, 
never  to   return  again.      In   tlie  English 
and  French,  the  Spanish  and  the  Portii- 
g-uese,  and  in  the  Dutch  possessions,  though 
in   a  less  degree, 
the     white     men 
follow    each    oth- 
er,    flight       afler 
flight,  like  ducks 
who  seek  the  low- 
lying  paddy-lands  ^.         ^ — 
where     the     wild 
celery  grows  and 
fly     away     when 
they    have    eaten 
their  fill. 

But  here  there 
are  no  transients; 
these  settlers  will 
never  go  back  to  Russia, 
but  tliej"  will  draw  Rus- 
sia   to    them    in    closer 
union  with  every  decade. 
Tliese  pioneers  are  great 
sturdy  fellows,  capable  of 
bringing'  the  rude  land, 
which  has  been  so  long 
a  waste,  into  subjection, 
and  then  to  make  it  pi'o- 
duce;    from    their    loins 
will  spring  a  race  of  men  born  to  Eastern 
conditions,  who   will  control   and  people 
this  continent  as  far  south  as  it  is  habita- 
ble for  men  of  our  race;  and  certainly  that 
vast  counti'y  from  the  Amur  to  the  Y(^l 
low  River,  and  perhaps  as  far  south  as  the 
Yangtze,  is  as  suitable  for  the  conditions 
of  life  of  the  Russians  as  are  the  Middle 
States   for   us;  and  their  women,  too,  are 
women  fit  for  the  duties,  the  responsibili- 
ties, and  the  emergencies  of  frontier  life — 
great,  deep- chested    women,   strong    and 
quick  of  limb,  wearing   s])ui's,  and    using 
them,  too,  as    they   straddle   their   ])onies 
man  like,  and  galloj)  down  the  unpaved 
streets    to    do   a    little  "shopping,"  with 
great  masses  of  llaxen  hair  falling  down 
over  their  shoulders;  and  wIhmi  at  home, 
what  a  nund)er  of  babies  there  are  cling- 
ing to  their  short  skirts! 

There  ai-e  no  windows,  no  glass,  and 
no  shutters  as  yet  in  the  town,  with  tlu^ 
exception  of  a  few  residences  of  ofTicials. 
In  the  humble  dwellings  of  log  and  i)lank 
and  mud  which  are  spi'inging  up  in 
hundreds  with  mushroom    rapiditv,  these 


luxuries  ai'e  unknown,  so  the  intimate 
life  of  the  home  is  open  to  those  who 
walk  the  streets,  as  1  did,  studying  the 
present  situation,  and  di-awing  from  it 
a  horoscope  of  the  future.  The  women 
went  about  their  household  duties  bright 
and  fresh   and  hopeful,  and  wearing  the 


A    RIVER    SCENE    ON    THE    USSURI. 

neat  white  apron  aiul  iIk^  niany-color<Hl 
velvet  petticoats,  and  with  gay  kerchiefs 
twisted  around  their  IkvuIs  and  hair;  and  I 
remember  so  vividly  onc^  of  thes(^  homely 
scenes,  which  T  will  eiuleavor  to  desci'ibe, 
however  imperfectly,  because  I  Ixdieve 
that  it  i-e veals  the  essence  of  the  leaven 
with  which  Russia  is  working-  mii-acles  in 
East  Asia  to-day.  It  was  (^vening,  under 
the  smiling  image  of  the  Ikon,  the  })ro- 
tecting  saint,  which,  smiling  down  upon 
the  humble  l)ed  aiul  board  of  the  colo- 
nists, faces  towai'ds  the  door,  as  evei'  in 
a  Russian  home,  so  that  whoev(M'  enters 
may  know  that  he  has  come  among  those 
who  l)eliev(\  and  who  woi'k  and  rest  undei* 
the  protection  of  his  covenant.  The  house 
before;  me  was  \vv\  small.  Ix'longing  evi- 
dently to  the  V(M'y  })o()r  among  tin;  colo- 
nists; it  was  unlinished.  as  tluM'e  were 
still  many  weeks  before  the  season  of  the 
great  cold,  and  through  the  windows  and 
incom})lete  walls  I  could  not  ludp  seeing, 
as  I  ])assed,  tlu^  intimate^  lif(>  of  the  ])ioneer 
family.  Two  little  children  sat  upon 
logs  u[)luriKHl  to  serve  as  chaii-s.  before  a 
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I'ou^'li-liewii  tahle;  llKMUollicr.  with  i^Tave 
and  _<i-<Mill('  face,  was  cutting-  tlicni  slices 
of  tlicii'  daily  ])i'ead.  so  dillicult  to  eai'ii.  so 
sweet  to  uiv(\  and,  as  I  passed  on.  tlie  fa- 
tlier  of  the  lionsehold  came  in  from  liis 
work,  covered  with  (hist,  and  phtced  liis 
great  liand  upon  tiie  litt  h,' lieads ;  tlieu  he 
kissed  IJkmi'  hntlei-y  mouths,  and  the  u'ood 
Avife  san<;"  liappily  a  sono-  of  the  Volu'a. 

The  construction  of  tlie  Traus-Siherian 
Hail  way  has  ])roeeeded  with  ureat  rai)id- 
ity.  Some  of  the  ol)stacles  which  had  to 
be  overcouu'  are  so  obvious  that  it  is 
U(MHlh>ss  to  speak  of  them  such  as  tlie 
immense  distances  ;  tlieahx'nce  of  all  pre- 
vious ways  of  communical i>)n  and  trans- 
])ortatioii  ;  the  ahsence  of  hihor.  which  had 
to  be  brou.u'lit.  as  well  as  the  uuit(M'ials 
used  in  the  construction,  from  afar:  the 
I'iu-orous  climate,  and  tiie  almost  ab>olute 
want  of  the  uecessilics  of  1 H e  alonu'  the 
line  of  this  o;voi\\  hi,u-h\v;iy.  The  length 
of  this  the  lon^-est  railroad  in  the  world 
is  set  down  upon  the  ollicial  chart  at 
9S7()  versts.  or  l().r)()U  kilometres. >  The 
railways  across  our  conlineut  -aw  not 
moi'e    than     half    this     Irnulh.    and     the 

*A  kilonu'tre  is  about  two-ihi;-,!^  of  a  mW- \  a 
vorst  is  ;>r)Ol  left. 


Trans-C'as{)iaii,  which  has  been  built  so 
rapidly,  is  not  over  1500  kilometres.  The 
work  was  divided  into  live  zones,  or  sec- 
lions,  of  constriu'tion,  of  which  three  have 
been  com])leted,  one  nearly  so.  and  the 
fourth  section,  that  running"  along-  the 
Aniur  throug-h  the  river  i)rovinces.  2000 
versts  in  leno-th.  has  not  l)een  even  com- 
menced. The  work  upon  this,  the  least 
important  section  (.)f  road,  is  awaiting  the 
develo})m(Mits  of  the  jH)litical  situation  in 
the  East  ;  and  in  the  nu'an  time,  for  at  h^ast 
six  nu^ntns  in  the  year,  when  the  river  is 
not  frozen,  the  ti'ansportation  of  men  and 
\\ar  materials,  and  even  fi'eight.  by  the 
river  boats,  is  (piite  as  inexpensive  and 
almost  as  (\x])edilious  as  by  rail.  The 
following  table  wiil  faii'ly  show  the  j)res- 
eiit  status  of  the  w(^rk  : 

1-^t    zoiio. Western l-KUl  versts. 

"^.1        ••      Central UHU'i 

-S'i  "  Tran>-l>aikal.  ....  \2W 
4;h  •*  Airiur  Provinees  .  .  .  .2<mi0 
otii      ■'      t"s>uri  and  Taeitie.  .     ToM       " 

The  western  section  begins  at  Tchelia- 
biusk.  which  is  the  ollicial  head  station 
o(  the  lin(\  ami  runs  to  Tomsk,  a  distance 
of  14(M)  versts.      Of  course  Tcheliabinsk  is 
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well  beyond  the  watei'-shed  of  tlie  Ural, 
,and  the  line  that  runs  fi'oni  Perm  to  Eka- 
terinburg" is  really  a  section  of  the  Trans- 
Siberian,  and  should  be  considered  as 
such;  but  as  it  was  connected  with  the 
European  system  in  the  time  of  Alexander 
III.,  and  before  the  coh)ssal  road  across 
Asia  had  been  decided  upon,  it  is  not  so 
designated. 

To  reach  this  great  railway  from  Eu- 
rope, you    can  go   from   Moscow   by  the 
Volga  steamers  to  Tcheliabinsk  or  to  Sa- 
mara— a  voyage  which  is  most  agreeable 
in  the  summer  months;  or  you  can  go  by 
railway,  a  journey  of  1984  versts, 
which  is  made  in  eighty  hours. 
At  Tcheliabnisk-, the  central  depot 
of  the  eastern  end  of  the  line,  the 
greatest  activity   })re vails.      All 
along  this  part  of  the  line  the  sta- 
tions are  large  and  comfortable, 
and  there  are  very  passable  buf- 
fets.      Through  trains  are   run- 
ning both  east  and 
west  three  times  a 
week,   and    accorii- 
niodation         trains 
once  a  day  in  each 
direction;   and  this 

is  the  schedule  upon  ''*'"'■ 

all  the  completed 
sections  or  divi- 
sions of  the  road. 

You  can  travel 
from  Tcheliabinsk 
to  Omsk  in  forty-live  hours, 
and  you  will  have  then  s})ent 
one  hundred  and  twenty-live 
hours  in  actual  travel  from 
Moscow.  Tlie  trains  are 
made  up  of  carriages  in  the 
American  style,  and  with 
sleepers.  These  latter  are 
])rimitive.  Just  before  tlie 
Omsk  you  cross  the  Irtish, 
great  Siberian  rivers.  The  building  of 
this  bridge,  and  its  })rot(H'tion  against 
the  danger  of  ice  gorges,  ])roved  one  of 
the  most  difficult  engineering  j)r()bi(Mns 
of  the  work.  Ui)on  this  section  the 
rails  are  laid  directly  uj)on  sand  beds, 
not  U{)on  sleepers,  ajid  this  departure 
from  custom  in  railway  construction  is 
a  pronounced  success.  The  railway  now 
goes  east  to  cross  the  Obi,  some  one  hun- 
dred versts  south  of  Tomsk,  which  is  con- 
nected by  a  "feeder."  or  annex,  which  is 
now  coin])leted.  ()f  cours(^  th(^  work 
could     not    have    been     prosecuted    with 


such  I'apidity  had  it  not  been  for  the  fact 
that  almost  on  the  whole  line  grading  to 
any  extent  was  unnecessary.  One  of  the 
engineers  told  me  that  upon  level  ground 
one  of  the  construction  trains  was  able 
to  place  the  rails  at  the  rate  of  three 
versts,  and  sometimes  even  as  many  as 
six  versts,  a  day.  Of  course  the  road-bed, 
under  these  favorable  cii'cunistances,  has 
cost  nothing,  and  Avas  made  almost  ex- 
clusively with  pick  and  shovel.  The 
w^ork  has  been  let  out  in  small  sections 
to  contractors,  and  in  the  summer  of  1896, 
when  the  most  feverish  activity  prevailed 


somewhat 

arrival     at 

one    of   the 


A    GOLDI    VIT.I,A(;K    ON    THE    A:MI-K. 

all  along  the  line,  there  were  two  hundred 
thousand  men  at  work  u})on  the  uncom- 
])leted  section.  Erom  Krasnoyarsk  and 
Irkutsk  the  work  has  Ix^en  pushed  on 
rai)ully.  The  ground  has  been  levi^lled 
and  the  rails  have  hecMi  laid  more  than 
half-way  to  Lak(^  Baikal.  This  i-egioii  is 
well  wooded,  an  obvious  advantage,  and 
though  thiu'e  are  four  or  live  I'ivei's  lo  be 
bridged,  the  longest  will  not  be  over  tlii'ee 
hundr(Hl  yards  in  length.  In  the  third 
zone,  that  of  the  trans-Bailcal  region,  there 
are  special  diiliculties  to  he  ovei'come, 
and  th(^  ])laii  by  which  this  will  be  at- 
lem])ted  has  not  been  delinitely  decided 
u])()n.  The  greatest,  of  these  difliculties 
is   how    to    cross    Lake   Baikal,   which    is 
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seven  liuiidi'cd  l-ciloniclrcs  long-  and  eif^rlify 
in  breadlli.  It,  is  now  crossed  by  trans- 
])()i'ts,  or  ferries;  hut  tlie  curi'cnts  of  lliis 
lake,  which  is  probably  llie  reservoir  of 
sciveral  suhterraiiean  rivei-s.  are  so  trea- 
cherous tliat  iiavigat,ioii  is  extremely  un- 
certain, not  to  sjiy  dang-erons.  .Many  of 
tlie  eng'ineei's  to  wlioni  I  spoi^e  upon  tlie 
subject  stated  tliat  if  boats  wei-e  construct- 
<"(!  to  carry  the  trains  and  cars  across  the 
lalce,  as  is  (h)ne  in  America,  tliey  would 
Ix;  vevy  careful  not  to  travel  on  tlieni. 
TIk!  alternate  route,  however,  aiound  the 
south  shore  of  the  lake,  ])resents  equal 
dilliculties.  Tin;  soil  is  of  volcanic  for- 
mation, and  cut  up  by  towcM'inu"  jnoun- 
tains  and  deep  gullies.  To  carry  a  rail- 
road over  such  a  country  would  cost 
many  million  dollai-s  a  mile.  East  of 
the  lake  the  country  changes  entirely  in 
its  cliaracter.  You  hvive  l)ehind  you  tlie 
country  of  the  ])lains  and  the  valley  of 
the  Obi,  with  its  temperate  climate,  which 
is  so  suitable  foi'  the  cultivation  of  wheat 
and  other  cereals.  Trans-liaikalia,  the 
])rovince  we  enter  upon  now,  is  a  pas- 
toral country,  where  horses,  horned  cattle, 
and  sheep  are  raised  pi'otitably  and  in 
large  numbers.  xVll  the  I'ails  and  sleep- 
ers for  th's  section  have  to  be  brought 
out  fi'om  Euroi)e  l)y  sea  to  Xikolaifsk. 
then  in  barges  uj)  the  Amur.  ^Vhile  the 
Russian  engineers  in  chai'ge  of  tlie  work 


are  more  sanguine.  I  do  not  believe  that 
this  section  of  the  railway  will  be  eom- 
))leted  before  the  yeai-  litUl.  From  Baikal 
to  Stretensk  the  line  crosses  tlie  Yab- 
loni  Mountains  witliout  a  tunnel,  ami  with 
an  ascent  of  only  tifleeii  miilimeires  to 
the  metre  in  the  steepest  places. 

The  fourth  zone,  that  from  Stretensk  to 
Khabarovka,  has.  as  I  liave  already  staled, 
not  been  commenced.  That  the  main 
road  of  the  Trans-Siberian  will  ultimately 
be  built  from  Stretensk  or  Blagovechensk 
straight  across  ^lanchuria  is  ])robable: 
this  will  prove  a  great  economy,  and  it 
of  course  possesses  great  political  advan- 
tage's ov(n"  tlie  route  as  at  present  sur- 
veyed. 

From  this  ])oint.  Stretensk.  it  requires 
four  or  live  days  to  descend  the  Amur 
to  l^lagovechensk.  which  is  already  a 
])ros})erous  town,  the  centre  of  a  great 
mining  region;  it  will,  in  my  opinion, 
when  the  trans -!Manchurian  railway  is 
completed,  become  a  still  greater  city — 
])erhaps  the  greatest  mart  of  its  kind  in 
Sil)eria — for  in  all  probability  this  will 
become  tiie  Siberian  depot  of  the  new 
road  to  the  sea  aci'oss  Cisinese  territoiy. 
Blagovecliensk  likes  to  be  called  the  San 
Francisco  of  Siberia,  and  ])oints  with 
pardonable  ])ride  to  a  very  floating  and 
a  very  mixed  ]iopulalion  of  thirty  thou- 
sand   souls    and    an    Institute    Pasteur. 


■~"»^;»*i.ii**^ 
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From  here  to  Kliabarovka,  down  the 
river,  four  or  live  days  are  I'equired, 
and  here  we  reach  the  fifth  zone  of  the 
great  railway,  which  is  now  coinj)leted 
and  in  operation  along  the  wliole  dis- 
tance to  the  Pacific,  about  seven  liundi-ed 
and  tliirty  versts. 

With  characteristic  detachment  of  ])eo- 
ple  who  do  so  many  gi-eat  things  tliat 
they  liave  no  time  to  talk  of  their  ex- 
ploits, I  found  the  Russians  with  whom 
I  came  in  contact  more  inclined  to  tallc 
concerning  their  new  and  darling  ])i'()- 
ject,  the  Manchurian  railway,  than  of  the 
Trans  Siberian,  which  is  for  all  i)ractical 
purposes  completed.  The  Russian  engi- 
neei'S  wdio  served  upon  the  Siberian  work 
were  proceeding  to  their  new  field  of  ac- 
tivity and  of  actual  conquest  in  Manchu- 
ria, escorted  by  large  squadrons  of  Cos- 
sacks, which,  of  course,  imi)ressed  tlu^ 
practical  Chinese  with  a  sense  of  their 
importance  and  their powei'.  Indeed,  the 
position  of  Russia  to-day  in  ncu'thern 
China  is  practically  that  of  a  suzerain 
power.  This  ])i'()posed  railroad  is  to  be 
built  under  a  concession  to  the  so-called 
Russo-Chinese  Bank  of  Peking  and  Shang- 
hai.     In  this  matter  the  bank  is  merelv 


acting  as  the  agent  of  the  Asiatic  depart- 
ment of  the  Russian  governmcuit,  and  it 
was  })ushed  foi'ward  to  lessen  the  loss  of 
prestige  to  the  Peking  government,  to 
save  '*face,''  so  dear  to  the  (Miinese,  and 
perhaps  also  for  the  ])urpose  of  mystify- 
ing the  re])resentatives  of  the  other  pow- 
ers in  Peking,  who  were  also  clamorous 
foi'  railway  concessions.  P(Mha])S  eigh- 
teen months  will  be  I'equii'ed  before  the 
])r(Miminary  surveys  can  be  c()mj)leted; 
in(l(MHb  th(^  liiK^  of  this  new  railway  is  not 
finally  determiiKHl  u])()n.  The  ])i'obable 
route  cros.ses  the  (MiiiK^se  frontier  to  the 
south  of  Staro  and  Tsuruhaitu,  thence  to 
Khailar  across  the  Kliin-gan  Mountains, 
down  the  right  bank  of  the  Choi  to 
Cholkhoton,  iIkmi  down  th(>  west  side  of 
the  Sungai'u  to  Kirin,  crossing  the  Nonni 
at  Tsitsihar. 

It  is  ho])ed  by  the  enthusiastic  to  con- 
(dude  th(^  construction  of  the  trans-Man- 
churian  railway  within  live  years,  but,  in 
my  opinion,  there  is  vei'y  little  likelihood 
of  this  hope  being  realized.  Ivn'in  and 
Tsitsihar,  being  the  chief  commercial  cen- 
tres of  the  country,  have  also  become  the 
scene  of  the  greatest  activity  in  the  con- 
struction  of  the  road.      Ultimatelv,  it   is 
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I'liinoi'cd,  a  l)r;iiK'li  liiH'  will  he  l)nill  from  tioiis  ai-c  of  its  tinaiicial  featnrt^s.  It  is 
Tsifsiliar  to  lila.Li-ovcclioiisk  :  but  very  lit-  hoped  l)y  lliciu  tliat  wlicii  tlif  road  is  com- 
tlc  is  said  about  this  I'oad,  foi-  then  it  i)l('t('d  three  exurt-ss  trains  a  \ve»-k  will 
would  a))i)ea,i'  lo  IIk^  Chinese,  as  is  the  run  from  St.  Peiersbui'u-  lo  ilir  Paeitie. 
<'ase  in  fact,  that,  the  t  rans  Manehurian  and  rice  r('rs<(,  in  nine  or  len  days. 
is  beino-  built,  in  the  lirst  {)la('e,  solely  to  They  ho))e  that  wlien  travellers  f>-oni 
<iive  the  Uussians  an  alternate  and  a  Ix't-  London  \o  China  and  .Taj>an  lind  that  i-y 
tei'  way  of  communication  to  the  ]*acilic  takiiiL!"  the  Ixussian  I'ailway  they  wouid 
and  the  ( Miina  Sea.  save  two  weeks,  they  cannot  fail  to 
Whatevei'  may  occur  in  iatei'  years,  obtain  a  lar<i'e  share  of  this  passenger 
the  (irst  commei'cial  result  of  the  Trans-  trallic.  Purinii"  certain  seasons  of  the 
Sibei'ian  will  Ix^  to  open  up  new  mai'kets  year,  when  the  lunit  of  the  Suez  lou})  is 
which  have  hitluM-to  Ixmui  inaccessible.  nnbearal)le.  they  tliink'  that  tiie  real  over- 
rather  th;in.  as  is  ap])reliended  in  some  land  route  will  nearly  nionojxdize  all 
quart.oi"s,  a.  (hduL^-e  of  the  woi'ld  willi  raw  travtdlers  bound  for  places  east  and  north 
materials  by  nn^ms  of  this  new  channel  of  Sin.u'apore.  This  i)reference  for  the 
of  comnHM'ce.  These  sanouine  expecta-  in)rthern  railway,  th(\v  claim,  would  be 
tions  of  the  i)r()duction  of  Siberia  will  increased  by  the  outbreaks  of  plague  and 
doubtless  be  realized  some  day,  but  not  cholera,  which  would  seem  to  have  be- 
so  soon  as  is  expected.  The  Siberian  come  ainiost  endemic  in  some  of  the  ])orts, 
wmH  lirst  liuiire  as  a  good  purchaser  and  such  as  iJombay,  Penang,  Singapore,  Sai- 
a  long  customer  in  the  markets  of  the  gon,  and  Hongkong,  where  the  steamei'S 
world  befoi-e  he  makes  his  bow  as  a.  com-  touch.  Tiiey  further  expect  to  nu)nopo- 
])(^titor,  and  by  tl'at  time  the  conditions  lize  the  carrying  trade  to  Europe  of  all 
of  consumption  and  of  ti'ade  may  liavc^  so  those  ])rotlucts  of  the  East  which  are  not 
adjusted  themselves  that  he  will  b(^  glad-  large  in  hulk  and  are  costly  in  ])i'opor- 
ly  welcomed  rather  than  r(>pelled.  East  tion  to  their  weight,  upon  which,  in  con- 
of  Irkutsk  to-day  Siberia  is  oj)en  to  the  sequence,  the  insurance  is  dear.  Under 
trade  of  the  world,  with  none,  or  next  to  these  circumstances  the  quickness  of  the 
none,  of  tie  tarill'  restrictions  which  are  railroad  journey  w(nild  prove  so  gi-eat  an 
enforced  in  other  ])ortions  of  the  empire,  advantage  as   to  overcome  tiie   dis])arity 

This  freedom  of  trade  is  recognized  by  the  between  the  freight  rates  by  sea  and  land, 

n,..    i.,t.^,.    ..i"    .,.,,, :»,.   1,.,.'  • ♦.    K..    .1.^ 


inoLs  woKsinprEn  by  Siberian  tribks 


the  latter  of  necessity  having  to  be  the 
more  co>tly.  The  present  I'ate  foi'  ])assen- 
ger  ti-atlic  in  Siberia  is  very  low.  but  by 
the  taritl'  which  is  ali'cady  drawn  u]).  and 
is  to  be  put  into  force  when  the  railway 
is  com})leted,  promises  the  chea])est  trav- 
elling known  to  the  woi-ld.  Eirst  class 
from  St.  I\qersl)urg  to  the  Pacilic  will 
he  '.)()  rubh^s:  second  class  at  155  rubles, 
anil  third  class  at  liT)  I'uhles.  Over  each 
division  of  the  road  in  operation  one  lo- 
cal and  freight  train  is  run  daily  in  each 
direction,  and  an  ex])ivss  train  every  t>th- 
cv  day  also  in  both  iliri^ctions.  Of  course 
tlu>  through  trallic.  in  i^assengers  as  well 
as  freight,  over  the  still  uncoini)l(^ted  road, 
is  at  present  very  small;  but,  with  only 
tiie    local    }niti'i>nage.    it    has   been    found 
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government  as  more  favorable  to  the  de-  protitable    \o    work    the    road    upon    this 

velo{)m(Mit    and    growtli    of    its    new    (MU-  scheduh^   at    lt\»st.  not   (Uily  without  loss, 

pire  on  the  Pacilic,  and  the  protective  sys-  but  with  a   small   margin  {)(  ]n-olit.      The 

tem  will  not  l)e  introduced  for  many  years  section  from  Tcheliabinsk  to  Omsk,  which 

to  come.  has  been    the   h^ngest    in    o{)ei-ation,  is  al- 

I   came   in    contact,  dui'ing  my  stay  in  I'cady  }iaying  handsomely,  and  cari-ied  for 

Siberia,  with  many  of  the  responsible  olli-  ilie  last  four  months  of  lSi)()  two  hundred 

cers  in  the  management  of  the  road,  and  and  thirty-t)ne  thousand  passengers. 

1  know   how   very  modest    their  expecta-  While    the    Russians    know   that    com- 
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merce  follows  tli('  (lag-  by  land  as  well  as 
by  sea,  and  while  they  foresee  the  revo- 
lution in  conunerce  and  trade  which  tlie 
completion  of  the  Trans-Siberian  cannot 
fail  to  bring"  about,  the  purpose  of  the 
construction  is  quite  ditt'erent.  The  ])i'i- 
niary  object  of 
this  colossal  en- 
terprise was  to 
secure  a  high- 
way for  the  ra])- 
id  and  unimpeded 
transport  of  sol- 
diers and  mate- 
rials from  Euro- 
])ean  Russia  to 
Vladivostok,  all 
tlie  way  in  Rus- 
sian territory,and 
safe  and  secure 
from  the  attack 
of  enemies.  Vla- 
divostok, or  the 
more  southern 
port  that  may 
supplant  it  in  the 
near  future,  was 
destined  by  Rus- 
sian statecraft  to 
become  not  only 
the    terminus    of 

the  great  railroad,  but  an  impregnable 
base  and  a  harbor  of  refuge  for  the  Rus- 
sian fleet  in  the  Pacific.  Such  having  been 
the  project,  it  is  not  surprising  that  the 
curiosity  of  the  world  at  large,  and  more 
particularly  of  those  countries  having 
direct  interests  in  the  politics  of  the  far 
East,  is  more  aroused  by  the  military  than 
the  other  aspects  of  this  pai't  of  the  world, 
so  completely  changed  by  this  great  con- 
struction. On  my  return  from  Siberia, 
it  was  my  experience  that  nine  out  of 
every  ten  questions  that  were  addressed 
me  had  reference  to  the  changes  Avhich 
the  completion  of  the  great  road  would 
bring  about  in  Russia's  military  capacity 
and  efficiency.  In  sununer,  I  believe,  Rus- 
sia could  mobilize  an  army  of  200,000  men 
within  two  weeks  upon  any  given  point 
of  the  frontier  of  Cliina  or  Koi-ea. 

The  Siberian  railway  having  now  be- 
come an  accomplished  fact,  })nblic  atten- 
tion iu  Russia  and  tliroughout  the  East 
is  \evy  much  preoccu})ied  with  the  pro- 
posed Chinese  Eastern  railway,  which, 
running  across  Manchuria,  is  to  connect 
the  Trans-Sibei'ian  system  with  the  great 
markets  of  Manchuria,  and  ])rol)ably  ter- 


minate at  Ta-lien-wan,  or  at  some  other 
point  upon  the  open  waters  of  the  Yellow 
Sea.  The  ground  luis  already  been  broken 
for  this  railway  at  Stanitza  Paltanskaya, 
in  Russian  territory,  and  the  sharp  wedge 
that  is  soon  to  awaken  the  slee])ing  oyster 
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and  ])ry  ()])en  the  shell  of  China  is  being 
i'a])idly  pushed  forward. 

Russia  has  now  in  fact,  if  not  in  style, 
the  virtual  i)osition  of  suzerain  over  Chi- 
na, and  in  many  of  the  northern  ])rov- 
iiices  she  openly  exeirises  the  rights  and 
duties  of  sovereignty.  Whatever  the  fate 
of  the  Russian  lleet  in  the  Pacific  may  be, 
in  th(^  event  of  the  long-expected  coiiMict 
bi'eaking  out,  and  in  view  of  the  ])rol)able 
alliance  of  the  lleets  of  Japan  and  Eng- 
land, it  can  be  said,  without  fear  of  con- 
tradiction fi'on)  any  one  at  all  conversant 
with  the  existing  condition,  that  thei-e  is 
no  military  force  from  the  frozen  Arctic 
to  the  fi-onti<>r  of  Siam  and  the  Hima- 
layas which  could  stand  for  a  moment  be- 
fore the  armies  which  Russia  now  holds 
in  a  stat(*  of  constant  readiness  upon  the 
frontier  of  China,  nor  is  lh<M'(^  any  Eu- 
i'oi)ean  ])ower  abh^  or  willing  to  ])lace  on 
the  east  coast  of  Asia  an  army  that  could 
cope  with  Russia.  In  this  part  of  the 
world  slie  to-day  0('cu})ies  a  posuion  of 
absolute  military  supremacy.  The  frank 
recognition  of  this  fact  is  a  necessary 
])reliminary  to  a  com{)rehension  of  the 
situation. 


HE    TIIIKF. 


T.  The  ])oor   old    maid   had   never  gi-owii 

/AIMXIOX  ill  Ohl  Clirstci'  was  divich'd  <'anoiis  to  lier  broriier's  o-ibes.  and  reddeii- 

V_/    as  t.o  t-lie  ])i'()pi'iet y  of  I  )i'.  Tjaveiidar's  od    sh)\vly   under    lier  leathery.  Avrinkled 

course    ill    assistiuL:-    ()s('ai'    Kiiiu'   to    run  skin:  but  she  said  to  herself.  "  Dr.  La  ven- 

away    with    .Miss   l^'erris's  niece;    most    of  dar  was  riii-ht  1" 

th(>  new  ))eo|)h' thoiiu'lit.  ""  coiisideriiiii' tlu^  IMi-s.  I^ale  was  "■})ain  fully  astonished"; 
circ'unistanees,""  thai  Ik^  had  Ixhmi  quite  and  ]\li's.  Ixu'kley  saitl  that  "Dr.  Laven- 
rio'ht;  but  some  of  tlu^  oKl  jtcople  were  dar  did  not  consider  the  exani])le  to  youth  ; 
all'ronted.  ,1  ud,u-e  ]\b)i'ris()ii  said  to  his  still,  slu^  wouUl  al  ways  Ixd  ieve  in  the  ])rob- 
sistcr,  his  cohl  moutli  eurlinu'  baclv  from  ity  of  James  Laveiidar's  motives.no  mat- 
bis  y<dh)w  teeth:  ter  what  liap])ened."" 

■"If  T  bad  a    (l;iUL;-hler   1    would  ]>ut    an  "For  my  ]iart.""  said  dim  Shields  to  his 

injunction  on  .lames  l^aveiidar  for  safety,  brother,  "'.l    consider   the    dominie   acces- 

1  (b)irt  know  but  wliat  I'll  do  it  anyhow,  sory  before  the  crime:   but.  ]^ord,  lloi'ace, 

on  your  aceount,  Hannah:  you're  such  a  1  hope  be  won't   reform  in  case  anybody 

lov(dy  creature  !     Jim  Sliieldswill  l)e  I'un-  sliould   undertake  to   run  away  with  An- 

niui;-    ott'    Avith     you.    tlu^     tirst     tiling-     I  uie!" 

know''  As   iov   Annie   Shields  herself,  she  ap- 
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proved  of  Dr.  Lavendar,  and  said  so 
courageously  right  and  left.  Yet,  dear 
me!  what  a  difference  the  personal  ele- 
ment does  make  in  matters  of  judgment! 
When  Dr.  Lavendar  put  his  finger  in 
Annie's  pie,  how  it  altered  her  belief  in 
the  old  man ! 

Annie  was  the  twins'  niece — ''the 
twins"  being  Horace  and  James  Shields, 
who  lived  on  Main  Street,  next  door  to 
the  post-office.  Only  once  had  there  been 
any  rival  in  the  affection  of  these  two 
old  men  for  each  other,  and  that  was  so 
long  ago  that  they  had  both  forgotten  it. 
"Passing  the  love  of  women,"  Dr.  Lav- 
endar said  once  of  that  silent,  dogged 
devotion  that  kept  little  Mr.  Horace  at 
James's  elbow,  to  be  eyes  to  the  blind  and 
feet  to  the  lame;  for  the  elder  brother 
(the  elder  by  some  twenty  minutes)  had 
been  a  paralytic  since  he  was  thirty-five, 
and  a  little  later  an  illness  had  stolen  his 
sight.  But  in  spite  of  what  he  called  his 
"  cussed  body,"  Jim  Shields  was  the  heart 
and  mind  of  the  Shields  household;  he 
directed  and  protected  his  twin;  bossed 
him  and  bullied  him  (at  least  so  Old 
Chester  said),  but  always  with  a  curious 
and  touching  tenderness.  As  for  old 
Mr.  Horace,  he  simply  lived  for  James. 

Into  this  absorbed  household  came, 
when  she  was  thirty,  the  daughter  of  a 
younger  brother  who  had  died  abroad. 
She  had  found  instantly  in  poor,  sleepy, 
behind-the-times  Old  Chester  a  hundred 
interests:  the  town  needed  a  library — 
the  money  must  be  raised  for  it;  "the 
poor  Smiths'"  second  girl  was  an  unde- 
veloped genius  —  she  must  be  sent  to  a 
school  of  design,  so  that  she  might  be- 
come a  great  artist;  the  shiftless  Todds 
only  had  meat  three  times  a  week — they 
must  be  properly  fed;  it  was  horrible  to 
think  of  such  destitution !  Dr.  Laven- 
dar reminded  her  that  if  a  man  will  not 
work,  neither  shall  he  eat;  but  Annie 
had  a  different  theory  —  at  least  in  re- 
gard to  the  man's  famil}'.  Indeed,  it 
must  be  admitted  that  this  warm-hearted, 
energetic  woman  had  a  good  many  the- 
ories, and  she  talked  about  them  until 
all  Old  Chester  found  her  just  a  little 
fatiguing.  As  for  the  twins,  at  first  the 
presence  of  their  strong,  happy,  vital  niece 
was  bewildering;  then,  her  apprehension 
of  the  situation,  her  dramatic  appreciation 
of  the  helplessness  of  one  uncle  and  the 
gentleness  of  the  other,  the  w^ay  in  which 
she  threw  herself  into  their  interests,  and 
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claimed  and  commanded  a  share  in  their 
lives,  the  way  in  which  she  served  them, 
with  almost  passionate  devotion,  made  the 
two  old  men  first  amazed,  and  then  flat- 
tered, and  then  dependent.  That  was 
when  Annie  was  thirty;  by-and-by,  when 
she  was  nearly  forty,  when  for  almost  ten 
years  she  had  decided  what  would  make 
them  comfortable,  what  would  amuse 
them,  what  they  needed  for  health  and 
happiness  (and  decided  wisely,  too),  the 
two  old  brothers  may  have  had  opinions 
which  they  did  not  share  with  the  world. 
It  is  possible  that  they  were  tired  of  being 
"interesting";  that  James,  who  had  a 
large  nose  and  a  big,  powerful  head, 
wearied  of  being  told  (and  liaving  other 
people  told)  how  clever  he  was,  and  how 
dear  and  good  and  patient — "though  he 
will  use  naughty  words  sometimes,"  An- 
nie would  say,  laughing.  Old  Mr.  Horace 
used  to  wince,  and  open  and  shut  his  eyes 
rapidly,  when  Annie  declared,  her  own 
pretty  eyes  beaming  with  tenderness,  that 
he  was  perfectly  sweet !  But  all  the  same, 
the  two  old  gentlemen — they  were  really 
old  when  the  time  came  for  Annie's  story 
— the  two  old  men  always  said  that  they 
were  very  fortunate  in  having  their  niece 
to  take  care  of  them.  "And, ".said  Old 
Chester,  "no  doubt  Annie's  money  heli)s 
them  along  a  little."  For  everybody 
knew  that  the  twins  had  very  little  money 
of  their  own. 

xVnnie  was  not  rich  ;  she  was  only  what 
is  called  "in  comfortable  circumstances  " ; 
but  when  she  came  to  live  with  her  uncles, 
she  must  have  been  in  uncomfortable  cir- 
cumstances a  good  deal  of  the  time,  for, 
in  spite  of  their  worried  protests,  she  spent 
far  more  money  on  the  two  old  men  than 
on  herself.  Annie  Shields's  generosity  in 
this  respect  was  proverbial  in  Old  Chester, 
and  more  than  one  friend  took  it  u})on 
herself  to  remonstrate  with  her  about  it — 
though  with  admiration,  taking  all  the 
edge  off  the  re})roof. 

"  ]\Iy  deal",  you  shouldn't  s))end  all  your 
money  on  your  uncles!  Why  don't  you 
have  this,  or  that,  or  the  other?  You  ought 
not  to  be  so  unselfish,  you  dear  child!" 
And  Annie,  smilijig,  would  shake  her  head 
and  say,  "It's  just  selfishness,  dear  ]\[rs. 
Dale  [or  Mrs.  Dove,  or  ^[rs. —  whomever  it 
might  be' — I  like  to  do  it." 

And  when  she  told  this  truth,  the  ad- 
miring I'emonstrator  only  loved  and  ad- 
mired her  the  more,  and  never  knew  that 
it  was  the  truth.      If  the  bi'others  ever 
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winced  at  being'  made  lier   beiieliciai'ies, 
it  was  not  in  i)ublic.     Wlien  Annie  pre- 
sented her  uncle  James  with  a  new  and 
very  elaborate  wheeled  chair,  the  old  man 
may   have  set   his   teeth   and   thought  a 
"  naughty  word,"  and  Uncle  Horace  may 
liave  sighed,  and  said  :    "  Make  the  best  of 
it.      If  she  likes  that  sort  of  thing,  that's 
the  sort  of  thing  she  likes— let  her  enjoy 
lierself.     xVnd  the  chair  isn't  bad,  Jimmy?"' 
"  No,  it  isn't  bad,  and  she  means  to  be 
kind,  damn    it;   she  means   to   be   kind'.'' 
the   old    invalid    reminded   himself;   and 
never  had  the  heart  to  jar   the  girl's  en- 
joyment of  sacrifice  by  telling  her  how 
it  tried  him  to  receive  it.      But  in  sj)ite  of 
such   bad   moments    the   two   uncles  did 
come  to  de])end  on  her.      They  gave   her 
nothing  but  affection — they  had  nothing 
else  to  give — that  and  a  roof  and  the  op- 
portunity to  rule  and  order  their  elderly 
lives;    and    she   gave   them    service   and 
devotion  and  comfort  and  love  and  un- 
stinted   admiration.      So  it   will   be   seen 
that   they  had   no  claim   upon   her.      No 
one   could    possibly  say   that    she    owed 
them  any  duty  when  it  came  to  a  question 
of  her  own  life— when   it  came  to  the  ar- 
rival upon  the  secure  of  her  Tom  Gordon. 
No.  even  Oh\  Cliester  admitted  reluctantly 
that   the  twins  had   no  claim  on  Annie; 
for  years,  for  her  own  pleasure,  she   had 
sacrificed  hci'self  for  them  :   and  now.  still 
for  her  own  pleasure,  she  was   going  to 
sacrifice    them.      But    she   was    no    more 
selfish  in  the  one  case  than  in  the  other. 
Tom  Gordon    was  forty  when   he   met 
Annie,  who  was  a  year  or  two  older; — a 
warm-hearted,  shallov;   man.  quite  good- 
looking,  and  with  an  aptitude  little  short 
of    genius    for    reflecting    and   re})eating 
wluitever  was    good    in  his  friends'  opin- 
ions.     Not  that  he  was  in  the  least  a  hyp- 
ocrite:   he  merely   assented  with  all  his 
heart  to  any  sontiment  which  he  was  told 
was  good  or  noble,  or.  as  lie  used  to  say. 
"big.'' and   he   thought  he  originated  it. 
He  was,  in  fact,  an  excellent  transmitting 
medium  for  other  people's  ideas.     A  kind- 
ly, fatuous,  histricniic  man.  he  had  fallen 
in  love   many  times,  but    his  love-atl'airs 
had  not  prosi)ered.      It  was  rumored  that 
he  had  proposed  to  Susan  Carr  when  she 
was  visiting  in  fiercer,  and  that  she  had 
replied  that  when  she  married  she  would 
marry    a    man:    not    herself   in    trousers. 
The  fact   was  ]>oor  Tom    repelled  strong 
personalities,  more  especially   among  his 
own    sex  than    among   women,  vrlio.   for 


tlie  most  part,  regarded  him  with  a  good- 
natured  amusement — recollecting  that  lie 
had  made  love  to  them  in  the  past. 

As  for  Old  Chestei'.  when  Tom  Gordon 
came  to  visit  the  Macks,  and  fell  in  love 
with  ]Miss  Shields,  it  said  he  was  an  agree- 
able person  and  would  make  Annie  a 
good  husband.  The  Macks,  perhaps,  had 
misgivings  when  they  saw  how  things 
were  going:  or  at  least  Mrs.  !Mack  had. 
But  her  husband  tried  to  reassure  her. 
"  He's  only  a  fool,"  said  Mr.  Alack.  ''  not 
a  knave." 

But  Mrs.  Mack  could  not  help  remem- 
bering how  she  had  praised  Annie  to  her 
susceptible  guest,  and  appealed  to  Annie's 
kindness  for  the  gtiest.  who  at  that  par- 
ticular time  chanced  to  be  in  some  busi- 
ness gloom.  Annie's  sympathies  had 
been  instantly  stirred :  and  as  for  Tom 
Gordon,  he  had  been  quick  to  applaud 
when  3Irs.  Mack  told  him  that  Annie 
was  giving  up  her  life  to  the  two  old 
uncles. 

"  And  vrhen  you  remonstrate  with 
her,"  said  I\Irs.  3iack,  warmly,  the  tears 
in  her  good,  kind  eyes,  ""the  child  just 
says.  '  Well.  IMi-s.  Mack.  1  don't  see  what 
one  can  do  with  one's  life  better  than  to 
give  it  to  other  people.*  " 

"Good!"  said  Tom  Gordon,  heartily. 

••  And  she  has  such  an  adniii'ation  for 
goodness."  ]Mrs.  Mack  continued:  "she 
says  that  character  is  the  greatest  thing 
in  the  world.  I  don't  know  just  what 
she  means."  said  ]\Irs.  ^Mack.  thoughtful- 
ly. "  but  she  cei'tainly  does  appreciate 
goodness  in  folks." 

"Ah,  line!  line  I "  said  ]\Ir.  Gordon, 
cordially. 

Now  those  who  admire  what  we  believe 
to  be  admirable  are  always  persons  of 
great  common-sense:  so.  after  that,  ]\Irs. 
]^Iack  v\-as  disposed  to  think  well  of  'Mr. 
Gordon,  and  she  said  very  nice  thirjgs 
about  him  to  ]\Iiss  Annie  Shields,  who 
was  always  hospitable  to  enthusiasms. 
"He  spoke  wiih  so  much  appreciation  of 
you.  dear."  said  Airs.  Alack. 

"Of  me?"  said  Annie,  surprised.  "He 
doesn't  know  anything  about  me  1" 

"Oh.  well.  I  told  him  a  few  things." 
Airs.  ALack  confessed,  her  honest,  mother- 
ly face  beaming  with  kindness. 

"Why.  you  naughty  woman  I"  Annie 
said,  laughing.  "He'll  lind  me  out  when 
he  meets  me." 

Sii  she  also  was  disposed  to  think  well 
of  Air.  Gordon:   and  when  she  saw  him. 
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handsome,  somewhat  sad  (his  latest  re- 
fusal had  discouraged  him),  with  great 
manner  and  also  good  manners  —  two 
things  not  necessarily  seen  together — 
when  she  was  told  that  he  wrote  (but, 
through  some  fine  reserve,  did  not  pub- 
lish) poetr\',  when  she  heard  all  her  own 
theories  of  religion  and  life  echoing  in  new 
words  from  his  lips — why,  tlien  she  fell 
in  love  with  him.  In  fact,  it  was  almost 
love  at  first  sight.  She  had  called  at  the 
Macks'  to  see  Gertrude  about  something, 
and  there  was  this  big,  dark  man,  with 
a  rather  piercing  eye,  who,  with  folded 
arms  and  intent  expression,  preserved  a 
tine  silence.  Mrs.  Mack  began,  as  usual, 
to  protest  that  Annie  was  wearing  her- 
self out  for  other  people,  when,  lo!  this 
new  man  said,  quietly:  "  Why  not?  Can 
one  do  anything  better  Avith  one's  life 
than  to  spend  it  for  others  ?"  Annie 
turned  and  looked  at  him  with  a  start. 
How  true  that  was,  but  how  fine  to  say  it  I 
How  unlike  the  tiresome  praise  of  people 
like  Mrs.  Mack!  She  answered  him  with 
the  eager  entliusiasm  which  had  kept  her 
young  in  spite  of  her  forty  years: 

"Indeed  you  are  quite  right,  Mr.  Gor- 
don.   Giving  is  really  receiving,  isn't  it?" 

"To  give  is  to  receive,"  Tom  answer- 
ed, his  eyes  narrowing  with  some  subtle 
thought.  Then  he  came  and  sat  down 
beside  her,  and  looked  at  her  so  intently 
that  Annie  felt  her  face  flush ;  but  she  said 
to  herself  that  he  was  so  in  earnest  that 
she  did  not  believe  he  even  saw  her.  He 
was  very  confiding: — those  deep,  simple 
natures  always  are,  Annie  told  Mrs.  Mack 
afterwards.  He  told  her  he  had  failed 
in  business,  and  w^as  looking  about  for 
something  to  do.  "You  haven't  a  job 
in  bootblacking  in  Old  Chester?"  he  in- 
quired, with  a  fine  gayety  that  Annie  felt 
was  a  very  beautiful  and  cheerful  cour- 
age. She  responded  in  the  same  tone, 
and  said  there  would  at  least  be  no  com- 
petition in  such  a  venture  in  Old  Chester; 
and  all  the  while  her  eyes  were  bright 
with  interest  and  appreciation. 

"Oh,  competition,"  said  Tom  Gordon, 
who  was  coming  down  from  his  ethical 
horse  and  getting  frivolous — "competi- 
tion; it  is  the  life  of  trade,  you  know!" 

"It  is  the  death  of  honesty,"  cried 
Annie,  who  had  theories  in  the  dii*ection 
of  political  economy  which  she  and  Ger- 
trude Mack  used  to  discuss  passionately. 
Mr.  Gordon's  face  was  instantly  intense. 

"  Competition  cuts  the  throat  of  hon- 


esty," lie  said.  "Miss  Sliields,  you  will 
understand  me  when  I  say  I  am  proud  to 
have  failed  in  business?" 

"I  do  understand,"  she  said,  in  a  low 
voice.  "And  I  can  guess  the  temptation 
to  succeed,  too,  to  a  man  of— of  power, 
Mr.  Gordon."  Annie  was  trembling  with 
the  reality  of  what  she  said. 

"I  wonder,"  he  said,  with  a  certain 
boyish  impulsiveness  that  always  touched 
women — his  face  absorbed  and  eager,  and 
looking  up  at  her  from  under  his  frown- 
ing, handsome  brows — "  I  wonder  if  you 
will  think  me  too  informal  if  I  say  that 
the  understanding  of  a  woman  like  you— 
makes  chai-acter  .seem  the  most  important 
thing  in  the  world?" 

Annie  took  this  somewhat  solid  flattery 
without  a  quiver.  It  is  amazing  how  mucli 
flattery  a  sensible  middle-aged  woman  can 
stand! 

When  he  went  away,  Mr.  Gordon  took 
her  hand  and  bowed  deeply  in  silence; 
then  he  gave  her  a  long  look. 

Annie  was  stirred  through  and  through  ; 
she  went  home  tingling  with  excitement. 
At  supper  she  told  her  uncles  all  about 
this  new^  man,  with  a  sweet  enthusiasm 
which  was  part  of  her  own  charm. 

"  He  said  such  beautiful  things!  Uncle 
Jim,  he  must  come  and  see  you.  I  know 
how  you  will  delight  in  him.  He  has 
that  same  passion  for  generosity  that  you 
have  yourself,  you  dear,  improvident  un- 
cle! He  said  (I  think  this  was  really  an 
epigram),  '  To  give  is  to  receive.'  When 
you  think  of  all  that  means!" 

"Well,"  said  Jim  Shields,  "the  remark 
was  passed  some  two  thousand  years  ago 
that  it  was  more  blessed  to  give  tlum  to 
receive;  but  I  suppose  this  is  an  improve- 
ment?" 

Annie  laughed  good-naturedly. 

"How  you  do  love  to  take  me  down, 
Uncle  Jim  !    But  all  the  same, it  was  fine." 

Perhaps  if  peoj)le  had  given  a  more 
cordial  assent  to  this  declaration  on  An- 
nie's part  she  would  have  had  a  clearer 
idea  of  the  value  of  poor  echoing  Tom; 
but  a  certain  stubborn  unwillingness  on 
the  part  of  Old  Chester  to  appreciate  him 
roused  Annie's  indignation,  and  drove  her 
into  deeper  conviction  of  ]\Ir.  Gordon's 
worth.  (31d  Chester  viusf  appreciate 
him!  So  she  talked  to  him  in  her  enthu- 
siastic way,  and  then  of  him,  announcing 
(as,  in  slightly  altered  words,  Tom  had 
echoed  them)  all  her  own  honest  and 
cordial  and  noble  sentiments. 
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Because  he  had  repented  her  own  the- 
ories of  p]iikiiithi'0])y,  Mr,  Gordon  found 
himself  pushed  into  parisli  work,  and 
compelled  to  \isit  the  poor  in  her  com- 
])any.  He  listened  to  all  she  had  to 
say  concerning*  the  woi-k  of  the  "poor 
Smiths'  "  g'irl,  in  whose  artistic  talent  she 
helieved,  and  as  he  told  her  on  one  day 
all  that  she  had  told  him  on  the  previ- 
ous day,  she  found  her  artistic  judgment 
endorsed,  and  her  determination  to  send 
the  girl  away  from  home  to  study  great- 
ly strengthened.  He  admired  her  uncle 
Jim's  character.  He  sym])athized  with 
her  ell'ort  to  raise  money  to  start  a  fi-ee 
1  ibrary.  He  rejoiced  that  somebody  should 
feed  the  hungry  and  clothe  the  naked, 
and  look  out  for  the  im})rovident  Todds. 
So,  of  course,  to  Annie,  when  she  talked 
to  him,  it  was  like  seeing  her  ideals  sud- 
denly embodied :  and  she  never  knew  that 
she  was  only  staring  I'apturonsly  into  a 
looking-glass!  She  was  loving  her  own 
qualities  as  he  reilected  them. 

AVell.  the  u[)sh{)t  of  it  all  was  they 
were  married. 

One  or  two  people  looked  dubious 
when  the  engagement  was  announced; 
but  no  one  gave  Punch's  advice.  After 
all,  why  should  they?  Whose  business 
was  it?  Siie  was  old  enough  to  judge  for 
herself,  and  there  was  nothing  bad  about 
the  man. 

The  two  old  uncles  never  dreamed  of 
objecting. 

''You  see."  her  uncle  James  said  to 
her  uncle  Horace — "you  see.  Annie  is — • 
mature.  She's  cut  her  eye-teeth;  and  if 
she  likes  him,  do,  for  the  Lord's  sake, 
let  her  marry  himl  I've  always  been 
afraid  she'd  be  a  missionary  or  go  on 
the  stage." 

L'ncle  Horace  sighed:  ''Oh,  he's  all 
right.  I  suppose.  But  I  don't  take  to 
him. '' 

"Well,  you  don't  have  to  marry  him. 
I  can't  find  out  that  he  ever  robljed  any 
hen-roosts.  I'd  like  him  l)etter  if  he  had. 
But  he's  perfectly  ladylike.  He's  a  sen- 
timental cuss,  but  Annie  likes  sentiment. 
]\ry  objection  is  to  his  looks.  He  has  a 
great  deal  of  chin,  and  no  nose  to  speak 
of;  I  hate  a  man  with  no  nose.  And  he 
goes  and  sits  with  the  womc^n  in  ttie  after- 
noons, and  reads  his  poems  [poeins.')  to 
'em — ''   • 

"Well,"  interrupted  the  other  uncle. 
patiently,  "  if  Annie  likes  that  sort  of 
thing,  that's  the  sort  of  tliinu'  she'll  liice; 


and  so  long'  as  there  is  nothing'  against 
the  man's  character,  it  isn't  our  business. 
Her  money  is  in  trust." 

"Yes,"  Jim  Shields  agreed,  "and  I 
don't  see  why  she  shouldn't  spend  it  on 
a  tame  poodle  if  she  wants  to." 

That  she  would  no  longer  spend  it  on 
them  made  these  two  old  gentlemen  more 
careful  not  to  express  any  latent  opposi- 
tion they  may  have  felt. 

So  there  was  no  protest  from  the  bride's 
side.  And  as  for  the  groom,  unless  the 
various  ladies  who  had  refused  him  dur- 
ing the  last  score  of  years  had  announced 
that  they  wished  to  reconsider  the  matter, 
there  could  be  no  protest  from  his  side. 
So  they  were  niarried  ;  and  Tom  wi'ote  an 
epithalamium  for  the  wedding-day  that 
began. 

Sec  the  dawn — higli  lieaven-sent  dawn  I 

And  Annie  had  it  pi'inted  on  sqiuires  of 
white  satin,  which  were  presented  to  the 
wedding-guests  as  sotivenirs  of  the  happy 
occasion. 

They  rented  the  old  Poindexter  house 
for  the  summer,  because.  Annie  said,  it 
was  necessary  for  Mr.  Gordon  to  have 
absolute  leisure  to  decide  the  very  impor- 
tant question  of  his  futttre  occtipation. 
'Mr.  Gordon  had  failed  in  business.  Annie 
said,  with  smiling  elation,  because  he  was 
sim{)ly  too  honest  and  straightforward 
for  the  meanness  of  business  lifel 

"I  suppose  he  told  you  so  himself?'' 
her  uncle  James  suggested,  with  a  guile- 
less look;  and  Annie  said,  eagerly.  Yes. 
indeed,  one  of  the  lirst  things  which  had 
attracted  her  in  Tom  had  been  his  pas- 
sionate protest  against  the  immorality  of 
com])etition.  And  her  uncle  James  said, 
"You  don't  say  so  I"  in  a  tone  that  made  An- 
nie angry.  Siie  left  the  two  old  men  with 
a  cold  good-l)y;  they  did  not  appreciate 
Tom.  and  so  she  ceased  to  api>reciate  them. 
Indeed,  slie  ceased  to  a})]n'eciate  many 
things:  the  Todds  were  lucky  if  they  had*, 
meat  once  a  week  in  tliose  days ;  the  "  poor 
Smiths'  "  second  dangliter  drew  ginger-jars 
and  lemons,  uncheered  by  any  prophetic 
and  inspiring  letters;  Old  Chester  pined 
for  literature.  But  Annie  Gordon's  heart 
and  mind  were  absorbed  in  her  own  hap- 
piness, and  in  ilie  pride  of  realizing  that 
she  was  the  v.-ii'e  of  a  great  man.  She 
had  decided  tliat  they  would  sjiend  the 
summer  quietly  in  Old  Chester,  that  the 
great  man  might  make  up  his  mind  just 
how  he  had  best  express  liimself  to  the 


I 


THE    THIEF. 


2G5 


world,  so  that  he  might  help  his  fellow- 
■  men,  and  at  the  same  time  provide  liim- 
self  and  Annie  with  bread  and  butter. 
Meantime  she- provided  the  bread  and  but- 
ter, and  paid  the  rent  of  the  Poindexter 
house.  One  says  tlie  Poindexter  house, 
tliough  it  was  really  tlie  Shore  house. 
Mrs.  Shore's  mother  had  been  a  Poindex- 
ter before  her  marriage,  and  the  Sliores 
owned  it,  but  rarely  lived  in  it.  One 
wonders  if  any  contagion  of  grief  or 
sliame  lingers  about  old  houses?  Cecil 
Shore's  father  had  brought  her  step-mo- 
ther to  live  in  this  house,  and  after  two 
or  three  years  his  health  (he  said)  com- 
pelled him  to  leave  her  and  go  abroad  in- 
definitely. His  daughter  Cecil  had  mar- 
ried a  high-minded  egotist,  and  in  this 
house  they  had  decided  to  separate;  there 
had  been  scenes  of  cruelty  here;  there 
had  been  that  bitterness  which  only  mar- 
riage can  produce  in  the  human  heart; 
there  had  been  disappointment  and  selfish- 
ness, hatred  and  misery,  and  the  ci-ash  of 
broken  ideals. 

And  to  this  house  came  the  bride  and 
groom  to  spend  their  first  wedded  sum- 
mer. Old  Chester  made  its  call,  and 
talked  about  the  pair  before  the  iron 
gate  at  vhe  foot  of  the  garden  had  fairly 
closed  behind  it. 

"How  long  do  you  suppose  it  will  be 
before  she  iinds  him  out?" 

"  Oh,  she'll  never  find  him  out!  She 
idealizes  him  so  entirely  that  she  is  blind. 
How  long  do  you  suppose  he  can  live  up 
to  her  ecstasies?  It  must  be  very  fatigu- 
ing." 

"Ah,  that's  the  serious  thing,''  said 
Mrs.  Mack,  wlio  was  a  wise  woman,  even 
if  she  was  new  in  Old  Chester. 

It  was  serious;  and  j^et  other  people's 
good  opinions  of  us  are  very  good  props 
to  character.  If  our  nearest  and  dearest 
believe  us  to  be  Raphaels  or  Shakespeares 
or  Platos,  it  is  hard  not  to  at  least  pose  in 
the  attitudes  of  these  great  folks. 

As  for  Tom  Gordon,  he  was  bewildered 
by  Annie's  adoration  of  him,  of  his  poe- 
tr}^,  of  his  virtues.  After  all.  could  he  be 
expected  to  say,  "  Madam  and  wife,  I  am 
a  poor,  shallow,  amiable  jackass,  and  as 
such  I  tender  you  my  devotion  "'?  That 
surely  would  have  been  more  than  hu- 
man. 

Besides,  his  humility  would  only  have 
convinced  her  of  his  true  greatness,  and 
been  a  triumphant  proof  of  her  unerring 
judgment. 


II. 

The  first  mist  in  this  cloudless  sky  of 
domestic  happiness  grew  out  of  Tom's 
amiable  way  of  saying  he  "  believed  peo- 
ple were  right.'' 

Tom  Gordon  had  really  the  most  kindly 
feeling  in  the  world  for  Dr.  Lavendar;  he 
once  wrote  a  poem,  called  "Cure  of  Souls," 
in  which  he  paid  a  very  pretty  tribute  to 
"  reverent  age";  but  when  Helen  Smith 
pointed  out  the  old  clergyman's  short- 
comings, he  gave  his  generous,  big-voiced 
assent  to  her  opinions,  which  was  very 
agreeable  to  her,  but  wliicli,  before  he 
knew  it,  committed  him  to  the  opposition 
in  regard  to  Dr.  Lavendar. 

As  it  happened,  he  and  Annie  had 
never  talked  parish  matters  over;  she 
was  too  absorbed  in  liim  to  have  re- 
vealed her  opinion  about  Dr.  Lavendar. 
Hence,  not  knowing  it,  he  ardently  ac- 
cepted Miss  Helen  Smith's  opinion — that 
the  old  man  was  behind  the  times,  an 
injury  to  the  church,  and  a  drag  upoii 
progress;  and  he  said  lie  "believed  she 
was  right." 

"Well,  then,  you'll  help  us,  won't  you, 
Mr.  Gordon?"  Helen  pleaded,  prettily. 

"  I  will,"  he  said, with  his  grave,  intent 
look.  Helen  Smith  drew  a  long  breath, 
and  said,  a  little  seriousness  stealing  in 
among  her  dimples,  that  it  made  her  be- 
lieve in  a  special  providence,  ])eople  were 
so  good  to  her  in  hel})ing  her  work  for 
St.  Michael's. 

Mr.  Gordon  left  her  and  went  home, 
cheerful  and  good-looking,  with  a  hue 
exliilaration  in  the  consciousness  of  hav- 
ing joined  a  crusade,  as  it  were,  to  turn 
the  useless  old  incumbent  out — "in  a 
kindly  way,  of  course,  but  turn  him  out." 
xVnd  he  had  certain  generous  promptings 
in  the  way  of  collecting  other  people's 
money  to  console  Dr.  Lavendar  with  a 
purse;  he  knew  that  Annie  would  a])- 
prove  of  generosity. 

"  We  must  do  the  big  thing,"  Tom  said 
to  himself,  as  he  came  into  the  hall,  and 
heard  the  rustle  of  Annie's  skirls  as  she 
came  running  down  stairs  to  meet  him, 
and  hang  U])on  his  arm,  and  murmur 
that  she  had  missed  him  dreadfully. 
Now  any  man,  a  little  tired,  and  quite 
hungry,  and  aware  that  the  sou})  is  on 
the  table,  who  upon  such  an  occarion  has 
yet  the  presence  of  mind  to  say,  iii  an  im- 
passioned voice,  "My  LifeT  contributes 
to  an  atmosphere  of  domestic  intensity 
which  is  as  good  as  felicity. 


26G 


HARPER'S    NEW    MONTHLY    MAGAZINE. 


"  All,  how  happy  I  am  !"  .sighed  Ainiie; 
"I  don't  deserve  it.'' 

"Beloved,"  he  replies,  in  his  deep,  rich 
voice,  with  an  eye  on  the  dininf>'-rooin 
door,  "  what  am  J,  that  I  should  have  been 
so  blessed?  Ah,  my  wif(\  a  man  comes 
to  believe  in  a  s])(H'ial  [)rovid(Mice  when 
life  is  so  g'ood  to  him.''  And,  g-ently.  he 
leads  her  out  to  dinner. 

"Oh,  Tom,"  she  said,  passionately, 
"liapi)iness  does  make  us  know  divine 
things,  doesn't  it?"  He  shook  his  head  in 
a  soi't  of  speechless  reverence. 

It  is  too  bad  to  make  fun  of  Tom  :  he 
was  not  a  hy])Ocrite;  he  was  simply  an 
artist  in  words.  Indeed,  he  used  woi'ds 
so  skilfully  tliat  ])y  saying  something  of 
the  ])(>a.cefuliiess  of  life  and  the  blessing 
of  content  thei-e  was  in  his  hearty  praise 
of  his  dinner  no  jolt  from  ecstasy  to  eat- 
ing. Tom  thought  a  good  deal  about  his 
food;   it  is  a  Pennsylvania  characteristic. 

"This  salad  is  a  poem,"  he  said.  And 
xVnnie  gave  thanks  to  Heaven  that  she 
had  married  a  man  so  far  i-emoved  from 
mere  material  enjoyment.  Still,  althou.gh 
devoutly  conscious  of  her  happiness,  she 
i-emembered  the  unluip})iness  of  othei's 
less  blessed  than  herself.  To  be  sure,  such 
remembrance  may  l)e  as  mustard  to  our 
meat,  mailing  us  all  the  more  satisfied 
with  our  own  condition.  But  never  mind 
that;   Annie  remembered  it. 

"Tom,"  she  said,  "  what  do  you  think? 
Isn't  it  abominable.''  There  is  a  sort  of 
movement  on  foot  to  ])ut  Dr.  Lavendar 
out  of  St.  Michael's.  Mrs.  Mack  told  me 
about  it  this  afternoon." 

Tom  looked  u]),  frowning. 

"  Ah."  Annie  said,  smiling, 
the    most  symi)athetic    person! 
know  anybody  so  quick  to  feel 
to  othei's." 

"  Well,  injustice  is  the  out?  thing  wliich 
is  intolerable  to  me."  he  said,  warmly. 

"And  to  think  of  that  old  man,  who 
has  spent  his  life  for  us.  being  turned  out. 
just  because  he  is  old-fashioned!"  Annie 
went  on,  with  spirit.  "  It's  outrageous  !  1 
just  said  to  Mrs.  ^lack.  "Well.  Mr.  Gordon 
and  I  are  old-fashioned  too.'  I  knew  how 
you  would  feel." 

Tom   drank  his  wine 
at    his    glass    intently,   with    comi)ressed 
lij)S. 

"  I  sup])Ose,"  lie  said,  nodding  his  head 
slowly,  "the  complaint  is  that  he  does  not 
follow  the  newer  lines  of  clnirch  work. 
Wouldn't  it  be  possible   to  suggest  it  to 


you   are 

1    don't 

injustice 


and  then  looked 


him.  and  compromise,  so  to  speak,  with 
the  new  element?" 

"How  instantly  you  grasp  the  situa- 
tion!" she  exclaimed.  "It's  wonderful 
to  me  —  I  think  so  much  more  slowlv. 
liut  Dr.  Lavendar  doesn't  want  any 
change  in  the  parish  work:  that's  the 
trouble.  Helen  Smith  has  proposed  sev- 
eral tilings,  but  he  snubbed  her  unmer- 
cifully. No;  compromise  isn't  possible. 
The  dear  old  man  must  have  his  own  way 
as  long  as  he  lives.  Probably  he  won't 
live  very  long.  Oh,  Tom.  it's  such  a  re- 
lief to  know  that  you  will  tight  for  "us!" 

"I  am  your  knight."  he  told  her  tand 
they  had  been  married  two  months!). 
But  he  looked  disturbed,  and  she  was  in- 
stant to  throw  off  other  people's  troubles 
because  they  troubled  him. 

'"Now  don't  worry  about  it."  she  said, 
as  they  went  out  into  the  library.  "•I'm 
sure  it  will  be  all  light.  Your  opinion 
will  have  the  greatest  weight,  of  course." 

■'I  hate  injustice."  Tom  murmured, 
frowning.  "  I  hate  unkindness :  perhaps 
it  is  because  I  am  so  happy.  Sometimes 
I  think  that  happiness  teaches  us  heaven- 
ly things  ;  hapjiiness  teaches  us  good- 
ness." 

The  tears  started  in  her  eyes.  "Oh." 
she  said,  "how  true  that  is — how  true  and 
beautiful!  Tom.  you  must  write  a  poem 
on  that." 

And  she  went  over  to  her  desk  and  took 
out  a  little  note-book,  and  co])ied  her  hus- 
l)and's  words,  carefully.  Tom  Gordon, 
fat.  fatuous,  and  com])lacent.  saw  this  ten- 
der deed,  but  having.  |)oor  fellow,  not  the 
slightest  sense  of  humor,  he  was  not  un- 
comfortable. 

III. 

That  was  the  beginning  of  ^Iv.  Gor- 
don's domestic  ""descensus  Averni."  The 
next  step  was  Judge  Morrison's  fancy  for 
rummaging  in  his  garret  to  tind  some 
papers.  He  did  not  find  tlie  paj^ers.  but 
lu'  found  a  box  of  mildewed  old  books, 
'"  Kee]>sakes"  and  "(Tifts"  which  had  ])e- 
longed.  back  in  the  dim  past,  to  Hannah, 
when  she  was  a  girl:  they  had  been 
packed  into  a  bt)x  and  thrust  into  the 
garret,  to  be  out  of  the  way. 

Theo])hihis  Morrison  ])icked  up  one  oY 
these  dusty  books  absently,  trying  to 
think  where  he  must  look  next  for  his 
papers;  and  then  his  eye  caught  the  old 
i5teel-}date  front is})iece.  It  was  the  same 
languid,  lovely  lady  at  whom  we  used  to 
look  in  our  mothers'  albums — ringlets  on 
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either  side  the  drooping  oval  face,  enor- 
mous black  eyes,  rose-bud  mouth,  beauti- 
ful arms, and  wonderfully  pointed  finger- 
tips. Under  it  was  written,  in  delicate 
script. 

Now  what  demon  possessed  Theophilus 
Morrison,  who  sneered  at  sentiment,  to 
glance  at  the  accompanying  "  Epithala- 
mium,"  which  began, 

See  the  dawn^  the  heaven-sent  dawn! 

AVell,  well:  Dr.  Lavendar  once  said 
that  Theophilus  Morrison's  business  in 
life  was  to  prick  other  people's  bubbles. 
"Be  sure  your  poetry  will  find  you  out!" 
the  Judge  said  to  himself,  chuckling.  The 
moon-eyed  bride  for  whom,  fifty  years 
ago  and  more,  some  nameless  rhymester 
had  poured  these  feeble  lines  had,  some- 
how, risen  from  all  the  dust  and  years, 
and  claimed  her  own  ! 

The  garret  darkened  as  a  summer  thun- 
der-shower came  suddenly  up  and  dashed 
against  the  cobwebbed  windows  ;  but 
Judge  Morrison  sat  there  on  an  old  cow- 
hide trunk  and  read  these  harmless  jin- 
gles, chuckling  and  sneei'ing.  He  brought 
the  book  down  with  him  to  his  library, 
stopping  at  Hannah's  door,  and  calling 
out  to  her,  in  his  strident  voice,  to  bring 
him  that  drivelling  stuff  of  Tom  Gordon's 
that  Avas  printed  on  satin. 

"You  know  what  I  mean?''  he  said. 
"You  old  maids  always  keep  men's  gush 
about  their  passions.'' 

Hannah  brought  the  square  of  satin  to 
the  library  and  handed  it  to  him,  her  lean 
old  hand  shaking,  and  her  poor,  frightened 
lower  lip  sucked  in  like  a  child's  who  is 
trying  not  to  cry. 

"I  knew  you'd  have  it,"  he  said,  with 
his  cruel  smile,  and  compared  the  two 
"poems,"  the  result  being  most  satisfac- 
tory—  to  him.  Then  he  wrapi)ed  the 
book  and  Tom  Gordon's  epithalamiuni 
up  together,  and  filed  them  away  for 
"future  reference." 

As  for  Tom  Gordon,  his  amiability 
about  Dr.  Lavendar  seemed  to  him  to  be 
one  of  those  things  which  had  sprung  u}) 
like  some  baleful  mushroom;  it  grew  and 
grew,  and  he  tried  in  vain  to  catch  up 
with  it,  to  destroy  it.  For  a  week  Annie 
was  at  home  with  a  cold,  unable  to  see 
the  various  kind  friends  who  would 
doubtless  have  mentioned,  casually,  how 
glad  they  were  that  Mr.  Gordon  agreed 


with  them  that,  for  the  good  of  the  par- 
ish. Dr.  Lavendar  ought  to  go.  So  poor 
Tom  got  in  deeper  and  deeper  with  the 
opposition;  and  every  night,  as  he  sat  by 
Annie  and  held  her  hand,  and  perhaps 
read  her  his  verses  or  some  "thoughts." 
he  got  in  deeper  and  deeper  with  the 
conservatives;  and  he  was  very  wretched. 
Whenever  he  tried  to  hedge  with  Annie, 
she  misunderstood  him. 

"I  feel  that  the  new  element  has  a 
certain  amount  of  reason  in  what  they 
say,"  he  would  begin. 

And  she  would  agree  hastily:  (3h  yes! 
and  she  only  wished  she  was  as  fair- 
minded  as  he.  "Indeed,  Tom,  your  ten- 
derness for  Dr.  Lavendar  is  the  most 
beautiful  thing  to  me.  You  are  such  an 
intellectual  giant,  and  yet  you  are  so  pa- 
tient with  him.  Now  you,  being  so  head 
and  shoulders  above  Old  Chester,  might 
perhaps  be  expected  to  be  out  of  patience 
with  the  dear  old  man's  poky  ways;  and 
yet  you  are  not.  Your  appreciation  of 
his  courage  in  marrying  that  poor,  silly 
little  Dorothea  was  so  discriminating." 

"Ah,  well,  love  is  involved  there,'' he 
said.  "  Perhaps  my  judgment  is  biassed. 
Love  can  have  nothing  but  sympathy  for 
lovers." 

Annie's  face  lighted. 

"Oh,  Tom,  do  write  something  about 
that,"  she  imi)l()red  him.  "  I  don't  think 
it  has  ever  been  quite  brought  out;  but 
you  can  do  it!"' 

"I  can  feel  it,"  he  told  her,  neatly. 
And  she  answered  with  ])assionate  ey(\s. 

When  he  tried  to  hedge  with  Helen 
Smith  or  Mrs.  Mack,  it  was  just  the  same. 

"I  an)  sorry  for  the  old  man,  though 
I  can't  help  being  out  of  ])atience  with 
his  poky  ways,"  he  said,  with  a  worried 
loolc.  "I  wonder  whether  some  sort  of 
compromise  isn't  possible f 

"  You  are  the  kindest  soul,''  cried  ^[iss 
Smith,  "and  so  fair-minded!  I'm  afraid 
I  forget  his  side  sometimes;  but  it's  just 
as  you  said  yesterday — we've  got  to  do 
the  best  thing  for  thi^  church,  not  for  in- 
dividuals." Tom  did  not  remember  that 
he  was  responsil)le  for  this  remark,  but  it 
takes  courage  to  deny  the  i)arentage  of  a 
line  sentiment;  and,  besides,  it  was  true, 
and  if  he  hadn't  said  it,  he  might  have 
said  it.  So  he  agreed,  warmly,  .hat  he 
believed  Miss  Smith  was  right;  and  went 
home  to  sit  by  poor,  feverish  Annie  in  a 
very  miserable  frame  of  mind.  At  least 
until  he  remembered  to  read  her  his  son- 
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net  upon  ''  Love's  Syiiipatliy  for  Lovers." 
Annie  drew  such  deej)  and  beautiful 
meanings  from  it  that  Tom  glowed  with 
liai)i)iness. 

Jle  had  not  Icnown  liow  great  he  was. 

IV. 

That  the  husband  and  wife  shoukl 
come  to  wliat  is  called  ''an  understand- 
ing'' on  parish  matters  was  of  course  in- 
evitable, aiul  just  for  the  Iii'st  few  min- 
utes ])ainful. 

Some  one  liai)peiuMl  to  mention  to  An- 
nie^ liow  deliglited  tlie  Macks  were  with 
Tom's  sympathy  in  the  movement  to  get 
rid  of  Dr.  Lavendar.  Annie,  exclaiming 
und  denying,  announced  proudly  Tom's 
line  allegiance  to  the  old  minister.  Hel- 
en Smith  was  quoted,  then  appealed  to 
(the  bomb  exploded  at  the  meeting  of 
the  sewing  society,  so  all  the  new  people 
were  , on  hand):  and  lier  assertion  that 
Mr.  Goi'don  had  said  "that  Dr.  Lavendar 
ought  to  resign  "  closed  Annie's  li})s. 
She  wQui  home  very  white.  There  was 
a  hard  look  in  her  face  when  she  con- 
fronted Tom,  and  a  curious  sort  of  fright 
in  her  eyes.  But  it  was  over  soon — Tom 
was  liurt  that  lie  should  luxve  been  mis- 
understoc.l;  lie  was  amazed  at  the  stu- 
pidity of  the  new  ])eoi)le. 

''Of  course  I  wanted  to  help  them." 
he  said.  "I  told  them  I  thought  we 
might  compromise  in  some  way — " 

"  They  said  you  proposed  a  compro- 
mise." she  began. 

"I  told  tliem,"  he  said,  willi  a  mild 
scorn  for  his  traducers,  "  that  we  must  ilo 
the  best  for  the  church,  not  for  individ- 
uals; we  niust  iu)t  think  of  ourselves—" 

Annie  lifted  her  head.  Her  eyes  were 
anxious,  but  tlu\v  began  to  glow.  "Not 
think  of  ourselves!"  that  was  like  Tom. 
"Yes,"  she  said,  "but  they  thought  you 
meant — " 

"Well,"  he  interrui)ted,  coldly,  "I  am 
not  responsible  for  what  they  thought. 
But  that  yoji —  Ah,  well,  never  mind  I 
I  ought  to  have  lived  long  enough  not 
to  concern  myself  with  other  ])eople's 
thoughts." 

She  l)it  her  lip;  she  was  treml)ling  to 
throw^  herself  into  his  arms;  her  mind 
was  alert  to  adjust  the  indirectness  of  tiie 
actual  Tom  with  the  frankness  o'i  the 
ideal  Tom.  "1  see.  I  stH\"  she  said,  with 
})assion :  "it  is  youi-  kindness  to  tiuun. 
as  well  as  to  Dr.  Lavendar.  that  they 
have  misundei-stood.      Tom.  vou   are  no- 


ble! Oh,  my  dear,  forgive  me  I  You 
are  so  straightforward  that  you  trust  peo- 
])le;  and  you  are  so  subtile,  and  so  just 
in  looking  at  every  side,  that  they  misun- 
derstand you.  I  believe  those  people  are 
temperamentally  unable  to  undei-stand 
any  point  of  view  not  their  own!" 

She  hung  upon  him,  humble  and  ex- 
ulting and  entreating,  all  at  once.  By 
some  curious  pi'ocess  of  love,  slie  had 
draped  a  deception  upon  Lier  lay-figure 
of  truth,  and  was  perfectly  satisfied.  As 
for  Tom.  he  was  very  gentle  and  forgiv- 
ing. 

Annie's  letter  to  Helen  Smith  in  this 
connection  was  a  master})iece:  she  ex- 
cused everybody :  she  blamed  no  one:  she 
was  tenderly  jocose  at  "Tom's  invincible 
desire  to  be  just  to  both  sides,"  which  had 
led  to  Helen's  "most  natural  mistake." 

Tom,  however,  pi'0])osed  that  they 
should  go  to  town.  But  Annie  shook 
her  head  : 

"  I  don't  wonder  you  want  to  get  away 
from  it  all :  you  are  a  perfect  thermom- 
eter, in  your  sensitiveness  to  anything 
mean  1  And  I  can  imagine  just  how  dis- 
gusted you  are  at  the  narrowness  and  lil- 
eralness  of  these  jteople.  But,  as  you  say, 
Ave  must  do  the  big  thing:  we  must  let 
them  see  just  what  our  position  is."  Tliou 
Tom  said,  peremptorily,  that  he  would 
lu^t  have  anything  more  to  do  with  the 
matter. 

"1  suppose  I  am  too  sensitive."  he  said, 
frowning.  "  l>ut  1  do  hate  to  be  mixed  up 
in  such  afi'aii's."  Annie  did  not  urge 
him. 

"  After  all,  there  is  no  use  using  razors 
to  chop  down  trees.  It  needs  a  coarser 
fibre  ihan  you  have  to  deal  with  coarse- 
minded  ])eople." 

Even  Tom  was  a  little  startled  hy  such 
an  adjective  in  relation  to  the  estimable 
Macks  and  Smiths,  but  he  did  not  discuss 
the  matter:  he  only  went  about  for  two 
days,  not  taking  much  interest  in  his 
food,  and  looking  a  little  sad  and  absent, 
and  making  Annie's  heart  ache  over  her 
own  unkindness. 

As  for  the  side  Tom  had  deserted,  dis- 
cussion raged:  and  ^\v.  Gordon,  with  a 
nature  like  a  thermonu'ter.  was  quick  to 
feel  the  drop  in  the  village  tem])erature 
towards  himself.  But  the  domestic  tem- 
perature was  perha])s  move  deliciously 
warm  than  before:  and  as  the  autumn 
evenings  began  to  close,  dusk  and  crisj), 
and  full  of  the  scent  of  fallen  leaves,  it 
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was  delightful  to  sit  by  tlie  library  fire, 
with  Annie's  hand  in  his,  and  read  her 
his  poems,  and  listen  to  the  meanings 
which  she  discovered  in  them.  She  was 
very  anxious  that  he  should  publish  his 
verses;  she  said,  in  fact,  that  such  publi- 
cation would  commit  him  to  literature, 
and  that  was  what  she  wanted.  "  Liter- 
ature is  your  vocation,  Toni.  You  must 
work  for  the  world  in  books,"  she  said; 
and  then  told  him,  her  sweet  eyes  smiling 
at  him  in  the  fii'elight,  that,  also,  she  be- 
lieved he  could  make  money  by  Avriting. 
"  You  are  superior  to  such  a  low  motive, 
you  old  idealist,"  she  said,  gayly;  "so  I 
have  to  be  the  practical  one,  and  remind 
you  of  it." 

"Well,  I  suppose  a  successful  book  is 
a  good  thing,  as  far  as  money  goes,''  he 
agreed;   "I  hadn't  thought  of  that." 

"Of  course  you  hadn't!"  she  jeered. 
"A  man  whose  sense  of  honor  makes 
him  fail  in  business  would  not  be  apt  to 
think  of  it."  She  gave  him  an  adoring 
look. 

"Well,"  Tom  confessed,  "business  is 
not  my  forte.  I  am  so  unfortunate  as  to 
have  a  conscience — which  Avill  keep  us 
from  ever  being  rich,  I  fear,  my  beloved. 
So  perhaps  you  are  riglit  ;  perhaps  I 
have  got  to  do  my  work  to  raise  human- 
ity with  my  pen  as  a  lever." 

''Work  to  raise  humanitij,^'  she  re- 
peated, her  face  growing  serious.  "Oh, 
Tom  dear,  when  I  see  how  you  feel  the 
responsibility  of  life,  it  makes  me  feel 
ashamed  of  my  own  little,  selfish  views. 
Yes;  you  must  write  I  I  only  wish  the 
people  *in  Old  Chester  were  in  the  least 
intellectual.  It  would  be  so  good  for  you 
to  have  the  stimulus  of  some  really  vital 
thought.  The\^  are  dears,  you  know,  but 
they  can't  be  called  intellectual." 

"  Well,  hardly,"  said  Tom,  smiling. 

"The  only  person  here  with  any  mind 
to  speak  of,"  Annie  said,  tlioughtfully, 
"  is  Judge  Morrison.  I  have  never  liked 
him  very  much,  he  is  so  grim  ;  but  I 
must  say  he  has  a  mind.  I  think  even 
you  would  find  him  interesting;  and  in- 
tellectually he  is  away  ahead  of  any- 
body in  Old  Chester;  I  think  he  would 
realize  what  you  are,  if  he  only  knew 
you." 

Tom  said  he  thought  that  the  Judge 
was  a  strong  character.  "  What  a  for- 
lorn life,  though,  for  a  scholarly  man! 
No  companion  but  that  poor  foolish  old 
sister.      Why  don't  you  ask  him  to  come 
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to  dinner  some  time,  Annie  ?  It  would 
be  only  kind.'" 

"It's  like  a  school  of  ethics  to  live 
with  a  poet,"  Annie  declared,  laughing. 
"Of  course  I  will  ask  him,  but  I  should 
never  have  been  nice  enough  to  think  of 
such  a  thing.'' 

"Well,  you  mustn't  talk  to  him  about 
my  poetry,"  Tom  commanded,  good-na- 
turedly. 

Annie  laughed  with  jo.y,  and  told  him 
he  was  a  modest  old  goose;  and  certainly 
a  part  of  her  alfectionate  assertion  was 
true.  x\fter  that  they  were  silent  for  a 
wiiile,  sitting  there  before  the  fire — Tom, 
who  had  a  good  digestion,  reflecting  upon 
tiie  very  good  dinner  which  he  had  just 
eaten,  and  Annie  thinking  of  Judge 
Morrison.  After  all,  it  would  be  a  good 
thing  to  invite  him;  he  would  be  sure  to 
appreciate  Tom;  and  though  Judge  Mor- 
rison was  not  loved  in  Old  Chester,  he 
was  respected,  so  his  good  opinion  was 
not  to  be  despised.  Alas!  poor  Annie  had 
been  forced  to  admit  that  since  Tom  had 
backed  and  filled  about  Dr.  Lavendar,  Old 
Chester  was  certainly  colder  towards  him. 

"  I  feel  it,"  he  told  her.  "I  am  as  sen- 
sitive as  a  thermometer  to  coldness." 

"Don't  mind  it;  they  are  not  worth 
minding."  Aiinie  had  said,  angrily.  But 
Tom  did  mind  it,  and  so  lie  became  more 
smiling  and  cordial  and  flattering  than 
evei*. 

"Oh,  if  he  only  wouldn't  be  so  iilea- 
saiit r  Gertrude  Mack  confided  to  her 
mother.  "  Why  can't  he  be  just  polite, 
like  otlier  people?  But  he  is  so  disgust- 
ingly pleasant !"  Annie  did  not,  of  course, 
have  an  idea  of  any  such  unreasonable- 
ness; but  she  knew  that  Old  Chester, 
poor,  narrow-minded,  stu])id  Old  Chester, 
did  not  appreciate  Tom;  and  as  it  looked 
as  though  they  Avould  have  to  spend  the 
winter  there  (Tom's  exigent  conscience 
preventing  him  from  securing  any  busi- 
ness position),  it  was  certainly  desirable 
that  some  one  should  make  ])eople  see 
what  manner  of  man  they  were  ignoring. 
"When  they  liiow  him!"  she  thought 
passionately;  and  said  to  herself  some- 
thing about  "entertaining  angels  una- 
wares." From  which  it  will  be  seen  that 
she  was  very  far  gone.  Why  Judge  Mor- 
rison was  more  apt  to  I'ecognize  angels 
than  other  folks  Annie  did  not  say;  but 
she  believed  it  would  be  well  to  cultivate 
him.  So  the  invitation  was  sent  and  ac- 
cepted, and  the  Judge  came. 
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The   liost,  \y1u).so   <;eniiilit y  was  always  lion  of  which  I  >i)()ke,  is  a  proof  of  it.     Or 

aggressive,  a lul   tlic   liostess,  who   felt   all  is  it  a  case  of  iufringemeiit  of  copyright ? 

the  eiiiol  ion  of  a  good  deed,  were  bubbling-  Come,  come,  that   is   in    my    dry  as-dust 

over    with    kindness.      'J'he    Judge    made  line.      AVe  poor  lawyers  have  no  poetry 

himself  agreeable,  and  never  showed  his  in  us,  but  the  excuse  for  our  existence  is 

fangs  in    one  of   his   wicked   old    langhs.  to  protect  the  rig'hts  of   you   un})raciical 

Ihil   how  he  watched  them  I  poels."' 

Annie  found   him  a  nu).st  attentive  and  Annie     was    greatly    excited.       "Tom. 

courteous  listener  whcu  she  talked  about  somebody  has  stolen  the  "  Ei)ithalamium  " ! 

liei"  husband  -or  ti'ied  to  make  him  talk  Xo,  J  udge  Morrison,  it  was  never  jn-inied. 

about  hiuiself.      "Tom!"  she  would  say.  My  husband  has  a  i)eculiar  reticence  and 

iu  he)'  pi'clty,  enthusiastic  way,  "  do  tell  reserve  about  such  things.      (Tom.  I  iriU 

Judge  Morrison  what  you  said  to  me  the  speak!)      I   hope  he  is  going-  to  i)ublisli  a 

otliei*  day  about  work.      J)o  you  remem-  book  this  ^vinter,  but  he  has  always  been 

bei-?      It  seemed  to  nu^  a  beautiful  way  of  absurdly  modest  about  his  literary  work. 

])Ulting-our  responsibility  to  others."   And  You    see,  it    is    quite    evident    that    some 

Tom,  Avithout  the  slig-htest  consciousness  wretched  ]ierson  has  stolen  it.      AVhat  is 

of  humor,  solemnly  repeated  his  platitude,  tlie   collection?      How    did    the    thief   get 

Annie  listening-  intently,  and  looking  at  hold  of  it.'      Perhaps  the  satin  slieet  was 

him  with  rai)t  eyes.  stolen    from  some   one  who   came  lo   the 

"]  want  him  to  write  a  book  about  it,  \Yedding- — oh,  what  a  wretch!" 
.Judge  Alorrison."  she  said.  Annie's    eyes    shone    with    anger,    and 

"\Vell.  you  will  have  lo  keep  him  u\)  she  breathed  tremulously.     Tom  frowned 

to    his   duties.   Airs.   Gordon,"  the   Judge  and  protested:    "  l>on't,  Annie:   I  beg  of 

declared.      "Literary  men   are   lazy,  yt)u  you.      1  don't  mind  in  the  least — " 
know."      The    allusion    gave    Annie    her  "/     mind!"    Annie     said,     valiantly. 

oj)})ortunily.    and    in    she    rushed    where  "Judge  Morrison,  tell    me  the   name  of 

angels  might  well  have  leaned  to  tread.  the  collection.  i)lease.       Has  it  just   been 

"Tom    isn't    lazy;    indeed,  he   insists,"  publishedT' 
she    complained,    gayly,    "u})on    writing  "xso:  oh  no !"  the  Judge  said.      "Ire- 
all   tlu^  niorning.  insK^ad   (d'  entertaining-  ally  didn't  observe  the  dale.      It    seemed 
me.      He  has  just    linished  a  most  beau-  rather  an  (dd  book,  but  I  did  not  look  for 
tiful   thing.      I  wish  he  would  read  it  to  the  date." 

you.      (Xow. 'I'oni.  be  (|uiet  !  T  ii'ill  speak  Annie's   wrath   colla])sed.      "  0\\.  then 

of  it.)      He's  ])errt>ctly  absurd.  Judge  Mor-  it    can't     be.       Tom    t>nly    wrote    it.    you 

rison  ;    he   Avon't    let    me    talk   ahoui    his  know,  last  summer." 
])()cms."  "  Ktndly  f  the  Judge  said,  hnddng  \n\z- 

Of  course  tlie  Judge  deprcH'atetl  such  zled.  "Ah.  well.  perha})s  1  am  mis- 
modesty —  "Unless  tlu^  ])oems  are  ioo  taken:  but  I'll  scud  you  the  little  vol- 
dee])  \'ov  the  casual  listeuei*.'"  um(\  and — " 

"Oh.  no.  no!"   '[\)m  protested,  kiiully :  "Oh.     no.     m^!"     his     host      insisted, 

"no!  at  all.  I'm  sur(\"  "Please   don't  think  of  taking  so  much 

"  \Vh(M!    did    you    lirst    ])ublish  ?"    the  trouble.      It   isn't  of  the  slightest  impor- 

Judge  said,  meditatively.    "  Let  me  see —  tance.  I  assure  you.      Pray  don't — " 
the    '  Epithalamium  '    is  in   a  colhTticm  I  "Oh.    no  trouble   at   all.   Air.   Gordon, 

have,  but  I'm  ashauuHl  l(^  say  I've  forgot-  Delighted  to  be  of  service  to  Mrs.  Gordon, 

ten  th(^  dat(>:    you  must   have  been  ([uiie  So  long  as   it  is  not  i^lagiarisni.  she  will 

young,  and     "  be  entertained  by  my  mistake." 

Annie  and  Tom  were  both  exclaiming:  He  was  >o  agreeable  for  tlie  I'est  of  tlie 

but    Tlun>philus   .Morrison    went   on,  with  evening    that    Annie    said    afterwards    it 

the  gr(\itt^st  urbanity:  '  only  showed  the  ell'ect  of  kindness,  even 

"  Have  yt)U  not  a  vtduuu^  o(  your  bus-  on  a  crabbed,  hard  nature  like  his.     "How 

band's  ])ocms  at  hand.  Airs.  (Tordon  :"  he   blossomed    cnit  !"    she    said,  when    the 

The  protest  that  Tom  had  not  publish-  dcuu*  closeil  on  the  Judge.  "Poor  old 
ed  a  book  {"  irotdd  not  publish  a  bo(-)k."  dear!  It  has  done  him  good.  How  love- 
Annie  ]iut  it  I  caused  the  gut^st  great  sur-  ly  it  was  in  you  to  think  of  it.  Tom!" 
])rise  "ami  regrt^  as  well.  Still,  you  Tom  was  silent  for  a  moment,  and  then 
cannot  escaj^e  fame,  you  know.  Mr.  (^(U--  said.  shar]dy.  that  he  wished  that  that 
don.    Your  "  Epithalamium.' in  the  coUec-  woman  of  Annie's. iu  the  kitchen,  wouldn't 
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si)oil  ber  soups  by  putting-  so  mucb  wine 
in  tbein.  "  Miglit  as  well  drink  cooking- 
sberry  at  once  as  take  ber  clear  soup," 

Annie  looked  at  bim  in  astonisbnient; 
wliy  sbould  be  call  tbe  cook  liers  in  tbat 
way?  (Annie  bad  not  been  married  long 
enougb  to  know  tbat  tbe  cook  is  always 
"bers"  wben  tbe  dinner  is  not  good.) 
Tom  w^as  evidently  displeased,  wbicli  was 
unlilcebim.  Sbe  lay  awake  tbinkingabout 
it  a  good  wbile,  trou])led  and  i)erplexed, 
trying  to  adjust  bad  temper  to  a  noble 
soul.  Sbe  was  not  at  all  Imrt;  sbe  was 
so  sure  tbat  tbere  w^as  some  good  reason 
bobind  tbe  unreasonable  words;  and  by- 
and-by,in  a  flasb,sbe  found  it,  and  laugb- 
ed  a  little,  silently,  to  berself : — Tom  bad 
felt  sligbted  because  sbe  bad  talked  too 
mucb  to  tbe  Judge;  be  bad  missed  tboir 
tranquil,  tender  evening  by  tbe  fireside. 
He  \vas  not  jealous— of  course  not;  jea- 
lousy is  stupid  and  ignoble — but  lie  bad 
certainly  felt  sligbted.  SIh;  smiled  to 
berself,  witli  a  w'arm  glow  in  ber  beart, 
and  leaned  over  and  kissed  bim.  "You 
old  stupid,"  sbe  said  to  berself,  "as  if  be, 
or  any  otber  man,  is 
black  your  boots  !" 


good    enougb    to 


Of  course  tbe  little  battered  copy  of 
The  Bride  was  a  bomb-sbell.  As  for  tbe 
explosion,  tbere  is  no  use  going  into  tbat; 
it  is  too  un])leasaiit.  AVlien  busbands 
and  wives  fall  out,  tbe  l)ost  tbing  tbe  by- 
standers can  do  is  to  put  tbeir  fingers  in 
tbeir  ears  and  look  for  a  door — a  mouse- 
bole  ! 

In  tbis  instance,  wben  tbe  first  bang 
and  crasb  were  over,  two  wbile  and  terri- 
fied people  looked  at  eacb  otber,  and  eacb 
believed  tbat,  so  far  as  tbeir  bapi)iness 
was  concerned,  tbe  end  of  tbe  world  bad 
come. 

"Don't  you  soeT' Annie.said,  in  a  low 
voice.  "It  means,  I  did  not  mari-y — 
you  r 

"All,  my  wife,"  Tom  stammered, 
"must  you  always  misjudge  me  —  I, 
wlio  would  die  for  your  bappiness:'"  He 
tried,  poor  fellow,  to  assume  bis  grand 
manner,  but  all  in  vain  ;  be  was  like 
a  rooster,  drencbed  and  dri])ping,  try- 
ing to  crow  in  tbe  rain.  "  I— I  tbink 
you  are  ratber  mean,  Annie,  to — to  ac- 
cuse me  in  tbis  way." 

Well!  well!  Wbat  was  going  to  be- 
come of  tbem?    Annie's  ideal  bad  sudden- 


ly sbifted  and  revealed  tbe  reality.  Tbe 
drapery  of  trutb  and  nobility,  tbe  clotb 
of  golden  lionor,  tbe  jewels  of  poetic 
tbougbt,  slipi)ed  off — and  tbere  was  tbe 
poor,  lean,  jointed  wooden  figure  on  wbicb 
all  tbese  fine  tbings  bad  been  draped! 

"You  are  not  inie.  You  were  not 
true  about  Dr.  Lavendar;  I  see  tbat  now. 
It's  part  of  tbe  same  tbing.  I  tbink  per- 
bai)S  you  are — a  coward.  It  isn't  tbat 
I  care  tbat  you  didirt  write  tbe  poem;  it 
is  tbat  you  are  not  —  you."  And  tlien 
sbe  went  away  and  sbut  berself  up  in 
ber  room. 

Tom  roved  about,  wretcbed,  bungry 
(for  to  eat  at  sucb  a  moment  would  bave 
been  an  artistic  insult  to  tbe  situation), 
and  really  frigbtened.  Besides,  be  was 
very  unbappy.  Tbere  is  notbing  wbicb 
is  sucb  killing  pain  as  to  realize  tbat  one 
wlio  loves  us  is  unjust  to  us;  and  in  bis 
timid  mind  Tom  Gordon  knew  tbat  bis 
wife  was  unjust  to  bim.  For,  wben  you 
come  to  tbink  of  it,  is  tbere  anytbing 
more  unjust  tban  to  build  gold  and  brass 
and  iron  on  poor,  well-meaning  clay,  and 
tben  blame  tbe  clay  w'ben  tbe  wbole 
image  falls  into  dust?  To  be  sure,  Tom 
did  not  know  be  was  clay;  but  be  suf- 
fered, all  tbe  same,  at  tbe  injustice  wbicb 
was  done  bim. 

Wben  Annie  sbut  ber  door  sbe  stood 
leaning  up  against  it,  sbivering  and  be- 
wikb^red. 

Tom  bad  not  written  tbe  Fpitbalami- 
um;  b(^  bad  not  been  straigbtforward 
about  Di'.  Lavendar.  It  seemed  now  as 
if  a  multitude  of  sbadowy  (l(H;eits  began 
to  close  in  upon  liei — a,  sentence  twisted 
to  some  otber  tban  its  obvious  meaning  — 
an  assent  tbat  was  explained  as  a  dissent. 

Annie  put  ber  bands  up  to  ber  bead 
and  tried  to  steady  berself,  for  indeed  it 
seemed  as  tbougb  tbe  eartb  moved  under 
ber  feet.  Her  busband  was  noble,  be 
was  loyal,  be  was  an  idealist  witb  tiie 
])urest  etbical  ])erception,  and  —  he  liad 
lied.  How  was  sbe  going  to  adjust  tbese 
tilings?     Tbey  must  be  adjusted,  or  else — 

Sb(^  walked  restlessly  about  tbe  room, 
twisting  ber  bands  nervously  togetber. 
"Wbat  am  I  going  to  do?''  sbe  kept  say- 
ing to  berself.  Sbe  stopped  once  at  ber 
desk',  aiul  ])icked  up  a  letter  and  glanced 
at  it  witb  absent  eyes;  it  was  from  tbe 
"  ])Oor  Smitlis'"  girl,  wbo  was  "  studying 
art"  on  tbe  ins))irati()n  of  Annie's  belief 
in  ber  :  ''  Did  Mrs.  Gordon  tbink  sbe 
bad    best   take  a   course  novr   in    tbis,  or 
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that,  or  the  other?"  Annie  turned  the 
letter  over  and  looked  at  the  date;  it  was 
nearly  a  month  old,  and  was  still  unan- 
swered, "  Why  should  he  have  deceived 
me?"'  she  said  to  herself;  ''what  was  the 
object?''  Even  as  she  read  it  the  letter 
slipped  from  her  mind  and  was  forgotten. 

That  was  a  very  bad  day  for  Annie. 
Tom  knocked  once  at  the  door,  and  she 
said,  in  a  nnirtled  voice,  '"Go  away, 
please,"  and  ])oor  Tom  went  down  stairs, 
miserably;  and  looking-  to  the  right  and 
left,  and  seeing  no  worshipper,  took  a  good 
two  lingers  of  whiskey,  after  which  he 
was  temporarily  cheered.  But  another 
day  passed;  still  Annie  kept  to  herself. 
By  that  time  Tom  was  thoroughly  scared. 
So  he  made  up  his  mind  to  go  and  see 
Dr.  Lavendar.  Advice  he  had  to  have; 
this  kind  of  thing  couldn't  go  on. 

He  went  that  night.  Dr.  Lavendar 
was  not  at  home;  and  Tom.  looking  lan- 
tern-jawed and  sunken  -  eyed,  sat  and 
waited  for  him.  The  waiting  made  him 
more  and  more  nervous:  and  poor  Tom, 
being  the  kind  of  man  Avho  expresses  his 
emotion  b\^  tears  (and  is  thought  the  bet- 
ter of  b}'  ladies  on  account  of  his  ''fine- 
ness"), was  tremulously  near  weeping. 
Perhaps  it  was  as  well,  for  it  made  liim 
quicker  to  leave  his  high  horse  and  come 
(town  to  facts.  He  was  a  little  jaunty  at 
first  with  the  old  clergyman,  a  little  in- 
clined to  be  indirect,  but  he  was  too  gen- 
uinely miserable  to  keep  it  up  long. 

"Women  are  so  sweetly  unreasonable 
sometimes,"  he  began,  "and  though  An- 
nie is  the  most  charming  of  her  sex,  she 
is  a  woman,  yo'u  know.  The  fact  is  she 
is  a  bit  offended  at  me,  and  I  really  think 
ril  have  to  call  you  in  as  a  mediator.  Dr. 
Lavendar.*' 

''  Ho  !"'  said  Dr.  Lavendar.  ' "  Take  a  pipe, 
man,  and  don't  fash  yourself.  ]\Iediator? 
Do  you  want  me  to  put  my  head  between 
the  uj)per  and  netlier  millstones T' 

Tom  smiled  feebly.  "Annie  is  terri- 
bly offended  at  me,"  he  said,  with  a  drop 
in  his  manner,  his  chin  quivering:  "I 
don't  know  what  to  do." 

The  old  clei'gyman  looked  at  him  grave- 
ly.     "  Do  ye  deserve  itf  he  said. 

Tom.  sunnnoning  a  pleasantly  jocose 
air,  smiled,  and  protested  that  he  sup- 
])Osed  nobody  was  ])erfect:  and  ]iei'ha])S 
he — well.  Dr.  Lavendar  knew  that  to  l)e 
great  was  to  be  misunderstood  I 

'•  The  fact  is,  Annie  has  misunderstood 
me  in  a  little  matter." 


'"So  you're  great,  are  your"  the  old 
man  said,  good-humoredly. 

"  Oh,  well,  never  mind  that."  Tom  an- 
swered, serious  and  anxious,  yet  speaking 
kindly. 

Dr.  Lavendar  took  his  pipe  out  of  his 
mouth  and  loo'Ked  at  him. 

"  Well,  well :"  he  said. 

"Yes,"  Tom  went  on.  his  face  cloud- 
ing: "  it  all  came  out  of  a  misunderstand- 
ing; but  Annie  has  made  herself  very 
unhappy  over  it — and  I  would  die  rather 
than  cause  Annie  any  unhappiness.  What 
is  my  life  good  for  but  to  make  her  hap- 

vy  ?" 

The  clergynian  was  silent. 

"  The  fact  is— well.  I  hardly  know  how 
to  tell  you"  —  3Ir.  Gordon's  embarrass- 
ment made  his  face  red — ""  it  is  so  absurd. 
Such  a  tempest  in  a  teapot  1  and  it  has  all 
grown  out  of  a  bit  of  forgetfulness  on  my 
])art.  I  never  supposed  that  .she  was  so 
— absurd  1"  An  edge  of  irritation  broke 
in  u})on  his  embarrassment  and  helped 
him  on  in  his  explanation.  Dr.  Lavendar 
did  not  help  him  at  all. 

"You  see.  the  way  it  was — you  know, 
of  course,  that  I  write  poetry?  Well, 
things  strilve  me  in  very  original  ways 
sometimes  (of  course  my  poems  are  en- 
tirely originaf);  but  just  before  I  was 
married  I  came  across  some  verses  on 
mai'riage  —  a  marriage  ode.  so  to  speak 
— they  are  called  epithalamiums,  you 
know — and  I  copied  it  for  Annie,  making 
a  few  changes,  just  to  make  it  more  apt, 
so  to  speak.  I  was  so  pressed  for  time 
just  then  that  I  couldn't  write  a  proper 
one.  as  I  meant  to.  I  was  going  to  tell 
Annie  how  I  had  co]Med  it  for  her,  but 
she  unfortunately  found  it  in  my  note- 
book, and,  very  foolishly,  supposed  it 
was  mine.  I'm  sure,  if  I  couldn't  write 
better  poetry  than  that,  I  should  give  up 
literature!  Well,  the  awkward  thing  was 
that  before  I  knew  it  she  had  shown  it  to 
two  or  three  peojile.  Oi'  course  when  she 
told  me  I  w;is  very  much  annoyed.  I 
knew  it  would  embarrass  her  to  explain 
to  people  that  she'd  made  a  mistake,  don't 
you  know.^ — especially  as  she  had  actu- 
ally gone  and  had  the  thing  printed  on 
satin  without  saying  anything  to  me 
about  'it.  You  see.  it  really  was  verj^ 
awkward." 

Dr.  Lavendar  nodded.  "It  was  awk- 
ward." 

"Of  course  1  meant  to  explain  as  soon 
as  I  cot  the  chance:   but  she  was  always 
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talking' about  it  and  praising  it — it  seem-  sponsible  for  other  people's  stupidity!" 
ed  as  if  I  never  could  get  the  chancel  I  he  ended,  inipalientlv. 
liope  I  don't  need  to  tell  YOU  I  meant  to  "Annie  seems  to  think,  then,  tliat 
doit.  But  I  overlooked  it;  or,  rather,  I  your  o})inion  on  this  matter,  whatever  it 
never  seemed  to  lind  the  right  nu^ment.  is.  is  im})ortant  ?'"  Dr.  Lavendar  said. 
yoifunderstandf  heended,in  that\Yarm,  "Well,  yes,  she  does.  I  iliink  she  ex- 
intimate  tone  Avhicli  almost  always  moved  aggerates  it  a  little ;  in  fact  " — he  dropped 
women,  but  had  a  curiously  irritating  into  his  confulential  and  intimate  tone — 
eil'cct  on  nu^n.  "1  tell  her  she  thinks  too  well  of  me." 

"I  can't  say  that  I  do,"  Dv.  Lavendar  "I  suppose  that's  the  whole  trouble," 

said;    "it  merely  seems   to  me   that  you  Dr.  Lavendar  said,  ruminatingly. 

deceived  your  wife."  Tom  hesitated,  not  quite  catching  the 

"  Deceived !"  Tom  said,  hotly.     "I  don't  sense   of    the    remark.       "The    trouble? 

see  how  you  make  that  out!     I  was  care-  Well,  it's  just  the  feminine   inability  to 

less,  I  admit;    but    isn't  everybody  care-  grasp'    the    masculine     attitude     towards 

less  once  in    a  while.''     As  for  deceiving  things.     Annie  is  temperanuMitally  unable 

her — well,  I  don't   pretend  to  be  a  great  to  \inderstand  any  point  of  view- not  her 

poet,  but  I  must  say,  if  I  couldn't  do  better  own." 

than  that  thing — I     No;   it  was  merely  a  "Ho!"  said  l>r.  Lavendar. 

matter  of  op]iortunity.      1  intended  to  ex-  "  l>ut  what  in  the  world  am  1  going  to 

l>lain  it  to  lier,  but  she  was  always  tell-  do  ■"    the    anxious     husbaiul     went     on. 

ing  me  how  beautiful  it  was,  and  all  that,  "Why — Dr.  Lavendar,  she— she  won't  see 

and — "  »?c'."'     He  fairly  broke  down  at  that,  and 

"Is  there  anything  else?"  Dr.  Laveiular  fumbled    in    his    pockets    in   a    way    that 

interrupted  him.  made    Dr.   Lavendar    say.    "Here!    take 

"Well,  this  confounded  parish  misun-  mine,"  and  i)retend  not  to  see  him. 

derstanding,"  Mr.  Gordon   said,  angrily;  Tom  nu>]>{)ed  his  eyes,  and  Dr.  Laven- 

"  she's  bi'ought  that  u]-)  again.      I  swear,'  dar  got   u]>;   he  took  his  ]>ipe  out   o(  his 

Ih".  Lavendai",  women  are—"  n\outh,  and    Hlled   it  slowly,  stutling  tlie 

"  AVhat  parish  misunderstanding?"  tobacco    down    into    the    bowl    with    his 

"Well — wliy,  you  know — "Tom  began,  stubborn  oKl  thumb;   then  he  lighted   it, 

but  siuldenly  lloundered.    "Oh,  well,  the  and  pulled  his  coat  tails  forward  under 

Macks  and  those  })eo})le  are  fussing  over  his  arms,  and  thrust  his  hands  down  into 

some  trouble,  and  I  think  they  misunder-  his  pockets. 

stood   my  attitude   slightly;    of  course    I  "Well.  sir.  as  1   understand   it.  Annie 

feel,  with  Annie,  the  warmest  regard — but  has  a  very  high  opinion  of  you?" 

— well,  Annie  doesn't  seem  to  understand,  "  lh\  Lavendar."  Tom   said,  eariu^stly. 

and — "  "don't  think  1  am  linding  fault  with  my 

*' What's  the   parish   trouble.^"   the  old  wit'e  for  lack  of  appreciation.      1  am  ])er- 

minister    said.      "I    don't    know   of  any  fectly  ready  to   admit    that   she   means  to 

parish  trouble.      What  do  you  mean?"  be  ap})reciative.     L  is  only  that  — that  she 

"Oh,  some  nonsense  the    new    ]ieople  can't    seem   to   see--"      His  voice   trailed 

have  been  talking,"  Tom  answered,  has-  oti'  miserably. 

tily.      "But    Annie    couldn't    see    why   I  "She    thinks  you   are   a    hue   fellow.'" 

didn't   say   all    I    thought    to   everybody,  the  old  clergy  man  said,  with  a  keen  look. 

She  can't  uiulerstand  that  reserve  which  Tom  looked  mcnlcst. 

is  the  characteristic  of  the  artistic  temper-  "When   she's   told   you   so.  you   let    it 

anient.      And  justice.      I  am  a  very  fair-  pass,  didn't  you?" 

minded    man,   Dr.  Lavendar;    I    can    see  "Oh.  well,  of  coui'se.  1  am  always  tell- 

the  new  people's  side,  and  I  can   see   the  ing  ]\cv  slio  thinks  too  well  of  me  — " 

other  side.      And  I  listen  to  both  sides."  "And  when    you    tell    her   she   thinks 

"That's  fair;   that's  fair."  too    well   o\'  you,  she  tells  you   that   you 

"  Yes,"  Tom  agreed,  warmly  ;   "1  think  are  too  humble.^      Hey.'  doesn't  she?" 

that,  whatever  else  1  may  be.  1   am  fair.  "  Well,  yes."  Tom  admitted. 

I  am  a  perfect  thernunneter  in  my  sensi-  "  ,\.nd  the  more  you  protest,  th-  better 

tiveness  to  anything  like  injustice;    so  I  she  thinks  of  you .'     And  wIumi  you  waul 

was  willing  to  hear  both  sides.      Ihit  An-  cakes    and    ale.  she    thinks   you    ask    for 

nie    feels    now    that     1    didn't    make    my  virtue?" 

opinions    clear.      But    1    couhln't    be    re-  Tom  drew  his  haiulsonu^  brows  together 
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in  a  ])uzzled  way.      "  Tin  a  pei-fectly  al;- 
steiiiious  man—" 

'•Ha!"  said  Dr.  Lavendar.  '^  Well, 
well:  that's  a  point  in  your  favor,  I'm 
sure.  I  su])pose,  now,  (Joi'dou,  you  al- 
ways tiy  to  see  wliat  Annie  likes  or  a})- 
])roves,  and  you  like  and  approve  it  toor 
To  please  her,  you  know^" 

"Yes;"  Tom  agi-eed,  eag'erly,  "'  Fve  al- 
ways done  (iverything-  1  could  to  please 
lier;  and  it's  a  little  unkind  that  she 
can't  trust  me  now." 

''Annie  is  rather  taken  up  with  ])hi- 
lanthropy  nowadays,"  Dr.  Lavendar  said, 
thouo-htl'ully,  "  and  I  think  I've  heard  you 
talk  a  little  about  itf 

'M  )h  .yes,'' Tom  a.<;'reed,  absently  :  and 
added  something-  about  "  woi'kiii.i;-  for 
liumanity,"  but  Dr.  Lavendar  did  uoi 
notice  it. 

"You've  been  interested  in  all  her 
])rojects,  haven't  yon:*  You've  been  sym- 
pathetic about  Esther  Smitli,  when  per- 
h.aps  the  rest  of  us  have  been  rather  cross 
about  it?  I  don't  l^elicve  you  ever  told 
her  yon  were  tired  of  Esther.''  AVell,  that's 
been  very  ])leasant  for  Annie;  I'm  sure 
of  that — I'm  sni'e  of  that  I" 

Tom  began  to  brig-hten  up.  "  I'm  glad 
yon  see  nn'  side  of  it.  sir,"  he  said. 

"I  suppose  you  never  told  your  wife 
a  story  that  wasn't  just  lit  for  a  lady's 
ears?''  Dr.  Lavendar  went  on,  putting-  his 
])ipe  into  the  other  corner  of  his  mouth, 
and  nodding  his  white  head. 

"I'm  sure  I  hope  not."  Tom  answered, 
warmly. 

"Well,  why  not?"  Dr.  Lavendar  in- 
qnired.  ]Mr.  Gordon  looked  al  him  in 
astonishment. 

"Why,  A.nnie  wouldn't  like  it!" 

''I  snp])Ose  yon  know  one  or  two. 
though?"  the  minister  said.  Tom's  face 
dro})])ed  into  sndden  lines  of  mean  mirth. 

"Well.  I  could  tell  you — "  he  began. 

"You  needn't."  Dr.  Lavendar  broke 
in.  "  I  knew  you  had  sc^me  on  hand. 
Well,  iu)w,  you  haven't  staid  away  from 
church  on  Sundays,  becanse  Annie 
wouldn't  like  you  to  ;•" 

''N(^  she  wouldn't  like  it."  Tom  agreed  : 
"  not  but  what  I'm  delighted  to  hear 
you  ])reach,  sir." 

"Yes,  yes.  of  course,"  the  clergyman 
said,  and  was  silent  for  a  mom«^nt. 

'"  You  see."  Tom  said.  "  it's  just  what  I 
told  YOU — I've  done  evervtliinu'  to  please 
her."" 

"I  believe  von  have."  said  Dr.  Laven- 


dar—  "I  believe  you  have."  He  pau.sed. 
and  looked  at  Tom.  drawing  his  lips  in, 
and  frowning.  •■!^L^  Gordon,  do  you 
want  me  to  tell  you  the  whole  trouble.'" 

"I  wish  you  would."  Tom  said,  in  a 
disi)irited  way.  '"As  you  see.  I've  left 
nothing  undone  to  please  Annie,  and  yet 
just  see  how  she  treats  me!" 

"Well,"  the  minister  began,  slowly, 
"she's  the  one  to  blame." 

"I  knew  you'd  say  that."  Tom  said, 
eagerly. 

"  She's  entirely  to  blame.  And  there's 
only  one  way  to  set  this  matter  i-ight — 
tell  her  so." 

"  Well,  doesn't  that  seem  a  little  se- 
vere r  Tom  remonstrated,  hopefully. 
'■  You  know  I  icas  foi'getful.  I  didn't 
rememl)er  to  explain  the  —  tlie  accident 
about  the  epithalamium." 

"I  wotildn't  go  into  tliat.if  I  were  you." 
Dr.  Lavendar  said,  mildly.  ""  I'd  go  home 
and  face  her  with  her  own  fault.  I  tell 
you.  nn:in,  if  you  can  do  it.  there's  hope 
for  you  both;  if  ye  can't.  I'm  afi'aid  there 
are  darker  days  ahead  of  you." 

■"You  think  I  ought  to  show  her  hovr 
unreasonable  she  isr" 

'■  I  thinlc  you  ought  to  go  and  stand  up 
liivC  a  man  and  say  to  her:  'Look  here; 
this  has  got  to  stop,  this  fuolish  and  wick- 
ed business.  Now  listen  to  me.'  (This 
is  what  I'd  say.  you  know:»  'Listen  to 
me:  you  are  a  cruel  and  iinscrui)ulous 
woman — '  " 

'■  Oh. well,  bin."  Tom  interrupted,  "she 
doesn't  mean  to  be  cruel.     I  think  she — " 

"  Listen,  sir!  you  can  do  as  you  choose; 
but  I  tell  you  this  is  the  only  way  /  see 
out  of  your  difficulty.  '  You  are  a  cruel 
and  tmscrtipulous  and  selfish  wonuui  * 
(you'll  say\  '  You  have  chosen  to  believe 
tliai  I  amount  to  something.  You  have 
made  up  your  mind  that  I  am  a  fine  fel- 
low. Now  listen  to  me — I')ii  not.  I'm  a 
mean,  shallow,  cowardly  man.  and  I  won't 
have  yoti  ]>usliing  me  u})  on  a  pedestal 
where  I  don't  belong.'  Gordon,  if  you 
can  say  that  to  her."  0\)ni  sat  looking 
at  him,  oi)en-mouthed)  —  "if  you  can  tell 
her  that  never  for  a  nu^ment  since  she 
married  you  has  she  let  you  be  yourself 
—  if  you  can  tell  her  that  she  is  a  thief, 
that  she  has  stolen  your  littleness  and 
your  nneanness  and  yotir  badness,  for  that 
matter,  and  left  you  a  \)ooi\  niiserable, 
cowardly  siu^ak.  walking  about  in  her  pet- 
ticoats, speaking  her  thoughts,  and  living 
her  o-oodness  (for  Annie  /.s^  a  good  child)  — 
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if  you  can  make  her  see  this,  wliv,  bless 
my  heart,  man,  you'll  save  both  of  you! 
The  fault  iu  this  matter  is  not  yours,  it's 
hers." 

Tom  Goi'don  rose,Ayhite  and  speechless. 
Dr.  Lavendar  came  and  put  his  hand  on 
his  shoulder,  his  keen  old  eyes  kind  and 
anxious. 

"Gordon,  my  dear  fellow,  look  here; 
can't  you  be  yourself?  Anuie  will  love 
you  better;  she'll  love  you,  not  herself, 
which  is  what  she  loves  now.  And  we'll 
all  be  fond  of  j^ou.  And— it  will  be  a 
relief  to  you.  You  know  it  will.  Man 
to  man,  tell  me,  now,  aren't  you  tired  of 
it  sometimes?'' 

"  Damn  it!"'  the  other  said,  choking,  "I 
-I  am  1" 

Dr.  Lavendar  took  Tonrs  big,  meaning- 
less hand  in  his  kind  little  grip. 

"  God  bless  you,  my  boy  !  Go  now%  and 
be  as  bad  as  you  want  to  be.  It  will  save 
you  both— I  believe  it  will  save  you  both!" 

Tom  went.  Dr.  Lavendar  watched  him 
hurrying  olf  through  the  dusk,  and  shook 
his  while  head  sadly. 

Did  Mr.  Gordon  take  Dr.  Lavendar's  ad- 
vice? If  he  did,  he  nevei*  came  back  and 
told  the  old  man.  And  he  certainly  did 
not  blossom  out  into  crime.  But  there 
must  have  been  some  kind  of  reconcilia- 
tion patched  up.  Annie  must  have  ar- 
ranged that  lie  somehow.  Just  how  she 
did  it  is  not  important,  I  suppose.  How 
do  we  all  fit  facts  to  our  ideals?  We  keep 
our  respect  for  our  tippling  husbands  by 
saying  that  the  fault  is  only  the  virtue  of 


good-fellowship  gone  to  seed.  We  occa- 
sionally continue  fond  of  our  whining, 
fussing  wives  by  assuring  ourselves  that 
the  nagging  and  worrying  spring  from  a 
fine  anxiety  to  excel.  Well,  well !  So  it 
goes.  Annie  must  have  reconciled  her 
heart  and  head  in  some  sort  of  way. 
Perhaps  she  called  the  lie  a  fib;  perhaps 
she  blamed  herself  for  not  having  given 
Tom  the  opportunity  to  explain;  perhaps 
she  even  exalted  him  into  a  martyr,  by 
saying  to  herself  that  he  had  borne  this 
accident  of  deceit  on  his  most  sensitive 
conscience  so  as  to  spare  her  the  mortifi- 
cation of  realizing  her  mistake.  Love  is 
capable  of  looking  at  facts  in  this  cross- 
eyed way ! 

But  some  adjustment  must  have  been 
made;  for  when  the  Gordons  closed  their 
house  and  went  away  to  Mercer,  Annie 
told  Gertrude  Mack  that  she  was  heaven- 
ly happy — she  didn't  believe  any  woman 
had  ever  been  so  happj'-!  ("  One  would 
have  thought,  to  hear  her,"  Gertrude  told 
Helen  Smith,  "that  Annie  had  discovered 
matrimony !")  And  then  she  said,  on  the 
whole  she  believed  that  the  new  people 
W'Cre  right,  and  Dr.  Lavendar  was  too  old 
to  preach  any  longer. 

"Besides,"  she  said,  "he  is  dreadfully 
narrow,  and  perfectly  incapable  of  under- 
standing a  sensitive  and  imaginative  na- 
ture. And  you  know  that  sort  of  man 
can  do  iniinite  harm !'' 

A  remark  which  might  cause  a  thought- 
ful person  to  wonder  what  account  Tom 
had  given  her  of  his  interview  with  the 
old  minister. 
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OYE,   the  Poet-soul's  sweet,   dangerous  friends, 
Forlornness,  Solitude,  and   Loneliness, 

How  shall  to  your  dark  sowings  of  distress 
Pierce  the  great  sunshine-force  that  moulds  and  blends. 
Till  Autumn's  glow  the  crowning  harvest  sends? 

How  shall  the  dweller  far  from   all   caress 

Yet,  by  great  Love's  creative  plastic  stress, 
Fulfil  the  god's,  the  Muse's,  sacred  ends? 
The  sad,»  vast,  voiceless  universe  answereth  not ; 

They  answer   not,   the   files  of  ])assing  hours; 

They   leave  him  still   to  struggle   with  the   powers 
Of  light  and  darkness,  chained   unto  the  spot, 

The  ancient  penance-place  of  all    who  dare 

Bring  Heaven's  own   fire   to  burn   in  earthly  air. 


]N[EW    EILV    IX    THE    MIDDLE    WEST. 


BY    CllAKLES    MOKEAU    HAKCiEK. 


INTO  tliree  periods  may  be  divided  the 
business  histoiy  of  the  western  Missis- 
sippi A'allcy  —  settlement,  extravag-ance, 
anddei)ressi()n.  Upon  a  fourth  it  is  now 
entering-, and  to  the  millions  who,  seeking 
new  homes,  have  there  invested  their  all, 
as  well  as  to  the  Eastern  friends  wliose 
money  they  have  borrowed,  the  outcome 
thereof  is  of  deep  interest.  Over  rich- 
soiled  pi'airies,  six  Iniiidred  miles  north 
and  south,  and  reaching  from  the  foot- 
hills of  tlie  Rocky  Mountains  to  the  Mis- 
souri Ixiver,  the  States  of  Nebraska  and 
Kansas  and  the  Territory  of  Oklahoma, 
because  of  the  energy  of  the  people  and 
their  remarkably  rapid  development,  form 
a  widely  advertised  and  much-discussed 
section.  The  business  thermometer,  telling 
of  advances  and  retrogressions  in  the  new 
lands,  has  been  closely  watched,  and  those 
^\]\o  have  had  faith  during'  the  time  of 
depression  are  pleased  to  find  the  present 
readings  encouraging. 

The  ])rairies  were  settled  at  high-press- 
ure; life  has  been  at  high-})ressure  ever 
since.  The  throngs  that  rushed  into  the 
virgin  lands  in  the  early  seventies,  settling 
on  the  first  claim  that  oH'ered,  making- 
contracts  for  ])ayment  without  thought 
of  ])ossible  cro])  failure,  and  hoping  and 
boli(^ving  all  things  lold  them  by  voluble 
land  ngents,  laid  therel)y  the  foundation 
foi'  disappointment  and  setbacks.  Those 
wlio  followed  during  the  next  decade  gave 
but  little  more  considei'ation  to  the  cli- 
matic conditions  and  the  needs  and  re- 
soiu'ces  of  the  soil.  The  claims  along-  the 
Colorado  l)order  at  an  elevation  of  ooOO 
feet  were  as  eagin-ly  taken  as  those  near 
the  ^Missouri  ])ottoms  at  750,  and  it  was  be- 
lieved that  all  would  prove  equally  pro- 
ductive. The  ])0])ulation  of  Kansas  in 
1870  was  3G4.:59i) ;  in  1880.  990.090  :  in  18S8, 
1,518.552.  Nebraska  had,  in  1870.  122.- 
923;  in  1880,  452.402;  in  1890.  1.058.910. 
This  enormous  inllux.  largely  of  people 
without  means,  and  in  a  majority  of  in- 
stances without  ])j';K'tical  ex})erience  in 
the  develo])ment  of  I'aw  lands,  was  un- 
])recedented.  The  nu)sl  extravagant  ])lans 
were  laid,  and  everything  was  done  on  tlie 
lai'gest  ])ossible  scale.  Even  the  State 
documents  of  the  earlier  times  boasiod  of 


the  wonderful  I'iches  and  teeming  popula- 
tion the  commonwealths  would  have  in 
1890.  "if  the  present  rate  of  increase  keeps 
up."  Wlieat  raising  was  found  to  be  suc- 
cessful. Fields  were  sown  of  such  size 
that  the  overland  ti-ains  on  the  just  com- 
pleted railroads  were  stopped  between  sta- 
tions to  enable  the  passengers  to  feast  their 
eyes  on  the  wondrous  sight.  Sheep  thrived, 
and  Hocks  were  driven  from  New  Afexico 
numbering  tens  of  thousands,  while  wrin- 
kled merinos  were  imported  from  New 
York  and  Ohio  to  be  placed  on  farms 
whose  value  that  of  a  doztMi  of  the  ani- 
mals wotild  have  moi-e  than  equalled. 

From  the  farms  the  desire  for  sj^eedy 
riches  spread  to  the  towns,  and  in  the 
sunnner  of  1885  began  the  *'boom.'"  Ad- 
ditions were  laid  out  for  miles  around  the 
county-seats;  stakes  for  lots  and  alleys, 
and  furrows  bounding  boulevards  and 
avenues,  disturbed  the  pastiu'ing  cattle 
and  awakened  the  interest  of  the  farm- 
hand. People  look  back  to  those  days 
now  and  wonder  if  a  wave  of  insanity 
swept  over  the  West.  It  seemed  plausible 
then  that  every  town  would  be  a  com- 
mercial metropolis  or  a  g-reat  railway  cen- 
tre— or  both:  twenty  villages  in  each 
State  coveted  the  capital,  and  not  a  few 
believed  that  in  time  the  greatness  of  the 
new  West  would  necessitate  the  abandon- 
ment of  AVashington  for  a  national  head- 
quarters on  the  ])lains.  It  was  not  joking', 
this  wild  inflation — never  were  men  more 
in  earnest.  The  evidence  of  their  sincer- 
ity exists  to-day  in  handsome  brick  and 
stone  blocks  unoccupied,  in  carved  mar- 
ble pillars  and  staircases  ornamenting 
half-empty  scliool-houses  and  olhce  build- 
ings, and  in  uneven  road  surfaces  telling 
of  the  sometime  presence  of  street-railway 
ties. 

This  it  was  that  burdened  tlie  plains 
with  del)t.  To  adorn  the  farms,  to  build 
the  blocks  and  school -houses,  to  equip 
the  railway  lines,  the  people  issued  their 
due-bills  in  the  shape  of  mortgages,  bonds, 
and  corj)oration' stock.  It  was  the  ca])i- 
tal  with  which  was  constructed  the  fabric 
of  their  dreams.  By  this  means  the  set- 
tlers had  at  their  command  the  colfers 
and  savings  of  the  Fast,  and  even  much 
from  across  the  Atlantic.      While  it  was 
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welcome,  it  was  not  altogether  the  fault 
of  the  West  that  it  came.  Said  the  man- 
ager of  a  large  investment  and  loan  com- 
pan\^,  which  failed  some  years  ago  with 
liabilities  of  over  ten  million  dollars:  "It 
is  a  fact  that  during  many  months  of 
1886  and  1887  we  were  unable  to  get 
enough  mortgages  for  the  people  of  the 
East  who  wished  to  invest  in  that  kind 
of  security.  My  desk  was  piled  every 
morning  with  hundreds  of  letters,  each 
enclosing  a  draft,  and  asking  me  to  send 
a  farm  mortgage  from  Kansas  or  Nebras- 
ka." Is  it  any  wonder  that  men  were 
urged  to  borrow  more  than  tlie^'-  needed, 
or  that  rascally  agents  were  tempted  to 
place  a  larger  loan  on  a  farm  than  its 
value  warranted? 

In  the  winter  of  1887-8  the  end  came. 
Every  one  wanted  to  sell  at  once,  and 
none  could  find  a  buyer.  The  story  of 
what  followed  is  an  old  one.  The  col- 
lapse of  the  boom  was  not  confined  to 
the  West ;  the  South  suffered  as  well. 
The  enormous  depreciation  of  property 
was  followed  by  a  succession  of  short 
crops  on  the  plains,  and  accentuated  b}" 
political  vagaries  that  attracted  attention 
throughout  the  civilized  world.  Yet  the 
story  of  the  past  decade  is  not  less  inter- 
esting than  that  of  the  years  when  fron- 
tier life  w^as  testing  the  courage  and  en- 
durance of  the  hardy  pioneers.  It  has 
been,  a  time  of  struggle  with  debt,  with 
bad  ci'edit,  with  decreasing  values,  and 
lessening  population.  Thousands  of 
farmers  deserted  the  much  -  mortgaged 
claim,  loaded  the  family  into  a  white- 
covered  prairie-schooner,  and,  in  current 
phrase,  "went  back  to  the  wife's  folks." 
From  the  western  third  of  Kansas  and 
Nebraska  one  hundred  thousand  people 
departed.  In  one  season  eighteen  thou- 
sand prairie-schooners  passed  east  over 
the  Missouri  River  bridge  at  Omaha — 
never  to  return.  Loan  companies  could 
not  collect  the  interest  on  tlie  mortgages 
they  had  negotiated,  and  failed.  Out  of 
about  three  hundred  that  were  chartered 
in  Kansas,  six  stood  the  test  and  x>ulled 
through.  The  Middle  West  was  called 
on  to  meet  its  obligations,  and  could  not 
find  the  resources  therefor.  It  was  prac- 
tically impossible  to  sell  I'eal  estate  for 
money — land  had  no  cash  value.  There 
was  a  trading  value  and  a  taxable  value 
— that  was  all.  The  Western  people  did 
not  tell  the  world  how  bad  it  was.  The 
papers  cheerfully  prevaricated  when  they 
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reported  large  "sales"  that  were  actual- 
ly trades.  Foreclosure  notices  and  bank 
statements  were  hidden  away  on  the  in- 
ner pages  of  the  paper,  and  failures  were, 
by  common  consent,  not  published  at  all. 
In  the  assets  of  the  suspended  banks  and 
loan  companies  were  found  lots  in  boom 
"additions."  The  receivers  sold  them 
under  the  hammer  for  from  one  to  three 
per  cent,  of  their  cost,  and  w^ere  glad  to 
get  it. 

The  Eastern  investors  tried  to  realize 
on  the  securities  they  had  bought,  and 
could  not.  They  foreclosed  the  farm  and 
citj'  mortgages  and  took  the  property. 
Mortgagee  and  mortgagor  were  alike  dis- 
pleased, and  demagogues  took  advantage 
of  the  situation  to  trade  on  the  feeling  of 
antagonism.  They  said  hard  and  abusive 
words  concerning  the  "  plutocrats,"  and 
found  a  means  to  I'ide  into  political  pow- 
er through  the  echo  of  their  own  bitter 
rantings.  The  men  and  women  who  had 
worked  for  years  to  make  homes  had  no 
sympathy  with  this  abuse  of  the  East. 
"  Back  East"  Avas  for  them,  and  is  to-day, 
the  land  of  halcyon  memories.  There 
they  played  beneath  stately  elms,  studied 
in  old-fashioned  school-houses,  and  loved 
and  married.  But  the  frenzy  of  depres- 
sion was  contagious,  and  sentiments  were 
uttered  and  printed  which  have  since 
brought  blushes  to  their  authors. 

In  the  East  the  effect  was  less  marked, 
but  not  the  less  -cletinite  and  positive. 
The  investors  felt  that  they  had  been  de- 
frauded, and  resented  it  by  refusing  to 
place  more  funds  beyond  the  Missouri — 
except  in  special  instances. 

The  ]\Iiddle  West  was  experiencing 
such  conditions  when  Oklahoma  was 
opened.  The  two  great  rushes  for  homes 
in  that  splendid  ex{)anse  of  fertile  acres 
took  thousands  out  of  the  two  States  to 
the  north.  All  who  failed  in  their 
desires  saw  here  a  chance  to  retrieve 
their  fortunes,  and  many  abandoned  their 
claims  in  order  to  begin  over  again  in 
the  new  lands.  When  it  is  remembered 
that  in  the  four  and  eight  years  tliat  have 
elapsed  since  the  openings  the  Territory 
has  come  to  a  population  of  275,587,  and 
an  assessed  valuation,  on  a  basis  of  one- 
fourth  to  one -third  the  real  value,  of 
$35,034,752,  the  importance  of  the  drain 
on  the  adjoining  commonwealths  can 
be  undei'stood.  At  the  beginning  there 
was  not  a  wliite  man  inside  the  entire 
expanse   of  the  Territory;   now  it   is  an 
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empire  in  itself,  outranking  a  dozen  dif- 
ferent States  in  population.  But  the 
people  tliei-e  had  the  same  experiences  as 
to  crops  and  business  conditions  for  sev- 
eral years  as  the  I'est  of  the  prairie 
West,  and  the  stories  of  Avant  were  not 
unlike  the  ones  tliat  reached  the  East  in 
the  old  times  of  tlie  gi'asslio]ipers  on  the 
plains. 

Tlje  West  was  many  years  ])aying-  the 
debt  incurred  by  its  overweening'  ambi- 
tion and  its  indiscreet  speculations.  The 
pei'iod  of  depression,  beginning  in  1888. 
covered  eight  years.  In  it  were  learned 
lessons  of  saving,  of  thrift,  of  endurance. 
They  were  lessons  that  the  West  needed 
to  learn.  Partly  because  it  was  very  dif- 
ficult to  borrow,  few  new  debts  were  in- 
curred. Partly  because  creditors  were 
pressing,  old  scores  were  reduced  as  much 
as  possible.  It  was  a  time  of  severe  busi- 
ness )nethods.  of  caustic  criticisms  from 
friends  in  the  East,  of  sackcloth  and  ashes 
for  those  who  could  not  meet  the  liastily 
assumed  obligations. 

II. 

With  1897  the  clouds  lifted.  It  was  in 
many  respects  a  year  of  surprises  to  the 
business  ^rorld  of  the  plains.  Few  real- 
ize why  its  record  stands  out  so  bright- 
ly compared  with  the  half-dozen  seasons 
gone  before.  There  have  been  published 
glowing  reports  of  the  wheat  raised  in 
Kansas,  yet  in  two  years  in  the  past  dec- 
ade there  have  been  larger  yields.  The 
corn  is  a  boast,  yet  four  years  in  the  dec- 
ade have  done  better.  The  live-stock 
])roducts  are  pointed  to  with  pride,  yet 
three  years  have  shown  larger  cash  re- 
turns. The  aggregate  value  of  all  prod- 
ucts of  farm  and  ranch  has  been  exceed- 
ed twice  in  ten  years.  The  same  is  true 
of  Nebraska.  Notwithstanding  this,  it  is 
doubtful  if  in  all  the  history  of  the  })rairies 
thei'e  has  been  a  year  when  the  workers 
liad  so  much  to  show  for  their  efforts — 
both  in  material  values  and  in  enhanced 
credit — as  in  the  one  just  past.  It  was  the 
iirst  ste])  forward  that  inanifested  itself 
prominently.  The  advance  had  been  go- 
ing on,  but  it  had  not  come  to  the  sur- 
face. 

The  crops  were  above  the  average,  the 
prices  were  good,  new  sowing  favorable. 
But  above  these  things,  and  working  with 
them,  was  the  fact  that  the  debts,  public 
and  pi'ivate.  were  no  longei*  nerve-wear- 
ing  burdens— thev  had  been   reduced  in 


the  years  of  economy  to  reasonable  pro- 
portions. Herein  lies  the  key  to  the  new 
era  tliat  is  opening  for  the  prairie  West: 
it  has  resources  gained  through  its  own 
toil,  and  its  obligations  occupy  the  place 
of  servant,  not  of  master. 

The  returns  of  tlie  gi'ain -fields  were 
most  clearly  marked  in  the  western 
third  of  the  section  named.  For  ten  years 
the  jieople  there  had  been  hoi)ing  for  the 
good  crops  that  once  or  twice  before  had 
been  the  cause  of  lifting  their  hopes,  and 
making  them  believe  that  there  was  a 
possibility  of  making  permanent  homes 
through  the  ordinary  methods  of  agri- 
culture. !Many  of  the  oi'iginal  settlers 
had  left,  discoui-aged.  but  those  who  re- 
mained were  rewarded  by  a  wonderful 
return  for  their  labor.  On  farms  that 
wxre  worth  $500  to  8800.  wheat  was  taken 
that  brought  at  the  market  81200  to  82000. 
The  high  prices  that  came  in  midsummer, 
added  to  a  generous  yield  and  good  qual- 
ity, made  the  settlers  happy.  They  had 
the  best  profit  on  their  investment  of  any 
body  of  people  in  the  nation,  probably, 
and  it  made  them  take  cheer  again — and 
put  in  more  wheat.  In  the  middle  sec- 
tion the  year  was  an  average  one.  except 
for  the  better  prices  for  grain ;  in  the 
eastern  portion  it  was  perhaps  scarcely 
up  to  the  usual  standard. 

But  there  was  money  to  pay  debts, 
because  the  savings  of  the  past  years 
had  been  sufficient  to  bring  the  interest 
charges  doAvn  and  make  the  burden  light. 
Here  is  an  example:  A  farmer  came  into 
my  office  one  day  last  summer  wearing 
ragged,  faded  clothes,  and  appearing  very 
shabby.  "Look  pretty  tough,  don't  I?"' 
he  remarked,  laughing.  "Well,  it  will 
be  better  next  time.  I  am  going  to  buy 
a  new  suit  of  clothes  this  aftei'noon.  I 
have  not  had  a  new  suit  for  five  years — 
just  couldn't  ait'ord  it.  !My  wife  has  been 
saving  her  egg-money,  and  I  have  ke])t 
up  the  taxes  and  interest.  Now  we  are 
getting  out  of  the  woods,  and  I  am  to 
have  a  suit  and  she  a  dress  from  the  egg- 
money."  He  said  it  without  any  bitter- 
ness or  regi'et.  as  if  it  were  a  perfectly 
natural  situation.  He  felt  that  he  had 
done  his  duty,  and  the  new  clothes  wei'e 
doubtless  worn  with  a  pride  and  satisfac- 
tion unknown  where  less  sacrifice  Avas 
needed  to  procure  fresh  raiment. 

The  hens  are  said  to  have  saved  Ne- 
braska. From  the  stations  in  the  interior 
of  the    State  wei-e  shipped   thousands  of 
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dozens  of  eggs  eveiy  week.  The  money 
received  for  them  was  about  the  only 
clear  cash  that  came  into  the  household, 
and  kept  the  children  fit  for  school  and 
the  wife  in  presentable  clothes.  In  Kan- 
sas the  humble  cow  was  more  in  evidence. 
Scattered  over  the  plains  are  the  cream- 
eries, to  which  every  morning  wends  a 
procession  of  farm-wagons,  each  contain- 
ing a  dozen  or  more  high  tin  cans  filled 
with  milk  from  the  farms.  One  county 
has  for  six  years  received  from  the  cream- 
eries $250,000  annually  in  monthly  pay- 
ments. It  has  been  the  salvation  of  the 
settlers.  Others  have  done  nearly  as  well, 
and  the  annual  value  of  the  milk  prod- 
ucts has  been  from  $4,500,000  to  |5, 000,000. 
This,  added  to  the  help  of  the  hen  and 
the  returns  of  the  swine-yard,  has  been 
the  resource  upon  which  many  a  family 
has  depended  to  tide  over  the  lean  years. 
The  creameries  have  also  extended  into 
Oklahoma,  and,  with  the  trade  of  Texas 
and  the  Gulf  ports  so  close  to  its  gates, 
the  Territory  has,  relatively,  realized  more 
out  of  the  business,  perhaps,  than  its 
neighbor  on  the  north.  Here,  too,  the 
wheat  was  of  much  value  last  season. 
One  could  stand  on  the  court-house  tower 
at  Newkirk  in  tlie  early  days  of  July  and 
within  a  radius  of  six  miles  count  1960 
wheat  stacks  and  186  stacks  of  straw.  A 
Nebraska  man  bought  a  farm  in  Garfield 
County  for  $600  in  March,  and  sold  $900 
worth  of  wheat  from  it  in  June.  This 
was  perhaps  not  so  striking  as  the  yield 
in  six  western  Kansas  counties,  where  it 
was  over  235  bushels  for  every  man,  wo- 
man, and  child  living  therein,  but  it  was 
enough. 

The  disposition  made  of  the  generous 
returns  of  the  fields  can,  of  course,  be 
determined  only  approximately.  While 
court  records  show  some  of  the  business 
transactions,  there  is  a  vast  amount  that 
is  known  only  to  the  people  interested. 
Extended  tables  of  statistics  are  often 
misleading,  but  there  are  some  facts  that 
cannot  be  controverted,  and  which  are 
reliable  evidence  of  the  extent  to  which 
the  Middle  West  has  assumed  an  inde- 
pendent financial  position.  For  instance, 
the  State  mortgage  report  for  Nebraska, 
for  the  first  six  months  of  1897,  showed 
6589  mortgages  filed  and  8001  released. 
The  amount  represented  by  those  released 
exceeded  that  of  those  fiied  by  $913,366. 
The  farm  mortgages  released  amounted 
to  17,210,240.      This  sort  of  reduction  has 


been  going  on  more  rapidly  since  that 
time,  and  it  has  been  in  course  for  years, 
though  at  a  lesser  rate.  It  is  estimated 
by  the  bank  commissioner  of  Kansas 
that  that  State  has  paid  ott'  $30,000,000  of 
indebtedness  in  the  past  year.  There  has 
been  altogether  a  reduction  of  more  than 
two-thirds  of  the  $290,000,000  of  mortgage 
debt  with  which  the  State  was  credited  by 
the  government  census  in  1890.  It  would 
be  useless  to  deny  that  nmcli  of  the  release 
of  mortgage  debts  has  come  through  the 
process  of  foreclosure;  especially  is  this 
true  of  the  western  portion.  But  proba- 
bly not  more  than  one-fourth  has  been 
so  released.  The  remainder  has  come 
through  the  little  savings  of  the  men  and 
women  who  have  toiled  faithfully  to 
make  homes  for  their  children.  The  in- 
terest charges  on  the  debt  owed  to  foreign 
capitalists  in  Kansas  and  Nebraska  is 
probably  not  one-tenth  of  the  amount  re- 
quired five  years  ago.  Local  capital  is 
taking  up  the  mortgages  and  bonds,  and 
the  people  of  the  West  are  showing  their 
faith  in  their  own  communities  by  placing 
their  savings  there. 

A  most  vital  and  important  problem 
before  the  West  is  the  management  of 
the  bonded  indebtedness  assumed  in  the 
boom  days.  Some  of  this  is  backed  by 
such  wealth  that  there  is  no  doubt  of  its 
future.  But  in  the  boom  there  was  little 
inquiry  made  as  to  the  reliability  of  the 
enterprise  for  which  bonds  were  sought. 
Railroads  were  wanted,  and  any  proposi- 
tion that  would  secure  them  was  accept- 
ed. Court-houses  were  built  with  little 
regard  for  the  needs  of  the  counties.  Out 
in  western  Kansas  is  a  court-house  costing 
$20,000.  With  scarcely  a  load  of  wood  in 
the  county,  there  is  a  liandsome  fireplace 
in  evcvy  office.  The  total  i)opulation  of 
the  county  is  but  1800,  and  the  bonds  of 
the  county  have  not  yet  been  reduced. 
Several  court-houses,  through  the  process 
of  mechanics'  liens  and  other  legal  ])ro- 
cesses,  have  come  to  be  owned  by  individu- 
als, who  have  been  puzzled  to  know  what 
to  do  with  them.  Some  of  the  bonds  were 
issued  without  the  proper  fornuilities,  and 
the  counties  are  taking  advantage  of  this 
to  refuse  to  pay.  Many  cases  are  in  the 
courts,  growing  out  of  such  issues.  It  is 
safe  to  say  that  few  boom -time  bonds  that 
can  be  defeated  will  be  paid.  In  many  in- 
stances, in  the  newer  counties  of  western 
Kansas  and  Nebraska,  where  there  are 
such  contests,  the  counties  are  unable  to 
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])B,j  even  if  tliey  wished.  The  falling-  off 
in  valuation  has  heon  such  that  it  is  out 
of  the  question  for  the  people  who  remain 
to  pay  tlie  interest,  to  say  notliing"  of  the 
principal.  Here  there  must  he  a  scaling 
down,  and  mutual  forhearance  on  the  part 
of  creditors  and  dehtors,to  refund  the  dehts 
on  a  hasis  that  can  he  l)orne.  Many  towns 
are  in  the  same  condition — mostly  small 
cities  that  allowed  their  amhitions  to  out- 
run their  inconu\  They  sought  electric 
lights,  water-works,  and  street  improve- 
ments that  wei-e  out  of  proi)ortion  to 
their  ahility  and  size.  When  the  hoom 
additions  wei'e  turned  hack  into  farm-land 
])y  the  Legislature,  and  were  assessed  hy 
the  acre  instead  of  hy  the  square  foot, 
they  found  the  tax-levying-  and  tax-pay- 
ing ahility  greatly  reduced.  It  hecame 
necessary  to  reduce  the  municipal  ex- 
penses, and  sometimes  even  the  most  ri- 
gid economy  on  the  part  of  the  manage- 
ment has  been  inetfectual  in  producing 
a  balance  between  the  recei])ts  and  dis- 
bursements. Here.  too.  must  there  be  a 
sealing  down  and  concessions.  Several 
cities  have  done  this  already,  having- 
frankly  informed  their  creditors  that 
something-  of  the  kind  must  take  place  or 
the  town  site  would  be  vacated.  The  in- 
vestors were  shrewd  enough  to  see  that 
half  a  loaf  with  cei'tain  interest  payments 
Avas  better  than  their  former  holding. 

It  is  not  that  the  towns  are  dishon- 
est; the  sneer  of  "repudiation,"  flung  so 
readily  hy  those  who  do  not  understand 
tiie  situation,  is  not  applicable.  It  is  a 
cojulition  which  the  investor  docs  not  re- 
gret more  than  the  peo})le  who  have  taken 
up  their  residence  in  the  towns  so  situ- 
ated. It  is  one  that  can  best  be  arranged 
on  a  friendly  basis,  not  by  force.  Debtor 
and  ci'edilor  are  coming  together  on  these 
matters,  and  such  concessions  as  have 
been  indicated  arc  taking  place.  It  means 
much  for  the  debtor — self-respect,  liojie, 
encouragement  in  making-  improvements, 
and  the  feeling  that  eventually  there  will 
be  clean  pages  in  the  municipality's  bond- 
book. 

Another  thing  the  AVest  has  learned. 
For  yeai'S  it  has  talked  of  nu^nufacturing 
the  ai'licles  that  it  uses.  l)ut  so  disastrous 
have  been  its  attempts  to  start  great  man- 
ufactories off -hand  that  now  there  are 
few  business  men  who  favor  bonuses  or 
other  extraneous  aids  to  the  establish- 
ment of  such  enterpi'ises.  Many  a  town 
is   vet  owing  the  heavy  bonds   issued  to 


secure  a  carriage-works  or  a  sugar-mill, 
that  went  into  bankruptcy  a  few  years 
after  starting  —  some  in  a  few  months. 
The  remoteness  from  great  population 
centres,  the  high  cost  of  fuel,  and  the 
magnilicent  distances  that  are  necessary 
factors  of  transportation  make  the  task  a 
severe  one.  The  West  can  manufacture 
many  articles:  it  has  the  raw  material, 
and  can,  by  proper  development,  save 
freight  to  the  East  and  back.  But  it  is 
not  trying-  to  achieve  all  this  at  a  single 
bound.  It  is  satisfied  to  have  its  manu- 
factui'ing  industries  developed  as  are  the 
business  investments  of  the  country.  In 
this  way  they  will  be  on  a  firm  founda- 
tion and  will  staiul.  The  West  needs 
more  men  at  work  in  mills  and  shops, 
but  it  does  not  need  them  if  they  are  to 
be  kept  there  by  issuing  bonds. 

III. 
Two  elements  that  were  neglected  hy 
the  first  comers  to  the  plains  have  been 
brought  to  prominence  in  the  past  few 
years,  and  are  now  among  the  most  im- 
portant of  the  plains  region's  resources. 
They  are  the  cattle  industry  and  the 
raising  of  such  crops  as  are  suitable  to 
the  climate.  Kafhr  corn,  the  hardy  food 
product  that  thrives  when  the  drouth  is 
the  most  severe,  did  not  a})pear  in  the 
reports  of  the  boards  of  agriculture  until 
about  1892;  yet  last  season  nearly  ten 
million  dollars"  woi'th  was  taken  from 
the  fields.  It  is  planted  in  the  place  for- 
merly occu]ned  by  less  sturdy  crops. 
Then  there  are  the  sorghums,  the  Jeru- 
salem corn,  the  millet  and  maize — tlie^^ 
mean  the  adoption  of  a  system  of  agri- 
culture th;it  is  permanent,  that  will  fur- 
nish "roughness"  for  the  stock  and 
make  bread  for  the  family,  no  matter  if 
the  rainfall  is  below  the  average.  It 
means  that  there  will  be  no  more  free 
seed -wheat  or  appeals  for  aid  for  the 
West.  The  cattle  industry  is  of  another 
sort,  yet  related  to  this,  as  it  is  an  ada]v 
tation  of  agricultural  pursuits  to  the  cli- 
mate. Thotisands  of  abandoned  claims 
exist  in  western  Kansas  and  Nebraska, 
and  thei-eon  graze  the  herds  that  have 
taken  the  ]-)lace  of  the  ploughs  and  har- 
rows. In  the  western  third  of  the  Middle 
West  is  the  stockman's  elysium.  There 
he  can  turn  the  herds  out  on  the  close- 
curled  "  bufl'alo-grass."  and  pasture  them 
from  Christmas  to  Christmas.  There  is 
no  thouo-ht  of  shelter,  and  but  little  feed 
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is  provided  outside  the  pastures.  They 
are  not  needed.  To  be  sure,  cattle  die. 
After  one  storm  a  few  years  ago  fifty 
thousand  liides  were  shipped  from  one 
station;  but  the  j^ercentage  of  loss  is,  on 
the  whole,  small.  The  owners  of  the  cat- 
tle are  the  dictators  of  the  land.  They 
commence  with  their  wire  fences  at  the 
quarter  section  forming  their  home  ranch, 
and  forget  to  stop  when  they  reach  the 
corner.  On  and  on  they  go,  until  thou- 
sands of  acres  are  enclosed.  The  owner 
of  the  land,  who  has  perhaps  taken  much 
of  it  under  foreclosure,  hears  of  it.  He 
writes  that  the  land  must  not  remain 
under  fence  without  rent.  "Come  and 
take  it  out  of  the  pasture,"  replies  the  cat- 
tle-man, and  the  incident  is  closed.  One 
may  drive  for  sixty  miles  in  western  Kan- 
sas and  Nebraska  and  western  Oklahoma 
and  never  be  out  of  cattle -pastures. 
Fence  after  fence  crosses  the  road.  Prob- 
ably not  more  than  tAventy  per  cent,  of 
the  land  is  owned  by  the  users,  but  it  is 
all  ax^propriated.  This  is  a  pursuit  that 
will  be  permanent.  It  will  make  its  fol- 
lowers well-to-do.  It  is  a  money-making, 
certain  line  of  business. 

For  a  time  much  was  said  and  written 
about  the  promise  of  irrigation.  It  was 
believed  that  it  would  revolutionize  the 
plains,  and  make  of  them  gardens.  But 
that  day  is  past.  Irrigation  without  wa- 
ter is  a  failure,  and  the  plains  have  }iot 
enough  water  for  the  ditches  that  have 
been  already  dug.  A^ast  reaches  of  up- 
land cannot  be  reached  by  water  except 
by  pumping  it  out  of  the  ground,  and 
frequently  it  is  nearly  as  far  to  water  in 
that  direction  as  it  is  overland.  Wind- 
mill and  pump  can  supply  the  vegetables, 
and  make  sure  that  there  Avill  be  enough 
fiour  in  the  bin,  but  it  cannot  moisten 
the  whole  claim.  This  has  been  demon- 
strated. Along  the  river  bottoms  there 
is  hope,  and  many  flourishing  irrigation 
plants  exist.  Numerous  other  ditch  ])rop- 
erties,  however,  are  in  the  liands  of  re- 
ceivers, and  are  losing  money.  The  fu- 
ture usefulness  of  irrigation  seems  likely 
to  be  confined  to  small  territories  favor- 
ably situated,  rather  than  to  be  applied  to 
the  plains  generally. 

The  houses  need  paint;  the  yards  need 
shrubbery  and  iiowers.  The  "new"'  has 
worn  off  the  buildings  erected  during  the 
boom,  and  there  has  been  little  renova- 
tion. The  picture  of  a  plains  village  has 
been  one  heavy  with  unpainted  or  faded 


houses  of  simple  lines,  of  square-fronted 
store  structures  and  offices.  Here  and 
there  looms  up  a  "block"  of  stone  or 
brick,  which  does  not  pay  one-half  of  one 
per  cent,  on  the  investment  it  represents. 
In  the  hard  years  property  has  been  neg- 
lected, and  there  has  been  a  feeliiig  on 
the  part  of  the  occupants  that  somehow 
they  would  leave  the  place  soon.  They 
put  off  the  improvements,  and  consequent- 
ly the  towns  present  a  neglected  appear- 
ance. This  is  passing  away  now.  The 
painters  are  busy;  there  is  a  new  roof 
here  and  there  to  tell  of  progress;  the 
feeling  of  unrest  has  been  succeeded  by 
one  that  the  West  is  a  pretty  good  local- 
ity after  all;  that  the  East  has  forgotten 
its  children  after  so  long  an  absence,  and 
that  it  is  as  well  to  prepare  to  reside  in 
the  present  abiding-place. 

The  era  of  prosperity  has  done  a  great 
deal  for  the  people  in  contentment.  There 
is  less  talk  of  "back  East,"  though  it  is 
as  dear  as  ever.  Little  graves  are  in  the 
Western  cemeteries — those  squares  of  hal- 
lowed sod  fenced  ofiP  from  the  far  reaches 
of  level  land — and  make  a  new  tie  for 
those  to  Avhom  they  are  a  shrine.  The 
people  are  holding  "old  settlers' reunions,"' 
proud  of  their  long  residence  on  the 
plains.  This  is  a  good  sign.  It  marks 
the  beginning  of  a  time  when  the  land 
shall  be  to  them  a  home,  not  merely  a 
stopping- place.  And  then  there  are 
more  people  each  year.  The  low-water 
mark  came  about  1896,  Then  the  tide 
turned,  and  each  census  shows  a  growth 
over  the  preceding  year.  In  the  past  few 
weeks  reports  have  come  of  the  arrival  of 
special  trains  bringing  immigrants  from 
farther  East.  Every  real-estate  agent  re- 
ports sales  far  in  excess  of  the  past  half- 
dozen  years.  Tlie  farms  are  selling,  and 
the  land  all  over  the  ))lains  region  is  in- 
creasing in  price.  City  property  is  not 
yet  gaining  so  much  as  farm-lands,  but  it 
is  in  better  condition  than  in  a  long  time. 
The  additions  are  being  ploughed  up  and 
planted  to  wheat.  The  surplus  houses  are 
moved  to  the  country,  and  are  making 
pleasant  homes  for  farmers"  families.  The 
towns  are  thus  being  reduced  to  a  size 
appropriate  to  the  number  of  people  who 
inhabit  them.  The  banks  have  vastly  in- 
creased their  deposits.  The  latest  state- 
ment shows  that  in  the  banks  of  Nebraska 
is  deposited  $83,914,406.  an  increase  over 
last  year  of  about  !?7,000,000.  In  Kansas 
is    deposited   ir'41.094,712,    an   increase    of 
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$9,000,000.  In  boll)  States  the  reserve  in 
tlie  banks'  vaults  is  over  lifty  per  cent, 
of  the  deposits.  The  iifty-four  banks  of 
Oklahoma  liave  on  deposit  $1,982,385,  of 
^vhich  fifty-one  per  cent,  is  in  cash  in 
the  vaults.  These  figures  tell  more  elo- 
quently than  can  words  the  position  of 
the  people  of  the  plains  in  saving-  their 
earning-s. 

Western    Kansas    and   Nebraska   have 
many  ])i*obleins  to  solve.      They  comprise 
the  difficulty  of  handling  the  semi-ai-id 
section  where  the  rainfall  is  deficient.     It 
has  been  demonstrated   that   agriculture 
will  not  succeed.      Em})ty  sod  cabins  are 
plenty  ;  school-houses  have  no  occupants ; 
cattle    are    stabled    in    what    were    once 
store  -  buildings ;    whole    town    sites    are 
deserted;   the    people    have    l)egun    over 
again.      Business    is    yet    a    speculation, 
though    it   is  passing  out   of    that   stage. 
Tlie   debts  must   be    adjusted,  the  bonds 
arranged   so    that  the   payments   can   be 
met  and  the  conditions  simplified.    It  will 
never   be   a  thickly  settled  country,  but 
there  will  be  i)rosperity  and  good  returns 
on  the  investments  made.   In  central  and 
eastern  Nebraska  and   Kansas  the  same 
solidity  that  exists  in  the  East  may  be  ex- 
pected, and  will  ])e  found.    The  crop  fail- 
ures are  an  exception;   the  agriculture  is 
so  diversified  and  the  pursuits  so  varied 
that  no  general  failure  is  ])ossible.      Big 
barns,  that  would  do  credit  to  Pennsyl- 
vania, are  scattered  over  the  well -fenced 
farms;  the  farmers  I'ide  in  carriages,  and 
the  farmers'  boys  and  girls  have  bicycles. 
It  is  becoming  more  Eastern  every  day, 
and  one  may  Avell  foi'get  that  it  is  in  the 
West  at  nil.      Oklahoma  is  looking  ear- 
nestly forward  to  Statehood,  with  all  the 
Indian  Territory  added  to  its  })resent  ex- 
tent.     This  will   make  a  great  common- 
wealth, rich  in  all  the  natural  resources 
that  fertile   soil   and  mineral  riches   can 
give.   With  a  climate  that  will  raise  corn 
or  cotton,  wheat  or  sugar-cane,  it   is   lo- 
cated near  to  tlie  rapidly  advancing  Gulf 
ports, and  has  thus  an  advantage  over  the 
country  farthei*  north.      In  a   short   time 
the   claims  will    all   have   been   ""  proved 
up,''  and  the  settlers   will    own    them    in 
fee-simple.      Then  they  will  have  a  start, 
such  as    no  other  body  of  settlers   of  the 
AVest  ever  enjoyed — out  of  debt,  and  with 
the  improvements  secured  from  the  land 
itself.      One  county  of  Oklahoma    is   the 
most  evenlv  settled  of  anv  territory  in  the 


world,  probably — one  family  on  every 
quarter  section,  and  only  one.  The  peo- 
ple are  among  the  most  energetic  and 
progressive  in  the  nation,  and  they  have 
had  the  experience  of  other  settlements 
by  which  to  pi'otit.  If  they  cannot  make 
a  model  commonwealth,  it  will  be  sti-ange. 

IV. 

The  period  of  settlement  in  the  ^Middle 
AVest  is  gone,  never  to  return.  The  time 
of  extravagance  will  not  be  repeated,  for 
its  lessons  were  burned  deep  into  the 
hearts  of  all.  It  left  behind  broken  liopes. 
tormenting  debts,  ruined  homes,  blighted 
ambitioijs.  The  prophecies  upon  which 
it  was  based  can  again  receive  no  credence 
from  those  who  saw  the  wreckage  of  the 
receding  financial  wave.  Without  ex- 
travagance there  is  little  danger  of  great 
depression.  Short  crops  may.  and  doubt- 
less will,  couK^:  prices  may  tluctuate  and 
localities  have  their  rise  and  fall;  but 
with  plans  laid  on  conservative  lines, 
and  the  motto  ''Pay  as  you  go"  made 
the  underlying  principle  of  the  people's 
business  dealings,  wides})read  or  long- 
continued  backslidings  will  be  impossi- 
ble. 

The  period  on  which  the  West  is  en- 
tering gives  promise  of  being  one  of  per- 
manent prosperity;  it  is  based  on  those 
things  which  are  not  influenced  seriously 
by  climatic  vagaries.  The  hot  winds  may 
come,  but  the  Kaifir  corn  and  cane  Avill 
wave  green  banners.  The  i-ains  may  be 
far  between,  but  the  milk-cart  will  con- 
tinue its  journey  to  the  creamery.  Hail 
may  fall,  but  the  cattle  on  the  level 
reaches  will  not  be  hurt.  Diversified  agri- 
culture will  i)rovide  for  failui'e  in  a  sin- 
gle crop  by  giving  yields  of  others.  Irri- 
gation will  lend  its  aid  in  opportune  places 
to  insure  bountiful  gardens.  In  short, 
the  AVest  is  settling  down  to  make  the 
most  of  the  resources  which  it  possesses, 
and  has  ceased  worrying  about  those  it 
possesses  not.  In  that  lies  the  secret  of 
its  future,  and  so  generally  is  this  recog- 
nized that  the  ju-airies  ought  to  be  taken 
out  of  the  "doubtful  list"  and  placed  with 
those  portions  of  the  nation  of  which  cer- 
tain results  can  be  predicted,  and  Avhere 
unvarying  advances  follow  the  seasons 
round.  This  is  the  ideal  of  the  West; 
for  this  it  is  working,  and  over  the  thresh- 
old of  such  an  experience  its  people  be- 
lieve it  has  passed. 
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CHAPTER   XXY. 

CLEAEIXG    THE    AIR. 

"It  is  as  difficult  to  i)e  entirely  bad  as  it  is  to  be 
entirely  good." 

PERCY  RODEN,  who  had  been  to 
Utrecht  and  Antwerp,  arrived  liome 
on  the  evening"  of  the  day  that  saw  Lord 
Ferriby's  advent  to  the  Hague.  Though 
the  day  had  been  fine  enougli,  the  wea- 
tlier  broke  up  at  sunset,  and  great  clouds 
chased  the  sun  towards  tlie  west.  Then 
the  rain  came  suddenly  and  swept  across 
the  plains  in  a  slanting  fury.  A  cold 
wind  from  the  southeast  followed  hard 
upon  the  heavy  clouds,  and  night  came 
in  a  chaos  of  squall  and  beating  rain. 
Roden  Avas  drenched  in  his  passage  from 
the  carriage  to  the  Yilla  des  Dunes, ^vhich, 
being  a  summer  residence,  had  not  been 
provided  with  a  carriage-drive  across  the 
dunes  from  the  road.  He  looked  at  his 
sister  with  tired  eyes  when  she  met  him 
in  the  entrance-hall.  He  was  Avorn  and 
thinner  than  she  had  seen  him  in  the  days 
of  his  adversity,  for  Percy  Roden,  like  his 
partner,  had  made  seA^eral  false  starts 
upon  the  road  to  fortune  before  he  got 
Avell  away.  Like  many  —  like,  indeed, 
nearly  all — who  have  to  try  again,-  he  had 
lightened  himself  of  a  scruple  or  so  each 
time  he  turned  back.  Prosperity,  how- 
ever, seems  to  kill  as  man\^  as  adversity. 
Abundant  Avealth  is  a  vexation  of  spirit 
to-day  as  surely  as  it  was  in  the  time  of 
that  wise  man  who,  having  tried  it,  said 
that  a  stranger  eateth  it,  and  it  is  vanity. 

"Beastly  night."  said  Roden,  and  that 
Avas  all.  He  had  been  to  Antwerp  on 
banking  business,  and  had  tliat  slee})less 
look  Avhich  brings  a  glitter  to  the  eyes. 
This  Avas  a  man  handling  great  sums  of 
mone3^.  "Von  Holzen  been  here  to- 
day?" he  asked,  Avhen  he  had  changed  his 
clothes  and  they  Avere  seated  at  the  din- 
ner table. 

"No,"  answered  Dorothy,  Avith  lier 
eyes  on  his  plate.  He  was  eating  little, 
and  drank  only  mineral  water  from  a  stone 
bottle.  He  Avas  like  an  athlete  in  train- 
ing, though  the  strain  he  sought  to  meet 

*  Begun  in  Janu 


was  mental  and  not  physical.  He  shiv- 
ei-ed  more  than  once,  and  glanced  sharp- 
ly at  the  door  when  the  maid  happened 
to  leaA^e  it  open. 

When  Dorothy  Avent  to  the  draAving- 
room  she  lighted  the  fire,  which  Avas  ready 
laid,  and  of  Avood.  Although  it  Avas  near- 
ly midsummer,  the  air  was  chill\^  and  the 
rain  beat  against  the  thin  walls  of  the 
house. 

"I  think  it  probable,""  Roden  had  said, 
before  she  left  the  dining-room,  "  that 
Von  Holzen  will  come  in  this  evening." 

She  sat  down  before  the  fire,  which 
burnt  briskly,  and  looked  into  it  Avith 
thoughtful,  clever  gray  eyes.  Percy 
thought  it  probable  that  Von  Holzen 
Avould  come  to  the  Villa  des  Dunes  tliis 
evening.  Would  he  come?  For  Perc}^ 
kncAV  nothing  of  the  organized  attempt 
on  Cornish's  life  which  she  herself  had 
frustrated.  He  seemed  to  know  nothing 
of  the  grim  and  silent  antagonism  that 
existed  between  the  two  men,  shutting 
his  eyes  to  their  movements,  which  Avere 
like  the  moA^ements  of  chess-players  that 
the  on-looker  sees  but  does  not  under- 
stand. Dorothy  knew  that  Von  Holzen 
Avas  infinitely  cleverer  than  her  lu-other. 
She  knew,  indeed,  that  he  was  cleverer 
than  most  men.  With  the  quickness  of 
her  sex  slie  had  long  ago  divined  the 
source  and  basis  of  his  strength.  He  Avas 
indifferent  to  Avomen  —  who  formed  no 
part  of  his  life,  who  entered  in  no  way 
into  his  plans  or  ambitions.  As  a  avo- 
man,  she  sliould,  theoretically,  have  dis- 
liked and  despised  him  for  this.  As  a 
matter  of  fact,  this  cliaracteristic  com- 
manded lier  res])ect. 

She  knew  that  her  brother  was  not  in 
Von  Holzen's  confidence.  It  wus  prob- 
able tliat  no  man  on  earth  had  ever  come 
within  measurable  distance  of  that.  He 
would,  in  all  likelihood,  hear  nothing  of 
the  attempt  to  kill  Cornish,  and  Cornish 
himself  would  be  the  last  to  mention  it. 
For  she  knew  that  her  lover  Avas  a  match 
for  Von  Holzen,  and  moi-e  than  a  match. 
She  had  never  doubted  that.  It  Avas  a 
part  of  her  creed.  A  woman  never  real- 
ary  number,  1898. 
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ly  loves  a  man  until  she  has  made  liim 
the  object  of  a  creed.  And  it  is  only  the 
man  himself  wlio  can — and  in  the  long- 
run  usually  does — make  it  impossible  for 
her  to  adhere  to  her  belief. 

She  was  still  sitting-  and  thinking  over 
the  lire  ^vhen  her  brother  came  into  the 
room. 

"Ah!"'  he  said  at  the  sight  of  the  fire, 
and  came  forward,  holding  out  his  hands 
to  the  blaze.  He  looked  down  at  his  sis- 
ter with  glittering  and  unsteady  eyes. 
He  was  in  a  dangerous  humor — a  humor 
forexplanations  and  admissions— to  Avhich 
weak  natures  sometimes  give  way.  And, 
lookingat  the  matterpractically  and  calm- 
ly, explanations  and  admissions  are  better 
left— to  the  hereafter.  But  Yon  Holzen 
saved  him  by  ringing  the  front-door  hell 
at  that  moment. 

The  professor  came  into  the  room  a 
minute  later.  He  stood  in  the  doorway 
and  bowed  in  the  stiff  German  way  to 
Dorothy.  With  Roden  he  exchanged  a 
curt  nod.  His  hair  was  glued  to  his  tem- 
ples by  the  rain,  which  gleamed  on  his 
face.  "It  is  an  abominable  night,"  he 
said,  coming  forward.  "  Ach,  Friiulein, 
please  do  not  leave  us— and  the  fire,'"  he 
added  ;  f  )r  Dorothy  had  risen.  "I  njere- 
ly  came  to  make  sure  that  you  had  ar- 
rived safely  home."  He  took  the  chair 
offered  to  him  l>y  Roden,  and  sat  on  it 
without  bringing  it  forward.  He  had 
but  little  of  that  self-assurance  which  is 
so  highly  cultivated  to-day  as  to  be  al- 
most offensive.  "There  are.  of  course, 
matters  of  business.''  he  said,  "  which  can 
wait  till  to-morrow.  To-night  you  are 
tired."  He  looked  at  Roden  as  a  doctor 
might  look  at  a  patient.  "Is  it  not  so, 
Friiulein?"  he  asked,  turning  to  Doro- 
thv. 

"Yes." 

"Except  one  or  two  matters,  which  we 
may  discuss  now." 

Dorothy  turned  and  glanced  at  him. 
He  was  looking  at  her.  and  their  eyes  met 
for  a  moment.  He  seemed  to  see  some- 
thing in  her  face  that  made  him  thought- 
ful, for  he  remained  sikMit  for  some  time, 
while  he  wiped  the  rain  fi'om  his  face 
with  his  pocket-handkerchief.  It  was  a 
pale,  determined  face,  which  could  hardly 
fail  to  impress  those  with  whom  he  came 
in  contact  as  the  face  of  a  strong  mar.. 

"Lord  Ferriby  has  been  at  the  works 
to-day.''  he  said:  and  then,  with  a  gesture 
of  the  hands  and  a   shrug,  he  described 


Lord  Ferriby  as  a  nonentity.  "  He  went 
through  the  works,  and  looked  over  your 
books.  I  wrote  out  a  sort  of  certificate  of 
his  satisfaction  with  both,  and — he  sign- 
ed it." 

Roden  was  leaning  forward  over  the 
fire  with  a  cigarette  between  his  lips. 
He  nodded  shortly.      "  Good."  he  said. 

"  Yesterday,"  continued  Yon  Holzen. 
"I  met  an  old  acquaintance  —  a  Miss 
Wade — one  of  the  young  ladies  of  a  Pen- 
sion nat  at  Dresden,  in  which  I  taught  at 
one  time.  She  is  a  daughter  of  the  bank- 
er Wade,  and  told  me.  reluctantly,  that 
she  is  at  the  Hague  with  her  father — a 
friend  of  Cornish's.  This  morning  I  took 
a  walk  on  the  sands  at  Scheveningen ; 
there  was  a  large  fat  man.  among  others, 
bathing  at  the  northern  bathing-station. 
It  was  Major  White.  It  is  a  regular 
gathering  of  the  clans.  I  saw  a  German 
paper-maker — a  big  man  in  the  trade — 
on  the  Kursaal  terrace  this  morning.  It 
may  be  a  mere  chance,  and  it  may  not." 
As  he  spoke  he  had  withdrawn  fi-om  his 
pocket  a  folded  paper,  which  he  was  fin- 
gering thoughtfully.  Dorothy,  who  knew 
that  she  had  by  her  looks  unwittingly 
warned  him,  made  no  motion  to  go  now. 
He  would  say  nothing  that  he  did  not 
deliberately  intend  for  her  ears  as  much 
as  for  her  brother's.  Yon  Holzen  open- 
ed the  paper  slowly,  and  looked  at  it  as  if 
every  line  of  it  was  familiar.  It  was  a 
sheet  of  ordinary  foolscap  covered  with 
miiiute  figures  and  wi'iting.  "It  is  the 
Yorschrift.  the — how  do  you  say  '( — pre- 
scription for  the  Malgamite,  and  there  are 
several  in  the  Hague  at  this  moment  who 
want  it,  and  some  who  would  not  be  too 
scrupulous  in  their  methods  of  procuring 
it.  It  is  for  this  that  they  are  gathering 
— hei'e  in  the  Hague." 

Roden  turned  in  his  leisurely  way  and 
looked  over  his  shoulder  towards  the  pa- 
])er.  Yon  Holzen  glanced  at  Dorothy. 
He  had  no  desire  to  keep  her  in  suspense 
—  but  he  wished  to  know  how  much  she 
knew.  She  looked  into  the  fire,  treating 
his  conversation  as  directed  towards  her 
brother  only. 

"I  tried  for  ten  years  in  vain  to  gel 
this."  continued  Yon  Holzen,  "and  at 
last  a  dying  man  dictated  it  to  me.  For 
years  it  lived  in  the  brain  of  one  man 
only — and  he  a  maker  of  it  himself.  He 
might  have  died  at  any  moment  with  that 
secret  in  his  head.  And  I" — he  folded 
tb.e  paper  slowly  and  shrugged  his  shoul- 
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"IT    IS    IN    THE    BRAIN    OF    ONE    MAX — ON("E    MORE. 


ders — ''  I  watched  liiin.  And  the  last  in- 
telligible word  he  spoke  on  earth  was  tlie 
last  word  of  this  presci'iption.  The  man 
can  have  been  no  fool :  for  lie  was  a  man 
of  little  education.  I  never  respected  him 
so  much  as  I  do  now  when  I  have  learnt 
it  myself." 

He  rose  and  walked  to  tlie  fire. 

"You  pei-mit  me,  Fraulein,"  he  said, 
putting-  the  log-s  together  with  his  foot. 
They  burnt  up  brightly,  and  lie  threw  the 
paper  upon  them.  In  a  moment  it  was 
reduced  to  ashes.  He  turned  slowly  upon 
his  heel  and  looked  at  his  com))anions 
with  tlie  grave  smile  of  one  who  had 
never  known  much  mirth. 

"There."  he  said,  touching  his  high 
forehead  with  one  linger;  "it  is  in  the 
brain  of  one  man — once  more." 

He  returned  to  the  chair  he  had  just 
vacated, 

"And  whosoever  wishes  to  stop  the 
manufacture  of  Malgamite  will  need  to 
stop  that  brain,"  he  said,  with  a  soft 
laugh. 


"Of  course  there  is  a  risk  attached  to 
burning  that  paper,"  he  continued,  after  a 
pause.  "  ]\ry  brain  may  go — a  little  clot 
of  blood  no  bigger  than  a  ])iirs  head,  and 
the  greatest  brain  on  earth  is  so  much 
])uli)!  It  may  be  worth  some  one's  while 
to  kill  me.  It  is  so  often  worth  some 
one's  while  to  kill  somebody  else,  even  at 
a  considerable  risl^ — but  the  courage  is 
nearly  always  lacking.  However,  we  must 
run  these  risks." 

He  rose  from  his  chair  with  a  low  and 
rather  pleasant  laugh,  glancing  at  the 
clock  as  he  did  so.  It  was  evidently  his 
intention  to  take  his  leave.  Dorothy  rose 
also,  and  they  stood  for  a  moment  facing 
each  other.  He  was  a  few  inches  below 
her  stature,  and  he  looked  up  at  her  with 
his  slow,  thoughtful  eyes.  He  seemed 
always  to  be  making  a  diagnosis  of  the 
souls  of  men. 

"  I  know.  Friiulein,"  he  said,  •"that  you 
are  one  of  those  who  dislike  me  and  seek 
to  do  me  hai'in.  I  am  soriw.  It  is  long 
since  I  discarded  a  youthful   belief  that 
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it  was  possible  to  get  oji  in  life  without 
arousing  ill  feeling.  Believe  me,  it  is  im- 
possible even  to  hold  one's  own  in  this 
world  without  making  enemies.  Tiiere 
are  two  sides  to  every  question,  Friiulein 
—  renuMnbei'  that." 

He  brought  his  heels  togetlier,  bowed 
stifTly,  from  the  waist,  and  left  the  i-oom. 
Percy  Roden  followed  him,  leaving  the 
door  open.  Dorothy  heai'd  the  rustle  of 
his  dripping  water-proof  as  he  [)ut  it  on, 
the  click  of  the  door,  the  sound  of  his  lirm 
i-etreating  tread  on  the  gravel.  Then  her 
l)rother  came  back  into  the  room.  His 
rather  weak  face  was  Hushed.  His  eyes 
were  unsteady.  Dorothy  saw  this  in  a 
glance,  and  her  own  face  hardened  ini- 
responsively.  The  situation  was  clearly 
enough  defined  in  her  own  mind.  Von 
Holzen  had  desti'oyed  the  prescription  be- 
fore heron  purpose.  It  was  only  a  move 
in  that  game  of  life  which  is  always  ex- 
tending to  a  new  deal,  and  of  which  wo- 
men as  on-lookers  necessarily  see  the  most. 
Von  Holzen  wished  Cornish,  and  others 
concerned,  to  know  that  lie  had  destroyed 
the  prescription.  It  was  a  concession  in 
disguise  —  a  retrograde  movement  —  per- 
haps po.tr  })iiet(,r  sauter. 

Percy  Roden  was  one  of  those  men  wiio 
have  a  grudge  against  the  world.  The 
most  hopeless  ill-doer  is  he  who  excuses 
himself  angrily.  There  are  some  who 
seem  unconscious  of  their  own  failings, 
and  for  these  there  is  hope.  They  may 
some  day  tind  out  that  it  is  better  to  be 
at  peace  with  the  world  even  at  the  cost 
of  a  little  self-denial.  But  Percy  Roden 
admitted  that  he  was  wrong,  and  always 
had  that  sort  of  excuse  which  seeks  to 
lay  the  blame  upon  a  whole  class — u\)in\ 
other  business  men,  upon  those  in  antlior- 
ity,  upon  women. 

"It  is  excused  in  others,  why  not  in 
me?" — the  last  cry  of  the  ne'er-do-well. 

He  glanced  angrily  at  Dorothy  now. 
But  he  was  always  half  afraid  of  her. 

"I  wish  we  had  never  come  to  lliis 
place,"  he  said. 

"Then  let  us  go  away  from  it."  an 
swered  Dorothy,  "before  it  is  too  late." 

Roden  looked  at  her  in  surprise.  Did 
she  expect  him  to  go  away  now  from  ^Irs. 
Vansittart  ?  He  knew,  of  course,  that 
Dorothy  and  the  world  always  expected 
too  much  from  him. 

"Before  it  is  too  late.  What  do  you 
mean  ?"  he  asked,  still  thinking  of  Mrs. 
Vansittart. 


"Before  the  Malgamite  scheme  is  ex- 
posed," replied  Dorothy,  bluntly.  And 
to  her  surprise,  he  laughed. 

"'  I  thought  you  meant  something  else." 
he  said.  "The  Malgamite  scheme  can 
look  after  itself.  Von  Holzen  is  the  clev- 
erest man  I  know,  and  he  knows  what  he 
is  doing.  I  thought  you  meant  Mrs. Van- 
sittart— were  thinking  of  her." 

"No,  I  was  not  thinking  of  Mrs.  Van- 
sittart." 

"Not  worth  thinking  about."  suggest- 
ed Roden.  adhering  to  his  method  of 
laughing  for  fear  of  being  laughed  at, 
which  is  common  enough  in  very  young 
men;  but  Roden  should  have  outgrown 
it  by  this  time. 

"  Not  seriously." 

"What  do  you  mean.  Dorothy?"' 

"That  I  hope  you  do  not  think  seri- 
ously of  asking  Mi-s.  Vausiltail  to  uiarry 
you." 

Roden  gave  his  rather  un})leasant  laugh 
again. 

"It  happens  that  I  do."  he  replied. 
"And  it  also  happens  tliat  I  know  that 
Mrs.  Vansittart  never  stays  in  the  Hague 
in  summer  when  all  the  houses  are  empty 
and  everybody  is  away,  and  the  place  is 
given  up  to  tourists  and  becomes  a  mere 
annex  to  Scheveningen.  This  year  she 
has  staid  —  why.  I  should  like  to  know." 

And  he  stroked  his  mustache  as  li£ 
looked  into  the  fii'e.  He  had  been  in- 
dulging in  the  vain  {pleasure  of  putting 
two  and  two  together.  A  young  man's 
vanity — or  indeed  any  man's  vanity — is 
not  to  be  trusted  to  work  out  that  simple 
addition  correctly.  Pei'cy  Roden  was  still 
in  a  dangerously  exaltinl  frame  of  mind. 
Tiiere  is  no  intoxication  so  dangerous  as 
that  of  success,  and  none  that  leaves  so 
bitter  a  taste  behind  it. 

"Of  course."  he  said,  "no  girl  ever 
thinks  that  her  brother  can  succeed  in 
such  a  case.  I  suppose  you  dislike  Mrs. 
Vansittart  f 

"No:  I  like  her.  and  1  understand  her. 
ptM'haps  better  than  you  do.  I  should 
like  nothing  better  than  that  she  should 
marry  you.  but — " 

"  But  what  :" 

"Well,  ask  luM'."  replied  Dorothy — a 
woman's  answer. 

"  And  then?" 

"  And  then  let  us  go  away  from  here." 

Roden  turned  on  her  angrily. 

"  Why  do  you  keep  on  rei)eating  that?" 
he  cried.    ' '  W h  v  do  vou  wan t  to  co  a wav ?' ' 
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"Because,"  replied  Dorothy,  as  angry 
as  himself,  ''you  know  as  well  as  I  do 
that  the  Malg-amite  scheme  is  not  what  it 
pretends  to  be.  I  suppose  you  are  mak- 
ing a  fortune  and  are  dazzled,  or  else  you 
are  being  deceived  by  Herr  von  Holzen, 
or  else—" 

"  Or  else — "  echoed  Roden,  with  a  pale 
face.      "Yes— goon." 

But  she  bit  her  lip  and  was  silent. 

"It  is  an  open  secret,"  she  went  on, 
after  a  pause.  "  Everybody  knows  that 
it  is  a  disgrace,  or  worse — perha})s  a  crime. 
If  you  have  made  a  fortune,  be  content 
with  what  you  have  made,  and  clear  your- 
self of  the  whole  affair." 

"Not  I." 

"Why  not?" 

"Because  I  am  going  to  make  more. 
And  I  am  going  to  marry  Mrs.  Vansit- 
tart.  It  is  only  a  question  of  money.  It 
always  is  with  women.  And  not  one 
in  a  hundred  cares  how  the  money  is 
made." 

Which  of  course  is  not  true;  for  no 
woman  likes  to  see  her  husband's  name 
on  a  biscuit  or  a  jam-pot. 

"Of  course,"  went  on  Percy,  in  his 
anger, "I know  which  side  you  take,  since 
you  are  talking  of  open  secrets.  At  any 
rate,  Von  Holzen  knows  yours— if  it  is  a 
secret — for  he  has  hinted  at  it  more  than 
once.  You  think  that  it  is  I  who  have 
been  deceived  or  who  deceive  myself. 
You  are  just  as  likely  to  be  wrong.  You 
place  your  whole  faith  in  Cornisli.  You 
think  that  Cornish  cannot  do  wrong." 

Dorothy  turned  and  looked  at  him. 
Her  eyes  were  steady,  but  the  color  left 
her  face,  as  if  she  was  afraid  of  what  she 
was  about  to  say. 

"Yes,"  she  said,  "I  do." 

"  And  without  a  moment's  hesitation," 
went  on  Roden,  hurriedly,  "you  would 
sacrifice  everything  for  the  sake  of  a  man 
you  had  never  seen  six  months  ago?" 

"Yes." 

"  Even  your  own  brother?" 

"  Yes,"  answered  Dorothy. 

CHAPTER    XXVI. 

THE     U  L  T  I  M  A  T  I J  M  . 

"  Le  plus  graiul,  le  plus  fort  ot  le  plus  adroit 
surtout,  est  celui  (pii  sait  attcndre." 

"If  you  think  that  Herr  von  Holzen  is 
a  philanthropist,  my  deai-,"  said  Margue- 
rite AVade,  sententiously,  "that  is  exact- 
ly where  your  toes  turn  in." 


She  addressed  this  remark  to  Joan  Fer- 
riby,  whose  eyes  were  certainly  veiled  by 
that  cloak  of  charity  which  the  kind- 
heai'ted  are  ever  ready  to  throw  over  the 
sins  of  others.  The  two  girls  were  sit- 
ting in  the  gai'den  of  the  hotel,  beneath 
the  shade  of  tall  trees,  within  the  peace- 
ful sound  of  the  cooing  doves  on  the  tiled 
roof.  Major  White  was  sitting  within 
ear-shot,  looking  bulky  and  solemn  in 
his  light  tweed  suit  and  felt  hat.  The 
Major  had  given  up  appearances  long  ago, 
but  no  man  surpassed  him  in  cleanliness 
and  that  well-groomed  air  which  distin- 
guishes men  of  his  cloth.  He  was  read- 
ing a  newspaper,  and  from  time  to  time 
glanced  at  his  companions,  more  especial- 
ly, perhaps,  at  Joan. 

''  Major  White,"  said  Mai'guerite. 

"Yes." 

"  Greengage,  please," 

The  greengages  were  on  a  table  at  the 
Major's  elbow,  having  been  placed  there, 
at  Marguerite's  command,  by  the  waiter 
who  attended  them  at  breakfast.  White 
made  read\'  to  pass  the  dish. 

'' Fingers,"  said  Mai'guerite.  ''Heave 
one  over." 

White  selected  one  with  an  air  of  sol- 
emn resignation.  Marguerite  caught  the 
greengage  as  neatly  as  it  was  thrown. 

"  What  do  you  think  of  Hen*  von  Hol- 
zen?" she  asked. 

"To  think,"  replied  the  Major,  "certain 
requisites  are  necessary." 

"  Um — m." 

"  I  do  not  know  Ht^-r  von  Holz(Mi,and 
I  have  nothing  to  think  witli,"  he  explain- 
ed, gravely. 

"Well,  you  soon  will  know  him,  and  I 
dare  say  if  you  tried  you  would  lind  that 
you  are  not  so  stupid  as  you  j)retend  to 
be.  You  are  going  down  to  the  works  this 
moi'ning  with  ])a))a  and  Tony  Cornish.  I 
know  that,  because  papa  told  nve." 

The  Major  looked  at  her  with  his  air  of 
philosophic  surprise.  She  held  u])  her 
hand  for  a  catch,  and  with  resignation  he 
threw  her  another  greengage. 

"  Tony  is  going  to  call  for  you  in  a 
cari'iage  at  ten  o'clock,  and  you  three  old 
gentlemen  are  going  to  drive  in  an  open 
barouche,  with  cigars,  like  a  bean-feast,  to 
the  ]Malgamite  works." 

"  The  desci'iption  is  fairly  accurate,"  ad- 
mitted Major  White,  without  looking  up 
from  his  pa})er. 

"  And  I  imagine  you  are  going  to  raise 
— Hail  Columbia!" 


"  'WE    WANT    TO    LOOK    AT    YOUR    BOOKS."   SAID    COKMSH." 


lie  looked  at  her  severely  tbroiio-h  his 
glass,  and  said  iiothino-.  She  nodded  in  a 
friendly  and  encoiira»ing-  manner,  as  if  to 
intimate  that  he  had  her  entire  approval. 

"'  Take  my  word  for  it.""  she  continued, 
tni-ning-  to  Joan.  "  llerr  von  Holzen  is  a 
shady  customer.  I  know  a  shady  custom- 
er wlien  I  see  him.  1  never  thoug-ht  much 
of  the  ^lalgamile  business,  you  know,  but 
unfortunately  nobody  ask(>d  my  opinion 
on  thenuittei".  T  wondei — '"  slu^  ])aus(Hl. 
looking  iJiouo-htrully  at  .AFajor  White,  who 
presently  met  her  glance  with  a  stolid 
stare.  "Of  course !""  slie  said  in  a  final 
voice.  '■  1  forgot.  You  never  think.  You 
can't.      Oh  no!" 

It    is    so    easy   to    misjudge    people."" 
pleaded  .loan.  (Nirnestly. 

'•  It  is  much  t>asier  to  see  right  through 
them,  sti'aight  otf,  in  the  twiukling  of  a 
bedpost,"  asserted  ^larguerite.  "'You  will 
see,  Herr  von  Holzen  is  wrong  and  Tony 
is  right.  And  Tony  will  smash  him  up. 
You  will  see.  Tony"" — she  pausiul.  and 
lo(^ked  up  at  the  roof  whei-e  the  doves 
were  cooing  -"  Tony  knows  his  way 
about,'" 


^Major  AVliite  I'ose  and  laid  aside  his 
])apei'.  ]\lr.  Wade  was  coming  down  the 
iron  stei)s  that  led  from  the  vei-anda  to 
the  gai'den.  The  banker  was  cutting'  a 
cigar, and  wore  a  ]>lacid. comfortable  look, 
as  if  he  had  breakfasted  well.  Even  as 
I'egards  kidneys  and  bacon  in  a  foreign 
hotel,  whei'e  there  is  a  will  there  is  a  way, 
and  ^Marguerite  jiossessed  tongues. 

"ni  tui'ii  this  ])lace  inside  out,"  she 
had  said,  ""to  get  the  old  thing  what  he 
wants.""  Then  she  attacked  the  waiter  in 
fluent  German. 

Margnei'ite  noted  his  approach  with  a 
protecting  eye. 

"It's  all  solid  common-.sense."  she  said 
in  an  undertone  to  Joan,  referring,  it 
would  a])])ear.  to  his  bulk. 

In  only  one  resjiect  was  she  misinfoi'm- 
ed  as  to  the  arraugements  for  the  morn- 
ing. Tony  Cornish  was  not  coming  to 
the  hotel  to  fetch  ]\Ir.  Wade  and  W^hite. 
but  was  to  meet  them  in  the  shadiest  of 
all  thoroughfares  and  green  canals,  the 
Koninginne  Gracht.  where  at  mid -day 
tlie  shadows  cast  by  the  great  trees  are 
so  deep  that  daylight  scarcely  penetrates, 
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and  the  boats  creep  to  and  fro  like  shad- 
ows. This  amendment  had  been  made 
in  view  of  the  fact  that  Lord  Ferriby  was 
in  the  hotel,  and  was,  indeed,  at  this  mo- 
ment partaking-  of  a  solemn  breakfast  in 
his  private  sitting-room  overlooking  the 
Toornoifeld. 

His  lordship  did  not  therefore  see  tliese 
two  solid  pillars  of  the  British  constitu- 
tion walk  across  the  corner  of  the  Korte 
Voorhout,  cig-ar  in  lip,  in  a  placid  silence, 
begotten,  perhaps,  of  the  knowledge  that 
should  an  emergency  arise,  the}'  were  of 
a  material  that  would  arise  to  meet  it. 

Cornish  was  awaiting  them  by  the  bank 
of  the  canal.  He  was  watching  a  boat 
slowly  work  its  way  past  him.  It  was 
one  of  the  large  boats  built  for  traffic  on 
the  greater  canals  and  the  open  waters 
of  the  Scheldt  estuary.  It  was  laden 
from  end  to  end  with  little  square  boxes 
bearing  only  a  number  and  a  port  mark 
in  black  stencil.  A  pleasant  odor  of 
sealing-wax  dominated  the  weedy  smell 
of  the  canal. 

"Wherever  you  turn  you  meet  the 
stuff,"  was  Cornish's  greeting  to  the  two 
Englishmen.  Major  White,  with  his  del- 
icate sense  of  smell,  sniffed  the  breeze. 
Mr.  Wade  looked  at  the  canal-boat  with 
a  nod.  Commercial  enterprise,  and,  above 
all,  commercial  success,  commanded  his 
honest  respect. 

They  all  entered  the  carriage  awaiting 
them  beneath  the  trees.  Cornish  was,  as 
usual,  quick  and  eager,  a  different  type 
from  his  companions,  who  were  not  brill- 
iant as  he  was,  nor  polished. 

They  found  the  gates  of  the  Mai ga mite 
works  shut,  but  the  doorkeeper,  know- 
ing Cornish  to  be  a  person  of  authority, 
threw  them  open,  and  directed  the  driver 
to  wait  outside  till  the  gentlemen  should 
return.  The  works  were  quiet,  and  ev- 
er}^ door  was  closed. 

"Is  it  mixing  day?"  asked  Cornish. 

"  Every  day  is  mixing  day  now,  mein 
Herr,  and  there  are  some  who  work  all 
night  as  well.  If  the  gentlemen  will 
wait  a  moment,  I  will  seek  Herr  Ro- 
den." 

And  he  left  them  standing  beneath  the 
brilliant  sun  in  the  open  space  between 
the  gate  and  the  cottage  where  Von  Hol- 
zen  lived.  In  a  few  moments  he  re- 
turned, accompanied  by  Percy  Roden, 
who  emerged  from  the  office  in  his  shirt 
sleeves,  pen  in  hand.  He  shook  hands 
with  Cornish  and  White,  glanced  at  Mr. 
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Wade,  and  half  bowed.  He  did  not  seem 
glad  to  see  them. 

"We  want  to  look  at  your  books,"  said 
Cornish.  "  I  suppose  you  will  make  no 
objection?" 

Roden  bit  liis  mustache,  and  looked  at 
the  point  of  his  pen. 

"You  and  Major  White?"  he  sug- 
gested. 

"And  this  gentleman,  who  comes  as 
our  financial  adviser." 

Roden  raised  liis  eyebrows  rather  in- 
solently. 

"Ah — may  I  ask  w^ho  this  gentleman 
is?"  he  said. 

"  My  name  is  Charles  Wade,"  answered 
the  banker,  characteristically,  for  himself. 

Roden's  face  changed,  and  he  glanced 
at  the  great  financier  with  a  keen  inter- 
est. 

"  I  have  no  objection,"  he  said,  after  a 
moment's  hesitation,  "if  Von  Holzen 
will  agree,      I  will  go  and  ask  him." 

And  they  were  left  alone  in  the  sun- 
shine once  moi'e.  Mr.  Wade  watched 
Roden  as  lie  walked  towards  the  factory. 

"Not  the  sort  of  man  I  expected,"  he 
commented;  "but  he  has  the  right-shaped 
head — for  figures.  He  is  shrewd  enough 
to  know  that  he  cannot  refuse,  so  gives 
in  with  a  good  grace." 

In  a  few  minutes  Von  Plolzen  approach- 
ed them,  emei'gingfrom  the  factory  alone. 
He  bowed  politely,  but  did  not  offer  to 
shake  hands.  He  had  not  seen  Cornish 
since  the  evening  when  he  had  off'ered  to 
make  Malgamite  before  him  and  the  ex- 
periment had  taken  such  a  grim  turn. 
He  looked  at  him  now,  and  found  his 
glance  returned  by  an  illegible  smile. 
The  question  flashed  through  his  mind 
and  showed  itself  on  his  face  as  to  why 
Roden  had  made  such  a  mistake  as  to  in- 
troduce a  man  like  this  into  the  Malga- 
mite scheme. 

Von  Holzen  invited  the  gentlemen  into 
the  oilice.  "  It  is  small,  but  it  will  ac- 
connnodate  us,"  he  said,  with  a  grave 
smile.  He  drew  forward  chairs,  and 
offered  one  to  Cornish  in  particular,  witii 
a  grim  deference.  He  seemed  to  have 
divined  that  their  last  meeting  in  this 
same  office  had  been,  by  tacit  understand- 
ing, kept  a  secret.  There  is  for  some  men 
a  certain  satisfaction  in  antagonism,  and 
a  stern  regard  for  a  strong  foe — which 
reached  its  culmination,  perhaps,  in  that 
Saxon  knight  who  desired  to  be  buried  in 
the  same  chapel  as  his  life-long  foe — be- 
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tweeii  liini,  IiuIcmhI,  and  llie  door — so  tliat 
at  tlie  i-esui'ivclion  day  tliey  should  not 
miss  eacli  other. 

Von  llolzen  seemed  to  have  somewhat 
of  tliis  feeling  for  Cornish.  He  offered 
liini  the  best  seat  at  tlie  table.  Koden 
was  taking*  his  books  from  a  safe — huge 
ledgers  bound  in  green  pigskin,  slim  cash- 
books,  cloth-bound  joui'nals.  He  named 
them  as  he  laid  them  on  tlie  table  before 
:\li'.  AVad(\  Major  White  looked  at  the 
great  tomes  with  solemn  and  silent  as- 
tonishment. ^Ir.  Wade  was  already  fin- 
gering his  gold  pencil-case.  He  eyed  the 
closed  books  with  an  anticipatory  gleam 
of  ])leasui'e  in  his  face — as  a  commander 
may  eye  tlie  arrayed  squadrons  of  the 
foe. 

"It  is,  of  course,  understood  that  this 
audit  is  striclly  in  conlidence,"  said  Von 
Holzen.  "  For  your  own  satisfaction,  and 
not  in  any  sense  for  })ublicatiGn.  It  is  a 
trade  secret." 

"Of  course."  answered  Cornish,  to 
whom  the  question  had  been  addressed. 

"  AVe  trust  to  the  honor  of  these  gentle- 
men." 

Cornish  looked  up  and  met  the  speak- 
er's gra'^'e  eyes.      "  Yes,"  he  said. 

Roden,  having  emptied  the  large  safe, 
leant  his  shoulder  against  the  iron  mantel- 
piece and  looked  down  at  those  seated  at  the 
table— especially  at  Mr.  Wade.  His  hands 
Avere  in  his  pockets;  his  face  woi-e  a  care- 
less smile.  He  had  not  resumed  his  coat, 
and  the  cleanliness  of  the  books  testified 
to  the  fact  that  he  always  worked  in  shirt 
sleeves.  It  was  a  trick  of  the  trade,  which 
exonerated  him  from  the  necessity  of 
a})ologizing. 

Mr.  Wade  took  tlie  great  ledgers,  open- 
ed them,  lluttered  the  pages  with  his  fin- 
gers, and  set  tlicm  aside  one  after  the 
other.  Then  Roden  seemed  to  recollect 
something.  He  went  to  a  drawer  and 
took  from  it  a  packet  of  neatly  folded  ])a- 
])ers,  held  together  by  elastic  rings.  The 
to})  one  he  unfolded  and  laid  on  the  table 
before  ]\Ir.  AVade. 

"  Trial  balance-sheet  of  31st  of  March," 
he  said. 

Mr.  Wade  glanced  up  and  down  the 
closely  written  columns,  which  were  like 
copper-])late — an  astounding  mass  of  fig- 
ures. The  additions  in  the  final  column 
ran  to  six  figures.  The  bankiM"  folded  the 
paper  and  laid  it  aside.  Then  he  turned 
to  the  slim  cash-books,  which  he  glanced 
at   casually.      The  journals  he  set   aside 


without  opening.  He  handled  the  books 
with  a  sort  of  skill,  showing  that  lie  knew 
how  to  lift  them  with  the  least  exertion, 
how  to  open  them  and  close  them  and 
turn  their  stiff  i)ages.  The  enormous 
mass  of  figures  did  not  seem  to  appall 
him;  the  maze  was  straight  enough  be- 
neath such  skilful  eyes.  Finally  he 
turned  to  a  small  locked  ledger,  of  which 
the  key  was  attached  to  Roden's  watch- 
chain,  who  came  forward  and  unlocked 
the  book.  Mr.  Wade  turned  to  the  index 
at  the  beginning  of  the  volume,  found  a 
certain  account,  and  opened  the  book 
there.  At  the  sight  of  the  figures  he 
raised  his  eyebrows  and  glanced  up  at 
Roden. 

"Whew!"  he  exclaimed,  beneath  his 
breath.  He  had  arrived  at  his  destina- 
tion—  had  torn  the  heart  out  of  these 
great  books.  All  in  the  room  were  watch- 
ing his  placid,  shrewd  old  face.  He  stud- 
ied the  books  for  some  time,  and  then 
took  a  sheet  of  blank  paper  from  a  num- 
ber of  such  attached  by  a  string  to  a  cor- 
ner of  the  table.  He  reflected  for  some 
minutes,  pushing  the  movable  part  of 
his  gold  pencil  in  and  out  pensively  as  he 
did  so.  Then  he  wrote  a  number  of  fig- 
ures on  the  sheet  of  paper,  and  handed  it 
to  Cornish.  He  closed  the  locked  ledger 
with  a  snap.  The  audit  of  the  Malgamite 
books  Avas  over. 

''It  is  a  Avonderful  piece  of  single- 
handed  bookkeeping,"  he  said  to  Roden. 

Cornish  Avas  studying  the  paper  set  be- 
fore him  by  the  banker.  The  proceedings 
seemed  to  have  been  prearranged,  for  no 
Avord  was  exchanged.  There  was  no  con- 
sultation on  either  side.  Finally  Cornish 
folded  the  paper  and  tore  it  into  a  hun- 
dred pieces,  in  scru])ulous  adherence  to 
Von  Holzen's  conditions.  Mr.  Wade  Avas 
sitting  back  in  his  chair,  thoughtfully 
amusing  himself  with  his  gold  pencil- 
case.  Cornish  looked  at  him  for  a  mo- 
ment, and  then  spoke,  addressing  Von 
Holzen. 

"We  came  here  to  make  a  final  ]n'o- 
posal  to  you."  he  said;  "to  place  before 
you,  in  fact,  our  ultimatum.  We  do  not 
])retend  to  conceal  from  you  the  fact  that 
we  are  anxious  to  avoid  all  publicity,  all 
scandal.  But  if  you  drive  us  to  it  we  will 
unhesitatingly  face  both  in  order  to  close 
these  works.  We  do  not  want  the  ]\tal- 
gamite  scheme  to  be  dragged  as  a  char- 
ity in  th.e  mud.  because  it  will  inevitably 
drau-  other  charities  Avith  it.      There  are 
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certain  names,  connected  with  the  scheme 
whicli  we  would  prefer,  moreover,  to  keep 
from  tlie  clutches  of  the  cheaper  demo- 
cratic newspapers.  We  know  the  weak- 
ness of  our  position." 

"And  we  know  the  strength  of  ours/' 
put  in  Von  Holzen,  quietly. 

"Yes.  We  recognize  that  also.  You 
have  hitherto  slipped  in  between  interna- 
tional laws,  and  between  the  laws  of  men. 
Legally  we  should  have  difficulty  in  get- 
ting at  5"OU,  but  it  can  be  done.'  Finan- 
cially— "  He  i)aused  and  looked  at  Mr. 
Wade. 

"Financially,"  said  the  banker,  with- 
out lifting  his  eyes  from  his  pencil-case, 
"we  shall  in  the  long-run  inevitably 
crush  you  —  though  the  books  are  all 
right." 

Roden  smiled,  with  his  long  white  fin- 
gers at  his  mustache. 

"  From  the  figures  supplied  to  me  b}^ 
Mr.  Wade, "continued  Cornish,  "I see  that 
there  is  an  enormous  profit  lying  idle — so 
large  a  profit  that  even  between  ourselves 
it  is  better  not  mentioned.  There  are,  or 
there  were  yesterday,  two  hundred  and 
ninety-two  Malgamite- makers  in  active 
work." 

Von  Holzen  made  an  involuntary 
movement,  and  Cornish  looked  at  him 
over  the  pile  of  books. 

"Oh,"  he  said,  "I  know  that.  And  I 
know  the  number  of  deaths.  Perhaps 
you  have  not  kept  count,  but  I  have. 
From  the  figures  supplied  by  Mr.  Wade, 
I  see  that  we  have  sufficient  to  pen- 
sion off  these  two  hundred  and  ninet\^- 
two  men  and  their  families — giving  each 
man  one  hundred  and  twenty  ])ounds 
a  3^ear.  We  can  also  make  provision  for 
the  widows  and  orphans  out  of  the  sum 
I  propose  to  withdraw  from  the  profits. 
There  will  then  be  left  a  sum  represent- 
ing two  large  fortunes — of,  say,  between 
five  and  six  thousand  a  year  each.  Will 
you  and  Mr.  Roden  accept  this  sum,  divid- 
ing it  as  you  think  fit,  and  hand  over  the 
works  to  me?  We  ask  you  to  lake  it— no 
questions  asked — and  go." 

"And  Lord  Ferril)yf'  suggested  Von 
Holzen. 

Major  White  nuide  a  sudden  movement, 
but  Cornish  laid  his  hand  quickly  upon 
the  soldier  s  arm. 

"I  will  manage  Lord  Ferriby.  What 
is  your  answer?" 

"No,"  re])lied  Von  Holzen,  instantly, 
as  if  he  had  long  known  what  the  ulti- 


matum would  be.  Cornish  turned  inter- 
rogatively to  Roden.  His  eyes  urged 
Roden  to  accept. 

"No,"  was  the  reply. 

Mr. Wade  took  out  his  large  gold  watch 
and  looked  at  it. 

"  Then  there  is  no  need,"  he  said,  com- 
posedly, "to  detain  these  gentlemen  any 
longer." 

CIIArTER    XXV ir. 

COMMERCE. 

"  Tlie  world  will  not  believe  a  man  repents, 
And  this  wise  world  of  ours  is  mainly  right." 

"Then  you  are  of  opinion,  my  dear 
White,  that  one  cannot  well  refuse  to 
meet  these — er — persons?" 

"  Not,"  replied  Major  White  to  Lord 
Ferriby,  whose  hand  rested  on  his  stout 
arm  as  they  walked  with  dignity  in  the 
shade  of  the  trees  that  border  the  Vyver 
— that  quaint  old  fish-pond  of  the  Hague 
—  "not  without  running  the  risk  of  be- 
ing called  a  d d  swindler." 

For  the  Major  was  a  lamentably  i)lain- 
spoken  man,  who  said  but  little,  and  said 
that  little  strong.  Lord  Ferriby's  affec- 
tionate grasp  of  the  soldier's  arm  relaxed 
imperceptibly.  One  must,  he  reflected, 
be  prepared  to  meet  unpleasantness  in 
the  good  cause  of  charity — but  there  are 
words  hardly  applicable  to  the  peerage, 
and  Major  White  had  made  use  of  one  of 
these. 

"Public  opinion,"  observed  the  Major, 
after  some  minutes  of  deep  thought,  "  is 
a  dillicult  thing  to  deal  with — 'cos  you 
cannot  thump  the  public." 

"It  is  notably  hard,"  said  his  lordshij), 
firing  otf  one  of  his  pet  ])latform  phiti- 
tudes,  "to  induce  the  ])ul)lic  to  form  a 
correct  estimate,  or  what  one  takes  to  be 
a  coi'rect  estimate." 

"Especially  of  one's  self,"  added  the 
]\[ajor,  looking  across  the  water  towards 
the  Binnenhof  in  his  vacant  way. 

Then  they  turned  and  walked  hack  again 
beneath  the  heavy  shade  of  the  trees.  The 
conversation,  and  indeed  this  dignified 
promenade  on  the  Vyverberg.  had  l)een 
brought  about  by  a  letter  which  liis  lord- 
shi})  had  received  that  same  morning 
inviting  him  to  attend  a  meeting  of  pa- 
per-makers and  others  interested  in  the 
Malgamite  trade  to  consider  the  ])Osition 
of  the  Malgamite  charity,  and  the  advisa- 
bility of  taking  legal  proceedings  to  close 
the  works  on  the  dunes  at  Scheveningen. 
The  meeting  was  to  be  held  at  the  Hotel 
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(les  Iiides,  at  ihree  in  llie  aftei'iioou,  and 
tlio  convenei's  liinted  ])retty  plainly  that 
the  [)i'()C(H'ding.s  would  be  of  a  decisive 
natiii-e.  The  h'ttcr  lel't  Lord  Ferriby  witli 
a  va<;ue  feelino-  of  discomfort.  His  posi- 
tion was  somewhat  isolated.  A  coldness 
had  for  some  time  been  in  existence  be- 
tw(^en  himself  and  his  nephew  Tony  Cor- 
nish. Of  Ml'.  AVade,  Lord  Een-iby  was 
s]i,u-htly  disti'ustful. 

"These  commercial  men,'"  he  often  said, 
"are  ai)t  to  hold  such  narrow  views."" 

And.  indeed,  to  steer  a  straight  course 
til  rough  life,  one  must  not  look  to  one 
side  or  the  other. 

There  I'emained  Major  White,  of  whom 
Lord  Ferriby  had  thought  more  highly 
since  Fortune  had  called  this  plain  soldier 
to  take  a  seat  among  the  gods  of  the  Brit- 
ish public.  For  no  man  is  proof  against 
tlie  satisfaction  of  being  able  to  call  a  cel- 
ebrated ])erson  by  his  Christian  name.  The 
Major  had  long  admired  Joan,  in  his  stu- 
})id  way.  from,  as  one  might  say,  the  other 
side  of  the  room.  But  neither  Lord  nor 
Lady  Ferriby  luid  encouraged  this  silent 
suit.  Joan  was  theoretically  one  of  those 
of  wliom  it  is  said  that  '"  she  might  marry 
anybody,'"  and  who,  as  the  keen  observer 
may  see  for  himself,  often  finish  by  fail- 
ing to  marry  at  all.  She  was  pretty  and 
popular,  and  had,  moreover,  the  entree 
to  the  l)est  houses.  White  had  been  use- 
ful to  ]jord  FeiM'iby  ever  since  the  in- 
auguration of  the  Malgamite  scheme. 
He  was  not  uncomfortably  clevei*.  like 
Tony  Cornish.  He  was  an  excellent  buf- 
fer at  jarring  periods.  Since  tlie  arrival 
of  Joan  and  her  father  at  the  Hague,  the 
iMajor  had  been  almost  a  necessity  in 
their  daily  life;  and  now,  quite  suddenly. 
Lord  Ferril>y  found  that  this  was  the 
only  person  to  whom  he  could  turn  for 
advice  or  support. 

"  One  cannot  suppose.""  he  said,  in  the 
full  conviction  that  words  will  meet  any 
emergency — "one  cannot  suppose  that 
Von  Hoizen  will  act  in  direct  opposiiion 
to  the  vc)ice  of  the  majority."" 

"Von  Hoizen.""  rei^lied  the  Major. 
''  plays  a  deuced  good  game."" 

After  luncheon  they  walked  across  the 
Toornoifeld  to  the  Hotel  des  Indes.  and 
there,  in  a  small  salon,  found  a  numl)er 
of  gentlemen  seated  i-ound  a  table.  'Mr. 
Wade  was  conspicuous  by  his  absence. 
They  had,  indeed,  left  him  in  the  hotel 
garden,  sitting  at  the  consumption  of  an 
excellent  cigar. 


"Join  the  jocund  dance.'""  the  ]\L^jor 
had  inquired,  with  a  jerk  of  the  head  tow- 
ards the  Hotel  des  Hides.  But  Mr.  Wade 
was  going  for  a  drive  with  Marguerite. 

Tony  Cornish  was.  however,  seated  at 
the  table,  and  the  Major  recognized  two 
})aperjnakers  whom  he  had  seen  before. 
One  was  an  aggressive,  red-headed  man. 
of  square  shoulders  and  a  dogged  appear- 
ance, who  had  "radical  ""  written  all  over 
him.  The  other  was  a  mild-mannered 
person,  with  a  thin,  ash-colored  mustache. 
The  Major  nodded  atl'ably.  He  distinctly 
remembered  offering  to  fight  these  two 
gentlemen  either  together  or  one  after 
the  other  on  the  landing  of  the  little  Mal- 
gamite office  in  Westminster.  And  there 
was  a  faint  twinkle  behind  the  Majoi'"s 
eye-glass  as  he  saluted  them. 

"Good-morning,  Thompson,""  he  said. 
*'  How  do,  Flewlett?""  For  he  never  for- 
got a  face  or  a  name. 

"  Ahm  thinking — "  Mr.  Hewlett  was 
observing,  but  his  thoughts  died  a  nat- 
ural death  at  the  sight  of  a  real  lord,  and 
he  rose  and  bowed.  Mr.  Thompson  re- 
mained seated,  and  made  that  posture  as 
aggressive  and  obvious  as  possible.  Tlie 
remainder  of  the  company  were  of  varied 
nationality  and  appearance,  while  one — 
a  Frenchman  of  keen  dark  eyes  and  a  trim 
beard — seemed  by  tacit  understanding  to 
be  the  acknowledged  leader.  Even  the 
pushing  Mr.  Thom]-)Son  silently  deferred  to 
him  by  a  gesture  that  served  at  once  to 
introduce  Lord  Ferriby  and  invite  the 
Frenchman  to  up  and  smite  him. 

Lord  Ferriby  took  the  seat  that  had 
been  left  vacant  for  him  at  the  head  of 
the  table.  He  looked  round  upon  faces 
not  too  friendly. 

"We  were  saying,  uiy  lord,"'  said  the 
Frenchman,  in  perfect  English,  and  with 
that  graceful  tact  which  belongs  to  France 
alone,  "that  we  have  all  been  the  victims 
of  an  unfortunate  chain  of  misunder- 
standings. Had  the  organizers  of  this 
great  charity  consulted  a  few  jiaper- 
makers  before  inaugurating  the  works 
at  Scheveningen,  much  unpleasantness 
might  have  been  averted,  manj'  lives 
might,  alas  !  have  been  spared.  But — 
well — such  mundane  persons  as  ourselves 
were  ])robably  unknown  to  you  and  un- 
Ihought-of:  the  milk  is  spilt — is  it  not 
so?     Let  us  rather  think  of  the  future."" 

Lord  Feri'iby  bowed  graciousl}',  and 
!Mr.  Thompson  moved  impatiently.  The 
suave  method  had  no  attractions  for  him. 
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"  Alnn  thinking',"  began  Mr.  Hewlett, 
ill  his  most  plaintive  voice,  and  command- 
ed so  sudden  and  universal  an  attention 
as  to  be  obviously  disconcerted,  "his 
lordship  '11  need  plainer  speech  than 
that,"  he  muttered,  hastily,  and  subsided, 
with  an  uneasy  glance  in  the  direction  of 
that  man  of  action.  Major  White. 

"  One  misunderstanding  has.  however, 
been  happily  dispelled,"  said  the  French- 
man, "by  our  friend — if  monsieur  will 
permit  the  word — our  friend  Mr.  Cornish. 
From  this  gentleman  we  have  learned 
that  the  executive  of  the  Malgamite  Char- 
ity are  not  by  any  means  in  harmony 
with  the  executive  of  the  Malgamite 
works  at  Scheveningen  ;  that,  indeed,  the 
Charity  repudiates  the  action  of  its  ser- 
vants in  manufacturing  Malgamite  by  a 
dangerous  process  tacitly  and  humanely 
set  aside  b}^  makers  up  to  this  time;  that 
the  administrators  of  the  fund  are  no 
party  to  the  '  corner '  which  has  been  es- 
tablished in  the  product,  do  not  desire  to 
secure  a  monopoly,  and  disapprove  of  the 
sale  of  Malgamite  at  a  price  which  has 
already  closed  one  or  two  of  the  smaller 
mills,  and  is  paralyzing  the  paper  ti-ade 
of  the  world." 

The  speaker  finished  with  a  little  bow 
towards  Cornish,  and  resumed  his  seat. 
All  were  watching  Lord  Ferriby's  face, 
except  Major  White,  who  examined  a 
quill  pen  with  short-sighted  absorption. 
Lord  Ferriby  looked  across  the  table  at 
Cornish. 

"Lord  Ferrib}^,"  said  Cornisli.  without 
rising  from  his  seat,  and  meeting  his 
uncle's  glance  steadily,  "will  now  no 
doubt  confirm  all  that  Monsieur  Creil 
has  said." 

Lord  Ferriby  had,  in  truth,  come  to  the 
meeting  with  no  such  intention.  He  had, 
with  all  his  vast  experience,  no  knowledge 
of  a  purely  commercial  assembly  such  as 
this.  His  public  had  hitherto  been  a 
drawing-room  public.  He  was  accus- 
tomed to  a  flower-decked  platform,  fi'om 
which  to  deliver  his  flowing  periods  to 
the  emotional  of  both  sexes.  There  were 
no  flowers  in  this  room  at  the  Hotel  des 
Indes,  and  the  men  before  him  were  not 
of  the  emotional  school.  They  were,  on 
the  contrary,  plain,  hard-headed  men  of 
business,  who  had  come  from  different 
parts  of  the  world  at  Cornish's  bidding  to 
meet  a  crisis  in  a  plain,  hard-headed  way. 
They  had  only  thoughts  of  their  balance- 
sheets,  and  not  of  the  fact  that  thev  held 


''  I  beg  to  con- 


in  the  hollow  of  tlieii-  hands  the  lives  of 
hundreds,  nay,  of  thousands,  of  men,  wo- 
men, and  children.  Monsieur  Creil  alone, 
the  keen-eyed  Frenchman,  had  absolute 
control  of  over  three  thousand  employes 
— married  men  with  children— but  he  did 
not  think  of  mentioning  the  fact.  And 
it  is  a  weight  to  carry  about  witli  one — to 
go  to  sleep  with  and  to  awake  with  in  the 
morning— the  charge  of,  say,  nine  thou- 
sand human  lives. 

For  a  few  moments  Lord  Feri'iby  was 
silent.  Cornish  watched  him  across  the 
table.  He  knew  that  his  uncle  was  no 
fool,  although  his  wisdom  amounted  to 
little  more  than  the  wisdom  of  the  world- 
ly. Would  Lord  Ferriby  recognize  the 
situation  in  time?  There  was  a  wavering 
look  in  the  great  man's  eye  that  made  his 
nephew  suddenly  anxious.  Then  Lord 
Ferriby  rose  slowly,  to  make  the  shortest 
speech  that  he  ever  made  in  his  life. 

"Gentlemen,"  he  said,  ''I  1 
firm  what  has  just  been  said." 

As  he  sat  down  again  Cojuiish  gave  a 
sharp  sigh  of  relief.  In  a  moment  i\[r. 
Thompson  was  on  his  feet,  his  red  face 
alight  with  democratic  anger. 

"  This  won't  do,"  he  cried.  ''  Let's  have 
done  with  palavering  and  talk.  Let's  get 
to  plain  speaking.'' 

A]id  it  was  not  Lord  Ferriby,  but  Tony 
Cornish,  who  rose  to  meet  the  attack. 

"  If  you  will  sit  down,''  he  said,  "and 
keep  your  temper,  you  shall  have  plain 
speaking,  and  we  can  get  to  business.  But 
if  you  do  neither,  I  shall  turn  you  out  of 
the  room." 
"  You>" 

"Yes,''  answered  Tony. 
And  something  which  ^h\  Thompson 
did  not  understand  made  him  resume  his 
seat  in  silence.  The  Frenchman  smiled, 
and  took  up  his  speech  where  he  had  left 
it. 

"Mr.  Cornish,"  he  said,  "  spi^aks  with 
authority.  We  are,  gentlemen,  in  the 
hands  of  Mr.  Cornish,  and  in  good  hands. 
He  has  this  matter  at  the  tips  of  his  fin- 
gers. He  has  devoted  himself  to  it  for 
many  months  ])ast.  at  considerable  risk, 
as  I  suspect,  to  his  own  safety.  We  and 
the  thousands  of  employes  whom  we  rep- 
resent cannot  do  better  than  intrust  the 
situation  to  him  and  give  him  a  free  hand. 
For  once,  capital  and  labor  have  a  com- 
mon interest — " 

He  was  again  interrupted  by  Mr. 
Thompson,  who  spoke  more  quietly  now 
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"  It  seems  to  nie,"  lie  said,  "tliatweinay 
well  consider  the  past  foi'  a  few  minutes 
befoi'e  passing-  on  to  the  future.  There's 
moi'e  than  a  million  ])()unds  pi-ofit,  at  the 
lowest  rec'konin*);',  on  tlie  hist  few  nionths' 
manufacture,  (.^ue.stion  is,  whei'e  is  that 
])rofit?  Is  this  a  charity,  or  is  it  not: 
Mr.  Cornish  is  ail  very  well  in  his  way. 
But  we're  not  fools.  We'i'e  men  of  busi- 
ness, and  as  such  can  only  ])resume  that 
Mr.  Cornish,  like  the  rest  of  "em.  has  had 
his  share.  Question  is,  where  ai-e  the 
prohls?" 

Major  White  I'ose  slowly.  He  was  seat- 
ed beside  Mr.  Thompson,  and  standing- 
up,  towered  above  iiim.  He  looked  down 
at  the  irate  red  face  with  a  calm  and 
wondering"  eye. 

"Question  is,"  he  said,  gravely.  "  where 
the  deuce  you  will  be  in  a  few  minutes  if 
you  don't  sit  down  and  hold  your  tongue." 
Whereu])on  Mr.  Thompson  once  more 
resumed  his  seat.  He  had  the  satisfaction, 
ho\vever,  of  perceiving  that  his  shaft  had 
reached  its  mark ;  for  Lord  Ferriby  looked 
disconcerted  and  angry.  The  chairman 
of  many  charities  looked,  moreover,  a  lit- 
tle puzzled,  as  if  the  situation  was  beyond 
his  comprehension.  The  Frenchman's 
pleasant  voice  again  broke  in,  soothingly 
and  yet  authoritatively. 

"Mr.  Cornish  and  a  certain  number  of 
us  have,  for   some    time,  been    in    corre- 
spondence," lie  said.      "It  is  unnecessary 
for  me  to  suggest  to  my  present  hearers 
that  in  dealing  with  a  large  industry — in 
handling,  as  it  were,  the  lives  of  a  num- 
ber of  persons — it  is  impossil)le  to  proceed 
too    cautiously.      One    must    look  as    far 
ahead  as  human   foresight  may  perceive 
—  one     must    give    g'rave    and     serious 
thought  to  every  possible  outcome  of  ac- 
tion   or   inaction.      Gentlemen,   we  have 
done  our  best.     We  are  now  in  a  position 
to  say  to   the  administrators  of   the  Mal- 
ganiite   Fund,  close  your  works,  and   Vv'e 
will  do  the  rest.     And  this  means  that  we 
will   ])i'()vide    for    the    survivors    of    tliis 
great  commercial  catastrophe,  that  we  will 
care  for  the  widows  and  children  of  the 
victims,  that    we   shall    supi)ly  ourselves 
with  ^lalgamite  of  our  own  manufacture, 
produced    only    by    a    process    which    is 
known    to    be    harmless,  that   we     shall 
make  it  impossible  that  such  a  nionoi)oly 
may  again  be  declared.      We  have,  so  far 
as  lies   in  our   ])ower.  provided  for  every 
emergency.       We    have    approached    tlie 
two  men  who,  from  their    retreat  on  the 


dunes  of  Scheveningen,  have  swayed  one 
of  the  large  industi'ies  of  the  world.  We 
have  offered  them  a  fortune.  We  liave 
tried  threats  and  money,  but  we  have 
failed  to  close  the  Malgamite  works.  We 
have  but  one  alternative,  and  that  is — 
war.  AVe  are  ])repared  in  every  way. 
W(^  can  to-morrow  take  over  the  manu- 
facture of  ^lalgamite  for  the  whole  world 
— but  we  must  have  the  works  on  the 
dunes  at  Scheveningen.  We  must  have 
the  absolute  control  of  the  Malgamite 
Fund  and  of  the  works.  We  pro])Ose, 
gentlemen,  to  seize  this  control,  and  to 
invest  the  supreme  command  in  the  one 
man  who  is  capable  of  exercising  it — Mr. 
Anthony  Cornish." 

The  Frenchman  sat  down,  looked  across 
the  table,  and  shrugged  his  shoulders  im- 
patiently: for  the  irrepressible  Thompson 
was  already  on  his  feet.  It  must  be  re- 
membered that  Mr.  Thom])son  worked  on 
commission,  and  had  been  hard  hit, 

"Then."' lie  cried,  pointing  a  shaking 
forefinger  into  Lord  Ferriby's  face,  "that 
man  has  no  business  to  be  sitting  there. 
We're  honest  here— if  we're  nothing  else. 
We  all  know  your  history,  my  fine  gen- 
tleman :  we  know  that  you  cannot  wipe 
out  the  past,  so  you're  trying  to  white- 
wash it  over  with  good  works.  That's 
an  old  trick,  and  it  won't  go  down  here. 
Do  you  think  we  don't  see  through  you 
and  your  palavering  speeches  '.  Why 
have  you  refused  to  take  action  against 
Roden  and  Von  Holzen  '.  Because  they've 
paid  you.  Look  at  him,  gentlemen! 
He  has  taken  money  from  those  men  at 
Scheveningen  —  blood -money.  He  has 
had  his  share.  I  itrojiose  that  Lord  Fer- 
riby explain  his  position." 

]^Ir.  Thompson  banged  his  fist  on  the 
table,  and  at  the  same  moment  sat  down 
with  extreme  ])recipilaiion,  urged  thereto 
by  Major  White's  hand  on  liis  collar. 

"Tills  is  not  a  vestry  meeting."  said 
the  ^tajor. 

Lord  Ferriby  had  risen  to  his  feet. 
"My  position,  gentlemen."  he  began, 
and  then  faltered,  with  his  hand  at  his 
watch-chain.  "My  ]">osition — "  He 
stopped  with  a  gulp.  His  face  was  the 
color  of  ashes.  He  turned  in  a  dazed 
way  towards  his  nephew:  for  at  the  be- 
ginning and  the  end  of  life  blood  is 
thicker  than  water. 

"Anthony,"  said  his  lordship,  and  sat 
heavily  down.  All  rose  to  their  feet  in 
confusion.      IMajor  White    seemed   some- 
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how  to  be  quicker  than  the  rest,  and 
caught  Lord  Ferriby  in  his  arms  —  but 
Lord  Ferriby  was  dead. 

chaptf:ii  XXVIII. 

DE   MORTUIS. 

'*  Some  man  holdetli  his  tongue  because  he  hatli 
not  to  answer,  and  some  keepeth  silence  knowing 
his  time." 

Those  who  live  for  tliemselves  alone 
must"  at  least  have  the  comfortable 
thought  that  when  they  die  the  world 
will  soon  console  itself.  For  it  has  been 
decreed  that  he  who  takes  no  heed  of 
others  will  himself  be  taken  no  heed  of. 
We  soon  learn  to  do  without  those  wlio 
are  indifferent  to  us  and  useless  to  us. 
Lord  Ferriby  had  so  long  and  so  care- 
fully studied  the  culte  of  self  that  even 
those  nearest  to  him  had  ceased  to  give 
him  any  thought,  knowing  that  in  his 
own  he  was  in  excellent  handfe — that  he 
would  always  ask  for  w^hat  lie  wanted. 
It  was  Lord  Ferriby's  business  to  make 
the  discovery  (which  all  selfish  people 
must  sooner  or  later  achieve)  that  the 
best  things  in  this  world  are  precisely 
those  which  may  not  be  given  on  de- 
mand, and  for  which,  indeed,  one  may  in 
no  wise  ask. 

When  Major  White  and  Cornish  were 
left  alone  in  the  private  salon  of  the 
Hotel  des  Indes— when  the  doctor  had 
come  and  gone,  when  the  blinds  had  been 
decently  lowered  and  the  great  man  si- 
lently laid  upon  the  sofa — they  looked  at 
each  other  without  speaking.  The  grim- 
mest silence  is  surely  that  which  arises 
from  the  thought  that  of  the  dead  one 
may  only  say  what  is  good. 

"  Would  you  like  me."  said  Cornish, 
"  to  go  across  and  tell  Joan?'' 

And  Major  White,  whose  god  was  dis- 
cipline, replied : 

"She's  your  cousin.  It  is  for  you  to 
say." 

"  I  shall  be  glad  if  you  will  go,"  said 
Cornish,  "and  leave  me  to  make  the  other 
arrangements.  Take  her  home  to-morrow, 
or  to-night  if  she  wants  to,  and  leave  us — 
me — to  follow." 

So  Major  White  quitted  the  Hotel  des 
Indes,  and  walked  slowly  down  the  length 
of  the  Toornoifeld,  leaving  Cornish  alone 
with  Lord  Ferriby, whose  death  made  liis 
nephew  a  richer  man. 

The  Wades  had  gone  out  for  a  drive  in 
the  Wood.  Major  AVhite  knew  that  he 
would  find  Joan  alone  at  the  hotel.     Bad 


news  has  a  strange  trick  of  clearing  the 
way  before  it.  The  Major  went  to  the 
salon  on  the  ground  -  floor  overlooking 
the  corner  of  the  Vyverberg.  Joan  was 
writing  a  letter  at  the  window. 

"Ah  I"  she  said,  turning,  pen  in  hand. 
"You  are  soon  back.  Have  you  quar- 
relled?" 

White  went  stolidly  across  the  room 
towards  her.  There  was  a  chair  by  the 
writing-table,  and  here  he  sat  down.  Joan 
•was  looking  uneasily  into  his  face.  Per- 
haps she  saw  more  in  that  immovable 
countenance  than  the  world  was  pleased 
to  perceive. 

''  Your  father  was  taken  suddenly  ill," 
he  said,  "during  the  meeting." 

Joan  half  rose  from  her  chair,  but  the 
Major  laid  his  protecting  hand  over  hers. 
It  was  a  large,  quiet  hand — like  himself, 
somewhat  suggestive  of  a  buffer.  And  it 
may,  after  all,  be  no  mean  role  to  act  as  a 
buffer  between  one  woman  and  the  world 
all  one's  life. 

"You  can  do  nothing/'  said  White. 
"Tony  is  with  him." 

Joan  looked  into  his  face  in  speechless 
inquiry. 

''Yes,"  he  answered.  "  vour  father  is 
dead." 

Then  he  sat  there  in  a  silence  which 
may  have  been  intensely  stupid  or  very 
wise.  For  silence  is  usually  cleverer  than 
speech,  and  always  more  interesting.  Joan 
was  dry -eyed.  Well  may  the  children  of 
the  selfish  arise  and  bless  their  parents  for 
(albeit  unwittingly)  alleviating  one  of  the 
necessary  sorrows  of  life! 

After  a  silence  Major  White  told  Joan 
how  the  calamity  had  occuri-ed.  in  a  curt 
military  way, as  of  one  who  had  rubbed 
shoulders  with  death  before,  who  had  gone 
out.  moreover,  to  meet  him  with  a  quiet 
mind,  and  had  told  others  of  the  dealings 
of  the  destroyer.  For  Major  AVhite  was 
deemed  a  lucky  man  by  his  comrades,  who 
had  a  habit  of  giving  him  messages  for 
their  friends  before  they  went  into  the 
field.  Perhaps,  moreover,  the  Major  was 
of  the  opinion  of  those  ancient  writers 
who  seemed  to  deem  it  more  important  to 
consider  how  a  man  lives  than  how  he 
dies. 

*■  It  was  some  heart  trouble,"  h^  con- 
cluded, "  brought  on  by  worry  or  sudden 
excitement." 

"  The  Malgamite,"  answered  Joan.  "  It 
has  always  been  a  source  of  uneasiness  to 
him.      He  never  quite  understood  it." 
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"No,"  answered  the  Major,  very  de- 
liberately, "lie  never  quite  understood 
it/'  And  lie  looked  out  of  the  window 
vith  a  thoughtful,  non-committing  face. 

"Neither  do  I  — understand  it,"  said 
Joan,  doubtfully. 

And  the  Major  looked  suddenly  dense. 
He  had,  as  usual,  no  explanatiou  to 
olfer. 

*'' Was  father  deceived  by  some  one''' 
Joan  asked,  after  a  pause.  "  One  hears 
such  strange  rumors  about  the  Malgamite- 
Fund.      I  suppose  father  was  deceived."' 

She  spoke  of  the  dead  man  with  that 
liushed  voice  which  deatli  with  a  singular 
impartiality  to  race  or  creed  seems  to  de- 
mand of  the  survivors  wheresoever  lie 
passes.  White  met  her  earnest  gaze  with 
a  grave  nod. 

"Yes,"  he  answered,  "■  he  was  de- 
ceived." 

"  He  said,  before  he  went  out,  that  he 
did  not  want  to  go  to  the  meeting  at  all," 
went  on  Joan,  in  a  tone  of  tender  remi- 
niscence, ''but  that  he  had  always  made 
a  point  of  sacrificing  his  inclination  to 
liis  sense  of  duty.      Poor  father  I" 

"Yes,"  said  the  Major,  looking  out  of 
the  window.  xVnd  he  bore  Joan's  steady, 
searching  glance  like  a  man. 

"Tell  me."  she  said,  suddenly.  "Were 
you  and  Tony  deceived  also:'" 

Major  White  reflected  for  a  moment. 
It  is  unwise  to  tell  even  the  smallest  lie 
in  haste. 

"No,"  he  answered  at  length.  "'Not 
so  entirely  as  your  father." 

He  uncrossed  his  legs  and  made  a  fee- 
ble attempt  to  divert  her  thoughts. 

But  Joan  was  on  the  trail,  as  it  wei'e,  of 
a  half-formed  idea  in  her  own  mind,  and 
she  would  not  have  been  a  woman  if  she 
had  relinquished  the  quest  so  easily. 

"But  you  were  deceived  at  tirst  ?"  she 
inquired,  rather  anxiously.  "I  know 
Tony  was.  I  am  sure  of  it.  Perhaps  he 
found  out  later:   but  you  —  " 

She  drew  her  hand  from  under  his 
rather  hastily,  having  just  found  out  that 
it  was  in  that  equivocal  ])osition. 

"You  were  never  deceived r"  she  said. 
with  a  suspicion  of  resentment. 

"Well — perhaps  not."  admitted  the 
Major,  reluctantly.  And  he  looked  re- 
gretfully at  the  hand  she  had  withdrawn. 
"Don't  know  much  about  charities."  he 
continued,  after  a  pause.  "'Don't  quite 
look  at  them  in  the  right  light,  perhaps. 
Seems  to  me  that  vou  ought  to  be  nu>i'e 


businesslike  in  charities  than  in  anything 
else;  and  we're  not  busine.ss  men — not 
even  you." 

He  looked  at  her  very  solemnly  and 
wisely,  as  if  the  thoughts  in  his  mind 
would  be  of  immense  value  if  he  could 
only  express  them — but  he  was  without 
facilities  in  that  direction.  If  one  cannot 
be  wise,  the  next  best  thing  is  to  have  a 
wise  look.  He  rose,  for  he  had  caught 
sight  of  Tony  Cornish  crossing  the  Toor- 
noifeld  in  the  shade  of  the  trees.  Per- 
haps the  ^lajor  had  forgotten  for  the  mo- 
ment that  a  great  man  was  dead:  that 
there  were  letters  to  be  written  and  tele- 
grams to  be  despatched :  that  the  world 
must  know  of  it.  and  the  insatiable  maw 
of  the  public  be  closed  by  a  few  scraps  of 
news.  For  the  public  mind  must  have  its 
daily  food,  and  the  wise  are  they  who  tell 
it  only  that  which  it  is  expedient  for  it  to 
know. 

Lord  Ferriby's  life  was.  moreover,  one 
that  needed  careful  obituary  treatment. 
Everybody's  life  may  for  domestic  pur- 
poses be  described  as  a  hash — but  Lord 
Ferriby's  was  a  hash  which  in  the  hands 
of  a  cheap  democratic  press  might  easily 
be  served  up  so  daintily  as  to  be  very  sa- 
vory in  the  nostrils  of  the  world.  Some  of 
its  component  parts  were  indeed  exceed- 
ingly ancient,  and,  so  to  speak,  gamy, 
while  the  Malgamite  scheme  alone  might 
easily  be  magnified  into  a  very  passable 
scandal. 

Tony  came  into  the  room,  keen  and 
capable.  He  did  not  show  much  feeling. 
Perhaps  Joan  and  he  understood  each 
other  without  any  such  display.  For 
they  had  known  each  other  many  years, 
and  had  understood  other  and  more  subtle 
matters  without  verbal  explanation.  For 
the  world  had  been  pleased  to  say  that 
Joan  and  Tony  must  in  the  end  inevi- 
tably marry.  And  they  had  never  ex- 
plained, never  contradicted,  and  never 
married. 

While  the  three  were  still  talking,  a 
carriage  rattled  up  to  the  door  of  the  ho- 
tel, and  then  another.  There  began,  in  a 
word,  that  hushed  confusion  —  that  run- 
ning to  and  fro  as  of  ants  upon  a  dis- 
turbed ant-hill — which  follows  hard  upon 
the  footsteps  of  the  grim  messenger,  who 
himself  is  content  to  come  so  quietly  and 
unobtrusively.  Roden  arrived  to  make 
inquiries,  and  ]\Irs.  Vansittart.  and  a  mes- 
senger from  more  than  one  embassy. 
Then  the  Wades  came,  brought  hurriedly 
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back  by  a  messenger  sent  after  them   by 
Tony  Cornish. 

Marguerite,  with  characteristic  energy, 
came  into  the  room  first,  quick  and  bright 
eyed.  She  looked  from  one  face  to  tlie 
other,  and  then  crossed  the  I'oom  and 
stood  beside  Joan  without  speaking.  Slie 
was  smiling— a  little  hard  smile  with 
close-set  lips — showing  the  w^orld  a  face 
that  meant  to  take  life  open-eyed,  j»s  it  is, 
and  make  the  best  of  it. 

Before  long  the  two  girls  quitted  the 
room,  leaving  the  three  men  to  their  hush- 
ed discussion.  Tony  had  already  provided 
himself  with  pen  and  paper.  In  twelve 
hours,  that  w^liich  the  world  must  know 
about  Lord  Ferriby  should  be  in  print. 
There  was  just  time  to  cable  it  to  the 
Times  and  the  news  agencies.  And  in 
these  hurried  days  it  is  the  first  word 
which,  after  all,  goes  farthest  and  carries 
most  w^eight.  A  contradiction  is  at  all 
times  a  poor  expedient. 

"I  have  silenced  the  pa{)er-makers," 
said  Cornish,  sitting  down  to  write,  "even 
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tliat  ass  Th()nij)s()n.  l)y  striking  wliile  the 
ii'on  was  hot." 

"And  Roden  won't  open  liis  lips,"  add- 
ed Mr.  Wade,  who,  as  lie  di'ove  up,  had  seen 
that  brilliant  financier  uneasily  sti'olling 
under  the  ti'ees  of  the  Toornoifeld.  look- 
ing towards  the  hotel :  for  Lord  Ferriby 's 
death  was  a  link  in  the  crooked  Malgamite 
chain  which  even  Von  Ifolzen  liad  failed 
to  foresee. 

Lideed,  ].,ord  Ferriby  must  have  been 
gratified  could  he  see  the  })()sthumous 
])other  that  he  made  by  dying  at  this 
juncture.  For  in  life  he  had  only  been 
important  in  his  own  (\ves.  and  the  world 
had  taken  little  heed  of  liini.  This  sanu^ 
keen-sighted  world  would  not  i-egret  him 
nuich  now,  and  would  assui'edly  mete 
out  to  that  miserly  old  screw,  his  widow, 
only  as  much  sympathy  as  the  occasion 
deserved.  Lady  Ferriby  would,  the  world 
suspected,  sell  off  his  lordship's  fancy 
waistcoats,  and  proceed  to  save  money  to 
her  heart's  content.  Even  the  thought  of 
his  club  subscriptions,  now  necessarily  to  be 
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discontinued,  must  have  assuaged  a  large 
part  of  tlie  widow's  grief.  Such,  at  least, 
was  the  opinion  of  the  clubs  themselves, 
when  the  news  was  posted  up  among  the 
weather  reports  and  the  latest  tapes  from 
the  House  that  same  evening. 

While  Lord  Ferriby's  friends  were  com- 
fortably endowing  him  with  a  few  com- 
pensating virtues  over  their  tea  and  hot 
buttered  toast  in  Pail  Mall  and  St.  James 
Street,  Mr.  Wade,  Tony,  and  White  dined 
together  at  the  Hotel  of  the  Old  Siiooting 
Gallery  at  the  Hague.  The  hour  was  an 
early  one,  and  had  never  been  counte- 
nanced by  Lord  Ferriby,  but  the  three  men 
in  whose  hands  he  had  literally  left  his 
good  name  did  not  attach  supreme  im- 
portance to  this  matter.  Indeed  the  bank- 
er thought  kindly  of  six-thirty  as  an  hour 
at  which  in  earlier  days  he  had  been  en- 
dowed with  a  better  appetite  than  he  ever 
})Ossessed  now  at  eight  o'clock  or  later. 
While  they  were  at  table  a  telegram  was 
handed  to  Cornish.  It  was  froin  Lord 
Ferriby 's  solicitor  in  London,  and  con- 
tained the  advice  that  Tony  Cornish  had 
been  appointed  sole  executor  of  his  lord- 
ship's will. 

"Thank  God!''  said  Tony,  with  a  little 
laugh,  as  he  read  the  message  and  handed 
it  across  to  Mr.  Wade,  who  looked  at  it 
gravely,  without  comment. 

"And  now,"  said  Cornish,  'not  even 
Joan  need  know." 

For  Cornish,  having  perceived  Percy 
Roden  under  the  trees  of  the  Toornoifeld, 
had  gone  out  there  to  speak  to  him,  and 
in  answer  to  a  plain  question  had  received 
a  plain  answer  as  to  the  price  that  Lord 
Ferriby  had  been  paid  for  the  use  of  his 
name  in  the  Malgamite  Fund  transactions. 

Joan  had  elected  to  remain  in  her  own 
rooms,  with  Marguerite  to  keep  her  com- 
pany, until  the  evening,  when,  under 
White's  escort,  she  was  to  set  out  for 
England.  The  Major  had  in  a  minimum 
of  words  expressed  himself  ready  to  do 
anything  at  an^^  time,  ])rovided  that  the 
service  did  not  require  an  abnormal  con- 
versational effort. 

"I  shall  be  home  twenty-four  hours 
after  you,"  said  Cornish,  as  he  bade  Joan 
good-by  at  the  station.  "And  you  need 
believe  no  rumors  and  fear  no  gossip.  If 
people  ask  impertinent  questions,  i-efer 
them  to  White." 

"  And  I'll  tlmmp  ihem,"  added  the  Ma- 
jor, who,  indeed,  looked  quite  capable  of 
rendering  that  practical  service. 


They  were  favored  by  a  full  nu)on  and 
a  perfect  night  for  their  passage  from  the 
Hook  of  Holland  to  Harwich.  Joan  ex- 
])ressed  a  desire  to  remain  on  deck, at  all 
events  until  the  lights  of  the  Maas  had 
been  left  behind.  Major  White  procured 
two  deck  chairs,  and  found  a  corner  of  the 
upper  deck  which  was  free  alike  from  too 
much  wind  and  too  many  people.  There 
they  sat,  and  Joan  seemed  fully  occupied 
with  her  own  thoughts,  for  she  did  not 
speak  while  the  steamer  ploughed  stead- 
ily onwards. 

"  I  wondei"  if  it  is  my  duty  to  continue 
to  take  an  active  ])art  in  the  Malgamite 
Fund?"  she  said  at  length.  And  the  Ma- 
jor, who  had  been  permitted  to  smoke,  look- 
ed attentively  at  the  lighted  end  of  his 
cigar,  and  said  nothing. 

"I  am  afraid  it  must  be,"  continued 
Joan,  whose  earnest  endeavoi-s  to  find  out 
what  was  her  duty,  and  do  it,  occupied  the 
larger  part  of  her  time  and  attention. 

"  WhyT'  asked  Major  White. 

"  Because  I  don't  want  to." 

The  Major  thought  about  the  matter  for 
a  long  time — almost  half  through  a  cigar. 
It  was  wonderful  how  so  much  thought 
could  result  in  so  few  words,  especially 
in  these  days,  which  are  essentially  days 
of  many  words  and  few  thoughts.  Dur- 
ing this  period  of  meditation  Joan  sat 
looking  out  to  sea,  and  the  moon  shining- 
down  upon  her  face  showed  it  to  be  puck- 
ered with  anxiety.  Like  many  of  her 
contemporaries,  slie  was  troubled  by  an 
intense  desii-e  to  do  her  duty,  C()U})led 
with  an  unfortunate  lack  of  duties  to  per- 
forni. 

"  I  wish  you  would  tell  me  what  you 
think."  she  said. 

'"Seems  to  me,"  said  White,  "that  your 
duty  is  clear  enough." 

"Yesr' 

"  Yes.  Droj)  the  Malgamitei's  and  the 
Haberdashers  and  all  that,  aiul — niai'i-y 
me." 

Ijut  Joan  only  shook  her  head  sadly. 

"That  cannot  l)e  my  duty."  she  said. 

"Why?  'Cos  it  isn't  unj)leasant 
enough?" 

"  No,"  answered  Joan,  after  a  pause,  in 
the  deepest  earnestness.  "  No— that's  just 
it." 

Out  of  which  ambiguous  observation 
the  Major  seemed  to  gather  some  mean- 
ing, for  he  looked  up  at  the  moon  with 
one  of  his  wisest  smiles. 

[to  be  continued.] 
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rpHERE  is  a  story  that  miglit  very 
X  properly  be  addressed  "to  those 
whom  it  may  concern  " ;  if,  indeed,  sucli 
dedication  miglit  not  serve  most  excel- 
lently for  a  title.  It  was  told  by  John 
Bethune,  to  but  one  listener,  on  a  night 
when  it  was  too  hot  to  sleep,  and  all  the 
other  guests  haviug*  at  last  taken  them- 
selves off  to  seek  a  troubled  rest,  the 
pair  had  decided  that  it  was  quite  as  well 
to  spend  the  short  hour  that  preceded  the 
first  flush  of  dawn  on  the  terrace.  Even 
the  dull  nocturnal  noises  had  ceased,  and 
the  last  dog,  a  mile  away,  had  stopped 
barking  at  the  moon. 

But  first  it  is  necessary  to  understand 
what  sort  of  man  John  Bethune  was — 
or,  rather,  still  is,  for  he  is  in  and  of  the 
world  to-day,  and  if  you  have  not  played 
polo  against  him  yesterday,  you  may 
find  him  on  the  deck  of  some  racing- 
yacht  to-morrow.  A  strictly  negative 
description  of  him  would  be  that  he  was 
a  contradiction  of  many  things.  A  more 
detailed  account  of  him,  in  one  particu- 
lar direction  at  least,  would  be  that  he 
was  apparently  a  very  distinct  contra- 
diction of  one.  We  have  been  told  very 
often  that  every  man  has  one  story — 
nothing  has  been  said  about  women,  un- 
doubtedly because  it  goes  without  saying 
that  each  one  has  very  many — but  John 
Bethune  seemed  to  disprove  this  state- 
ment. He  was  apparently  one  of  those 
men  to  whom  nothing  had  ever  happen- 
ed, and  to  wliom  nothing  was  likely  to 
happen.  But  as  this,  after  all,  is  the  story 
he  told  one  evening  about  himself  to  one 
who  was  so  near  and  dear  to  him  that  the 
recital  of  so  intimate  a  narration  was  pos- 
sible, even  such  a  report  of  what  he  seem- 
ingly was  not  will  not  serve  for  an  ac- 
count of  the  man.  Indeed,  he  was  a  per- 
son very  hard  to  describe,  because  any 
attempted  delineation  of  him  would  seem 
to  fit  so  many  peo])le,  while  in  truth  he 
alwaj^s  impressed  every  one  who  met  him 
as  being  different  from  most.  His  tall, 
thin,  ungainly  body,  to  which  his  big 
feet  and  hands  were  attached  by  long 
legs  and  arms,  was  in  no  way  remarkable 
— not  even  for  awkwardness ;  and  his  face, 
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with  its  yellow  complexion,  and  broken, 
irregular  features,  was  in  nothing  un- 
usual—even for  ugliness.  His  voice  was 
the  only  exceptional  thing  about  him,  for 
it  was  soft,  strong,  full ;  and  when  he  did 
speak,  which  was  seldom,  it  attracted  at- 
tention to  what  he  said  more  by  its  tone 
than  because  of  any  particular  wit  or 
wisdom  in  his  remarks.  Not  that  his 
brief  utterances  were  not  perfectly  sensi- 
ble, for  they  were  this  ahvays — practical, 
applicable,  and  to  the  point  —  but  they 
were  not  interesting;  and  although  peo- 
ple nearly  always  found  themselves  act- 
ing in  accordance  with  the  sense  of  his 
brief  speeches,  the  speeches  them.^elves 
were  not  remembered.  He  was  perhaps 
singular  for  another  thing,  and  that  was 
his  wealth — if  any  one  can  be  marked 
out  as  singular  for  wealth  nowadays, 
when  millionaires  are  as  common  as  mul- 
berries, and  the  average  citizen  has  seen 
in  his  life  more  of  the  former  than  of 
the  latter.  Not  that  he  was  inordinately 
rich,  for  he  was  only  the  richest  man  of  a 
smallerAmericancity ;  still,lie  had  enough 
and  more  than  enough  to  meet  all  the  re- 
quirements of  his  position, which  require- 
ments, even  in  his  semi-provincial  envi- 
ronment, were  not  slight.  A  coach  with 
w^heelers  and  leaders  that  had  vron  a  blue 
ribbon  in  Madison  Square,  and  a  steam- 
yacht  which  could  on  occasion  leave  the 
"Lakes"  and  appear  with  perfect  safety 
and  ease  upon  the  "coast,"  stood  out  not 
too  conspicuously  among  such  possessions. 
Nor  in  the  acquisition  of  his  riches  had 
there  been  anything  inspiring.  As  an 
only  child, he  had  inherited  his  fortune  in 
the  most  ordinary  manner;  and  the  fact  of 
such  possession,  as  were  most  of  the  facts 
of  his  life,  was  merely  determined  by  cir- 
cumstances. Even  Ruth  Comfrey  was  an 
inheritance,  and  a  circumstance  too,  and 
lie  had  accepted  her  as  contentedly,  if  not 
as  resignedly,  as  he  had  accepted  all  else. 
The  firm  of  Bethune  and  Comfrey  had 
been  a  great  and  evident  fact  in  its  day 
in  the  growing  "lake  city,"  and,  before  the 
death  of  the  partners  and  the  disappear- 
ance of  the  names  from  business,  had  done 
much  to  make  the  place   what  it  after- 
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wai'ds  became.  They  liad  accomplished  took  tlieir  places  as  component  parts  of 
a  ^n-eat  deal  in  accomi)lishinf^  fortunes  the  community.  John  Bethune  changed 
for  themselves.  And  Ivuth  had  inherited  his  habitudes  but  little:  and  as  for  Ruth, 
on  one  s\do  all  the  i-esults  of  years  of  it  really  mia'ht  be  said  that  slie  ciianged 
serious  and  strenuous  endeavoj-.  as  John  hers  not  at  all.  When  John  went  upon 
Bethune  had  on  the  other.  There  had  an  extended  expediti(~)n.  the  object  of 
been  no  expression  of  a  desire  by  either  which  was  the  destruction  of  lai-ge  game, 
of  the  partnei's,  but  it  seemed  fitting  and  he  told  Kuth  he  was  going,  and  went, 
natural  that  the  children  should  marry,  the  only  ditVerence  being  that  formerly  lie 
and  ultimately  they  did.  There  was  no  had  told  no  one  at  all.  She  went  "down 
wooing,  nor  even  one  of  those  long  lin-  town"  in  the  morning,  her  victoria  or 
gei'ings  so  familiar  to  our  cities,  in  which  her  brougham  standing  Avith  other  vic- 
two  young  ])eoi)le  slowly  draw  toward  torias  and  broughams  before  tlie  same 
each  other,  while  the  community  curi-  shops  clay  after  day  ;  and  in  the  afternoon, 
ously  watches  and  intelligently  comments  in  her  victoria  or  brougham,  she  drove 
on  I  he  ])rocess.  The  union  was  inevita-  over  the  same  park  roads,  sometimes 
l)le.  and  it  was  not  long  delayed.  In-  with  some  other  woman,  but  generally 
deed,  it  was  so  well  understood  that  there  alone.  The  local  world  often  wondered 
was  hardly  any  formal  ])roi)osal— if.  by-  what  she  tiiought  as  she  was  driven 
the- way.  there  ever  is;  for  the  ways  in  swiftly  along,  with  lier  motionless  eyes 
which  a  man  makes  known  to  a  maiden  fixed  upon  the  trim  landscape,  which  they 
his  desire  that  she  should  unite  her  fate  did  not  seem  to  see.  but  she  had  no  inti- 
with  .his  are  ever  devious  and  strange,  and  mate  friends  who  could  su]-)ply  the  need- 
generally  lacking  in  ])ictures(iueness  or  ed  information  Avitli  something  "well 
intensity.  Innvever  much  there  may  have  found,"  if  not  exactly  "  true,"  and  society 
been  of  \.H)\h  before,  or  may  be  of  either  as  represented  in  the  ]dace  was  ol)liged 
again.  to  satisfy  itself  with  mere  conjecture.     If 

They  sat  on  the  deck  of  the  great  steam-  societ}^  had  known  the  facts  it  would  have 

ship  as  si.e  made  her  way,  after  a  record-  been  delighted,  and  would  have  hastened 

breaking  tri}\  u})  the  harbor  of  New  York,  to  make  the  most  of  its  opportunity;  for 

wdiilc   the  evening  lights  began  to  Hash  nothing  pleases  it  so  much  as  a  romance — 

separately  along  the  shore  and  glow  in  even  the  merest  hint  of  the  possibility  of 

mass  in  the  still  distant  city.  a  chance  for  any  romance:   not,  as  need 

"And  Ruth."  said  John  Betliune,  calm-  hardly  be  said,  from  any  unselfish  or  un- 
ly.  "  when  shall  we  be  married:"  Then  thinking  love  for  a  "dramatic"  story, 
he  added,  in  an  explanatory  tone.  "  There  but  because  the  accompaniments  of  ro- 
will  be  all  tlie  bother  with  the  custom-  mance  are  so  apt  to  be  curious— sensation- 
house  in  a  few  minutes,  and  as  soon  ;is  I  al,  not  to  say  scandalous.  In  fact,  it  may 
land  I  must  go  directly  to  the  AVest."  be  aflirmed  that  in  all  things  society  cares 

Nothing  had  Ixhmi  said  alxnit  the  mat-  less   for   the   substance  than   the   sauce — 

ter   in   the   languid   days   in    which    they  whether  it  be  an  entree  or  an  elopement, 

had  been  together  in  Euix^pe.  nor  in  tlie  In    this    case    society    would    have    been 

long  lazy  hours  on  shipl)oard.  and  Ruth  charmed  had  it  known   thai   the   subject 

smiled  slightly.  about      which      Ruth      Bethune      mosth^ 

"  Why,"  she  answered,  slowly.  "  in  the  thought   was   Ralph   Lysaght.      Not  that 

autumn — I  suppose — s(^nie  time."  society  knew  very  much  about  Lysaght, 

"All  right,"  he  rei)lied. briskly.    "That,  for  his  appearances  in  the  place  had  been 

I   imagine,  will   do  excellently:"  and  he  infrequent    and   brief.      The   interest,   of 

continued,  as  if  dimly  conscious  that  the  course,  lay  in  the  fact  that  she  thought 

occasion  was  one  demanding  some  more  of   him   at   all.  ov   of  another  man    than 

active   recognition.  "  1   am   very   glad,  of  Bethune.  who.  she  very  w«dl   knew,  was 

course."  not  thinking  of  her.  but  of  elk  or  bear  or 

That  was  all  that  was  said:   and  in  the  grouse  or  partridge,  or  some  other  game 

early  autumn,  when  people  were  just  be-  of  fur  or  feathers,  which   every  year  he 

ginning  to  get  in  fi'om  the  country  luviises.  went   further  and  further  to  lind.      Still, 

the  two   were  married,  with  all   the  cer-  if  society  would  have  been  ecstatic  at  the 

emony    demanded  by  their    local    inipor-  discovery  of  the  matter  of  her  thoughts, 

tance.      They  went  away  upon  their  wed-  it  would  ]u'obably  have  been  greatly  dis- 

ding-tri}),  they    returned,  and    regularly  a^tpointed  had  it  been  able  to  comprehend 
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the  nature  of  the  thoug-hts  themselves. 
Never  were  thouglits  more  innocent,  more 
guileless.  Wliatever  Ruth  miglit  be  or 
might  have  been  by  nature,  experience  had 
done  but  little  to  render  complex  a  charac- 
ter that  was  singularly  simple.  That  she 
was  not  what  she  was  meant  to  be  she 
diml}^  felt,  and  although  with  this  half- 
realization  of  a  certain  lack  of  fuUilment 
in  herself  or  in  her  life  there  came  a 
sense  of  disappointment,  she  was  not  real- 
ly dissatisfied.  That  other  self  had  never 
been  sufficiently  developed,  had  never 
become  enough  of  a  living  reality  —  to 
make  it  possible  for  her  to  institute  any 
comparison;  and  without  comparison,  as 
is  conceded,  there  can  be  but  little  discon- 
tent or  regret.  Indeed,  she  had  never 
suspected  in  the  least  that  there  was  an- 
other self,  until  Ralph  Lysaght  had  come, 
and  suddenly — she  never  knew  how  she 
had  become  aware  of  it — she  knew  that 
there  was  an  entire  range  of  emotions 
and  sensations  to  which  she  had  been 
a  stranger.  She  could  recall  ])erfectly 
the  day  from  which  such  a  discovery 
dated. 

Ralph,  wiio  had  been  lidgeling  about 
in  his  restless  way,  had  suddenly  looked 
at  her. 

"  How^  numy  nu^n  have  told  you  that 
you  were  beautiful f  he  said. 

"  Why — none,"  she  gasped,  in  her  as- 
tonishment. 

''You  are,"  he  said,  doggedly. 

''But — but,"  she  stammered,  "no  one 
ever  told  me  that  before." 

"No  one  sees — no  one  ujiderstands," 
lie  said.  "  It's  that  kind  of  beauty — you 
know  the  quotation — '  wrought  out  from 
within,  little  cell  by  cell,  of  strange 
thoughts  and  fantastic  reveries  and  ex- 
quisite passions,'  and — all  the  rest  of  it." 

"  Oh,  Ralph!"  she  exclaimed. 

Still,  she  was  delighted;  for  not  all  the 
tributes  to  lier  loveliness  that  a  beauty  i-e- 
ceives  cause  such  strong  and  lasting  plea- 
sure as  the  few  fragments  of  praise  gath- 
ered by  a  woman  who  honestly  thinks  she 
is  ugly,  or  at  least  but  fairly  good-looking. 

This  happened  a  year  or  nu^re  before 
Ruth  was  married.  Three  nu)nths  later 
Ralph  went  away  to  Japan,  desiring  to 
see  something  of  the  Chinese  w'ar,  and 
in  some  skirmish  perished  miserably  and 
obscurely.  Ruth's  gi-ief  was  the  nu)re 
bitter  because  any  numifestation  of  it  in 
more  tlian  ordinary  degree  was  inipo.ssible 
for  her.      It  was  the   more  bitter,  too,  by 


reason  of  the  nature  of  their  final  })arting. 
Wretchedly  jealous  of  one  of  whom  to  be 
jealous  was  a  humiliation — an  insignifi- 
cant chit  of  a  girl,  who  was  still  pretty, 
and  in  whom  he  had  seemed  to  find  some 
attraction— she  had  by  firm  force  of  will 
for  the  first  time  brought  herself  to  treat 
him  distantly  and  coldly.  And  he  had 
gone,  and  nothing  had  been  said.  There 
had  never  been  a  romance  —  only  the 
framework  for  one,  and  sometimes  she  al- 
nu)st  was  in  doubt  if  there  had  been  even 
so  much.  With  tears  she  often  rellected 
that  she  might  be  mistaken,  that  Ralph 
luul  never  cared  in  the  least,  and  that  she 
was  wasting  regrets  u])()n  what  never 
could  have  been.  At  such  nu)ments  her 
pride  cried  foi-  satisfaction,  and  it  was 
during  one  of  these  periods  of  doubt  that 
she  consented  to  nuirry  John  l>ethun(\ 
Still,  the  idea  would  I'eturn,  and  the  belief 
that  Ralph  had  meant  all  that  he  had 
said,  and  even  all  that  he  had  implied, 
was  not  to  be  destroyed.  To  be  sure,  she 
could  not  help  remembering  the  kind  of 
man  he  was  — "all  things  to  all  U'ouie)!,^'' 
as  some  one  had  once  said  of  him — and  the 
doubt  was  t(n'tiire.  Finally  it  seemed  to 
her  that  she  could  be  perfectly  happy 
if  she  could  know  certainly,  although 
the  k'uowledge  would  bring  with  it  the 
consciousness  of  a  possible  hap[)iness  tra- 
gically missed.  But  she  did  not  kiu)w, 
and  witli  the  character  of  Ral])h  Lysaght 
what  it  w^as  known  to  l)e,  she  must  ever 
I'enuiin  uncertain.  He  was  an  "artist," 
and  although  he  had  always  scorned  all 
})ose  and  insistence  on  the  "artistic  tem- 
perament," he  was  a  skilful  one.  To  be 
sure,  he  was  only  an  "amaliMir,"  but  he 
was  one  of  those  who  would  have  lost 
something  in  being  sonuHhing  more. 
To  the  careless  observer  amateur  theat- 
ricals nuiy  be  very  poor  afi'airs,  but,  in 
trutli,  thei'e  is  oft(ui  to  he  discovered  a 
certain  delicate  crudeness  in  such  })er- 
formance  that  is  lacking  on  the  ])i'ofes- 
sional  stage.  And  Lysaght,  if  he  was  an 
"amateur,"  had  in  a.  measure  ari'ived  and 
was  known.  Me  was  discussed  and  criti- 
cised, and  if  he  was  not  at  once  praised, 
he  was  the  subject  of  much  talk.  It  was 
only  after  his  death,  in  the  Chinese  war, 
that  he  becanu^  fiunous.  His  sudden 
reputation  nu>y  have  sprung  in  a  large 
measure  from  sensational  des})atches 
with  accom])anying  portraits,  which  in- 
terested a  gi-eat  many.  Y'et,  if  his  hand- 
some face,  his  adventurous  career,  and  his 
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Tintiniely  end  were  wliat  i-eally  attracted 
attention  and  caused  |)eo])le  at  last  to  look 
at  his  work  seriously,  it  must  be  said  that 
wlien  they  had  looked  there  was  some- 
tliino'  to  see,  and  that  what  at  first  had 
been  merely  curiosity  became  in  turn  ad- 
miration. For  colk'ctors,  his  work  be<^'an 
to  have  sometliing-  of  the  ))eculiar  fascina- 
tion of  Re,i>-nauirs.  It  was  good,  thei-e 
was  little  of  it,  and  the  cliaracter  of  the 
man  himself  ga\^e  it  an  added  interest. 
Everywhere  the  least  sketch  was  eagerly 
sought,  and  many  a  dealer  made  a  pi-etty 
penny  with  some  canvas  that  had  lain  in 
a  forgotten  corner  or  had  been  nnearthed 
in  some  prolonged  search.  So  it  was  that 
success  came  to  Ralph  T^ysaght  when 
success  no  longer  was  able  to  afford  him 
gratification,  or  to  give  him  what  he  had 
always  needed  in  greater  or  less  degree — 
money. 

Between  r>etluine  and  Lysaght  there 
had  always  existed  a  certain  fi'iendship. 
Every  one  had  considered  it  amazing,  but 
then  all  the  corners  of  John  Bethune's 
mind  or  lieart  were  not  known  to  every 
one.  In.  that  silent,  im]xissive  ])erson 
there  was  a  warm  love  of  l)eauty,  and  dif- 
(ident  as  he  was  as  to  his  own  judgment, 
in  this  as  in  other  things  he  had  often 
turmnl  to  the  other  man.  Indeed,  Be- 
thnne  had  always  been  shy  about  any  ])a- 
rade  of  artistic  interest,  and  ])e()])le  said 
that  all  his  pictures  were  bought  for  him, 
as  they  have  said  of  so  many  others,  for 
he  was  a  collector  in  a  halting,  doubtful 
fashion,  as  he  was  much  else.  Here,  as 
elsewhere,  he  seemed  to  be  always  feeling 
his  way.  and  if  any  one  spoke  to  him  he 
would  -it  almost  seemed  in  alarm — dis- 
claim all  ])ersonal  concern  in  the  matter. 
But  he  was  known  to  the  ''dealers.''  and 
by  them  he  was  considered  the  very  l)est 
of  prey.  He  would  buy  almost  anything 
he  was  told  to  buy.  and  many  were  the 
communications  that  he  constantly  re- 
ceived from  these  active  men  of  atl'airs. 
He  did  not  even  tell  them  that  he  "knew 
what  he  liked."  as  so  many  generous  pa- 
ti'ons  had  a  way  of  doing.  Therefore  it 
was  a  matter  of  much  amazement  to  one 
of  those  vei'y  practical  brokers  when  once 
John  lU'thune  displayed  a  decided  prefer- 
ence. 

""What's  that'^""  he  asked,  suddenly, 
pointing  to  a  small  frame.  Then  he  con- 
cluded, abruptly.  '"  I  want  it." 

''Really  couldn't  say."  re}>lied  the  deal- 
er, with  that  great  air  of  perfect  candor 


with  which  he  frequently  confessed  igno- 
rance in  unimportant  nuitters.  "  Some 
student's  study.  It  is  not  even  signed. 
But,"  he  went  on.  '"  as  you  speak,  and  as  I 
look,  it  is  not  without  merit,"'  and  the 
dealer,  falling  bacic,  gazed  with  new  re- 
spect at  the  picture. 

Nothing  but  a  woman's  head  against  a 
dark  background,  the  eyes  lialf  averted 
and  the  face  half  turned  away. 

""It  does  not  belong  in  this  room," 
continued  the  man.      "'Some  mistake." 

'"Mistake  or  not,  Sundermann."  said 
Bethune,  '"  I  want  it." 

He  s])oke  resolutely,  as  if  such  a  firm 
announcement  of  preference  required 
some  resolution. 

'"Certainly,"  replied  Sundermann, 
"The  price  is  a  mere  nothing,  I  have  no 
doubt,"  and  going  up,  he  glanced  at  the 
back  of  the  frame.  ""Ah,  yes,"  and  he 
doubled  the  s\nn  represented  by  the  mark. 
''But  do  you  really  care  for  a  work  of 
art  so  little  re})resentative,  without  any 
great  name?" 

'"I  don't  care  anything  about  the 
name,"  asserted  Bethune— "or  the  price, 
either,  if  it  comes  to  that.  I  want  the  pic- 
ture." 

""Yes,  of  course,  of  course."  said  Sun- 
dermann. ""]\lr.  Bethune  is  known  to 
take  his  own  lines — not  to  be  influenced 
by  the  fashion  of  the  hour — to  make  tip 
his  mind  for  himself.  Now  I  have  no 
doubt,  if  it  were  known  that  you  had 
bought  the  canvas.  I  could  sell  another  by 
the  same  hand  I'or  any  ])rice — it  is  so  that 
re])utations  are  made — bui  I  have  not  one. 
I  do  not  know  even  where  to  go  for  one. 
This,  you  see.  is  not  signed.'' 

It  was  said  that  a  true  understanding 
of  the  kind  of  man  John  Bethune  ha])- 
pened  to  be  was  something  essential  for 
the  comprehension  of  his  stoi'y.  Nothing 
could  have  shown  his  character  moi'e 
clearly  than  his  conduct  in  regard  to  this 
picture.  He  spoke  to  no  one  of  his  pur- 
chase, and  allowed  no  one  to  see  it.  With 
jealous  care  he  guarded  it  in  a  partictilar 
recess  of  a  particular  room  which  he  alone 
entered.  A  strange  apartment  it  was,  in 
the  luxuriously  furnished  house,  like  a 
harness-room  and  a  gun-room  and  an 
office,  saddles,  ritles.  and  ledgers  being 
promiscuously  mixed. 

Before  the  recess  in  which  the  picture 
was  hung  he  had  workmen  place  Avooden 
shutters,  like  the  doors  of  a  tri{)tych,  but 
with  nothing"  on  them.    There  was  a  lock. 
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and  behind  tlie  closed  and  bolted  screen 
the  picture  hung  securely.  It  was  all 
characteristic  of  his  secretive  and  diffi- 
dent nature,  and  even  in  matters  that 
interested  him  less  he  had  often  done  as 
strangely.  But,  in  truth,  John  Bethune 
had  rarely  been  stirred  as  he  was  by  this 
careless  study  of  this  woman's  head.  It 
is  quite  safe  to  say  that  from  the  moment 
when  he  first  saw  it  the  thought  of  it  was 
but  little  out  of  his  mind.  He  was  the 
last  person  in  the  world  who  would  have 
been  considered  likely  to  cherish  a  ro- 
mantic passion  for  a  pictured  face.  It 
was  one  of  his  contradictions.  But  he 
was  really  so  unconscious,  so  little  intro- 
spective, that  the  infatiuition  which  grew 
and  strengthened  seem  to  him  in  no  wise 
remarkable.  Like  everything  else  in  his 
existence,  he  submitted  gently  and  with- 
out question,  and  day  by  day  fell  more 
beneath  the  charm  of  the  painted  pres- 
ence. It  would  not  be  extravagant  to 
say  that  the  picture  became  the  inilucnce 
of  his  life,  and  changed  him  gradually. 
For  the  first  time  there  was  visible  a  shade 
of  dissatisfaction  in  his  dull  face,  and 
sometimes  for  a  moment  there  was  a  sug- 
gestion of  impatience  in  his  calm  manner. 
He  became,  if  anything,  more  silent,  more 
absent-minded,  and  more  indifferent  in 
his  attitude  toward  the  world — toward 
Ruth.  She  noticed  the  change,  and  won- 
dered at  it.  Sometimes  during  a  big  din- 
ner she  caught  his  eyes  resting  upon  her 
with  a  strange  expression  that  seemed 
abnost  dislike,  and  which  certainly  was 
disapproval.  She  was  puzzled,  for  it 
was  such  a  look  as  might  come  if  he  had 
suddenly  fallen  in  love  with  some  other 
woman  —  as  if  he  were  comparing  her 
with  her  rival,  and  regretting  with  that 
hopeless  discontent  which,  although  it 
reaches  no  further  than  a  highly  unde- 
fined feeling  that  all  might  have  been 
otherwise — had  it  been  different — is  a  feel- 
ing that  still  leaves  the  world  wofully 
colorless  and  void.  But  he  had  never, 
as  the  world  would  have  expressed  it, 
"played"  with  any  woman,  however  at- 
tractive, and  she  could  not  find  one  in 
whom  he  seemed  now  to  be  in  the  least 
interested.  Therefore  Ruth  was  ])erplexed. 
But  that  there  was  something  unsettling 
in  Bethune's  quiet  life  was  manifest.  lie 
had  never  been  very  much  with  her,  but 
now  he  was  with  her  less  than  ever.  lie 
had  never  talked  very  much  to  her,  but 
now  his  remarks  became  even  more  per- 


functory, and  displayed  even  less  thought 
than  usual.  In  truth,  the  picture  had  ab- 
sorbed Bethune's  whole  being.  It  became 
the  love  of  his  life.  It  seemed  to  have 
shown  him  much  that  he  had  never  sus- 
pected, revealed  all  that  was  lacking  in 
his  existence.  It  was  a  torture  and  a 
promise,  but  a  promise,  as  he  knew,  that 
must  remain  unfulfilled.  Every  day  he 
worshipped  the  face,  and  every  hour  its 
influence  became  stronger  with  him. 

It  was  at  least  a  year  after  the  new  in- 
fluence had  come  to  lead  him  that  Ruth 
said  anything.  They  were  sitting  in  the 
enforced  companionship  of  the  few  mo- 
ments before  dinner,  when  as  yet  the 
guests  had  not  arrived,  and  she  noticed 
his  moody  preoccupation. 

"John,"  she  said,  with  a  laugh,  "you 
look  and  act  as  if  you  were  in  love." 

He  glanced  up  quickly.  ''What  do 
you  mean?"  he  denumded. 

"Your  conduct  agrees  perfectly  with 
the  i)0})ular  idea  of  a  person  in  such  a 
state.  You  are  silent,  absent-minded,  and 
you  eat  very  little." 

He  did  not  speak,  but  continued  to 
stare  at  her. 

"  I  believe  you  are,"  she  went  on,  more 
earnestly.  "But  as  there's  no  one  of 
whom  lean  be  jealous,  why,  I  sha'n't  be; 
and,"  she  concluded,  with  a  little  con- 
tem})luous  gesture,  "  we've  never  gone  in 
very  much  for  sentiment  and  passion.*" 

"No,"  he  replied,  dully,  *'we  haven't." 

But  her  words  made  an  impression  on 
him,  and  he  realized  that  in  reality  he  was 
in  love — with  a  picture,  or  rather  with 
what  he  clearl}-  saw  that  the  picture  rcj)- 
resented.  Though  at  (irst  he  was  amazed 
aiul  a  trifle  ashamed,  a  longer  acquaint- 
ance with  the  idea  habituated  him  to  it, 
and  gradually  and  consciously  he  lived 
in  the  world  of  his  own  creating,  Avith 
the  woman  of  his  imaginations.  His 
daily  occupation  was  not  changed,  the 
world  at  large  saw  no  alteration  in  him, 
but  John  Bethune  had  at  last  an  ideal, 
and  that  ideal  was  his  life.  It  must  not 
be  imagined  that  he  gave  up  all  his  time 
to  fruitless  dreamings,  but  there  were 
times  when  he  shut  himself  in,  and,  ab- 
sorbed before  the  })icture,  let  his  mind 
Avander  in  ways  that  no  one,  and  Ruth 
least  of  all,  might  suspect.  And  so  it 
was  for  many  years,  until  the  hair  about 
John  Bethune's  temples  became  gray, 
and  the  wrinkles  at  the  corners  of 
Ruth's  eyes  spread  and   deepened.      But 
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his  iiifaioation  evei*  remained  the  same, 
streiio-theiiiiig'  I'allier  than  diminisliing, 
and  the  picture  was  his  only  real  com- 
])anion — the  woman  tliat  it  re])resented 
tlie  active  and  determining-  inlluence  of 
liis  life.  Ruth,  whetlier  because  her  in- 
terest was  small,  or  because  she  ])urposely 
r(^frained  from  intruding  upon  him.  had 
not  in  all  this  time  ])enetrated  to  this 
particular  holy  of  holies.  There  was  no 
understanding.  l)ut  it  was  a  custom,  and 
one  to  which  she  had  adhered.  It  would 
hardly  ])e  ti'ue  to  say  that  Kuth  had  be- 
come fond  of  John  as  time  passed:  but 
everything  had  l)ecome  more  dim.  and 
they  had  lived  a  long  time  together,  there- 
by accumulating  a  great  fund  of  connnon 
interests.  Certainly  his  companionship 
had  become  less  ii'lcsome.  and  if  habit  had 
not  stood  in  the  way.  she  would  volunta- 
rily have  sought  it  more  often. 

One  night  Ruth  sat  u])on  the  broad 
veraiula  of  the  great  lu:)use,  watching 
the  heavy  clouds  which  then,  just  after 
sunset,  wei'e  inassing  quickly  behind  the 
trees.  The}'  grew  dark.  i)onderous.  and 
threatening.  There  could  be  little  doubt 
that  a  thunder-storm,  and  a  very  heavy 
one.  was  immiiunit.  Ruth 'was  iierY(nis. 
Although  ordinarily  courageous,  she  had, 
like  many  women,  retained  in  middle  life 
her  youthful  fear  of  the  lightning  and  the 
thunder.  It  was  really  terror;  with  tlie 
Hash  and  the  crash  she  always  became  pan- 
ic-stricken, and  lied  for  concealment,  in 
childish  thoughtlessness.  Already  she  had 
heard  the  lirst  muttering,  already  caught 
the  glow  of  the  first  glare.  The  clouds 
were  coming  on  swiftly,  preceded  hy  a 
dry,  sharp  wind  tliat  v.as  driving  leaves 
and  twigs  wildly  before  it.  In  a  moment 
the  tem])est  would  burst.  She  rose  to  her 
feet  and  glanced  quickly  around.  Tiie 
great  drawing-i'ooms  were  deserted,  and. 
in  view  of  the  tumult  to  come,  the  si- 
lence was  in  itself  a{)palling.  She  knew 
that  Bethune  was  in  his  room,  in  a  not 
distant  wing,  aiul,  impidled  by  the  need 
of  any  com))anionship,  she  tied  tlirough 
the  low  window,  and  s])ed  along  the  halls 
and  corridors  to  that  ]">art  of  the  house. 
She  had  never  done  such  a  thing  as  t«> 
visit  him  there  before.  l)nt  in  her  terror 
habit  was  forgotten.  When  she  slooil 
before  the   door  she   did   not    pause,  nor 


even  knock,  but  threw  it  open  quickly  and 
hurriedly  entered.  The  darkness  of  the 
storm  was  in  the  apartment,  and  in  the 
dimness  she  did  not  at  first  see.  Then, 
when  she  had  advanced  a  step  or  two. 
she  saw  her  husband  seated  with  bowed 
head,  and  clasped  hands  hanging  between 
his  Icnees.  He  had  not  heard  her.  and  at 
hrst  he  did  not  look  up. 

",lohn!"'  she  cried,  wildly,  in  her  af- 
fright. 

He  glanced  up  with  a  sudden  start. 

At  that  instant  the  ra])id  ilare  of  the 
quickly  mourning  tempest  shone  through 
the  room.  With  sudden  illumination  the 
whole  ])iace  was  bi-ightly  lit  up  —  not  a 
corner  but  that  could  be  clearly  seen — 
and  at  a  glance  Ruth  discovered  the  ob- 
ject before  which  Bethune  sat  in  bowed 
dejection.  Tiie  curtain  was  drawn  back, 
the  doors  tlirown  ojien.  and  his  treasure 
appeared  completely  revealed. 

"John."  she  cried,  forgetting  the  storm 
and  everything  in  her  astonishment, 
'•  where  did  you  get  my  picture?" 

"Your  picture!"  he  exclaimed,  rising 
to  his  feet. 

"Yes."  sh.e  said.  "The  picture  Ralph 
Lysaght  painted  of  me." 

"He  painted  that  of  your"  stammered 
Bethune. 

"Yes."  she  said.  "He  was  going  to 
give  it  to  me.  but  he  was  killed,  and  I 
never  knew  whei'e  it  was — and — "  As 
the  thunder  burst  with  a  territic  crash 
she  trembled  and  cowered  in  a  dark  cor- 
ner. 

"He  painted  that."  repeated  Bethtme, 
"of  you?  But — it  does  not  look  like 
you." 

"  He  said  it  did,"  she  whispered — "  that 
it  was  the  way  I  looked  to  him — "  And 
as  again  the  house  seemed  to  shake  with 
a  new  reverberation  she  screamed, 

"Oh.  John:" 

But  he  clearly  did  not  hear  her.  as  he 
stood  gazing  at  the  picture. 

It  was  said  in  the  beginning  that  there 
v/as  a  story  told  by  John  Bethune  one 
sultry  starry  summer  night  just  before 
code's  crow,  when  the  earth  at  last  lay 
dim  and  quiet,  which  might  properly  be 
addressed  "to  those  whom  it  may  con- 
cern." 

Tills  is  the  storv. 


NEW    WOEDS    AND    OLD. 

BY    BRANDER    MATTHEWS. 


NOT  long  before  tlie  opening'  of  the 
splendid  exhibition  which  for  the 
short  space  of  six  months  made  Chicago 
the  most  interesting  city  in  the  world  its 
leading  literary  journal  editorially  re- 
joiced that  English  was  becoming  a 
world-language,  but  sorrowed  also  that 
it  was  so  sadly  in  danger  of  corruption; 
and  not  long  before  the  celebration  of 
the  Diamond  Jubilee  of  Queen  Victoria, 
a  London  journalist  proclaimed  that  Eng- 
lish was  in  a  parlous  state.  The  Amer- 
ican journalist  called  upon  us  to  take 
pattern  by  the  British,  and  the  British 
journalist  cried  out  for  an  academy  like 
that  of  the  French.  These  shrill  out- 
breaks serve  only  to  alarm  the  timid,  and 
to  reveal  an  unhesitating  ignorance  of  the 
history  of  our  language.  The  same  kind 
of  protest  has  been  made  constantly  ever 
since  English  has  been  recognized  as  a 
tongue  \vorthy  of  preservation  and  pro- 
tection, and  it  would  be  easy  to  supply 
parallels — some  of  them  five  hundred 
years  old. 

We  know  now  that  grow^th  is  a  con- 
dition of  life,  and  that  only  a  dead  lan- 
guage is  rigid.  We  know  now  that  it  is 
dangerous  to  elevate  the  literary  diction 
too  far  above  the  speech  of  the  plain  peo- 
ple. We  have  found  out  that  nobody  in 
Rome  ever  spoke  Ciceronian  Latin  ;  Ci- 
cero did  not  speak  it  himself;  he  did  not 
even  write  it  naturally;  he  wrote  it  with 
an  effort,  and  not  always  to  his  own 
satisfaction  at  the  first  attempt.  AVe 
have  discovered  that  there  was  a  wide 
gap  between  the  elegance  of  the  orator's 
polished  periods  and  the  uncouth  blunt- 
ness  of  the  vulgar  tongue  of  the  Roman 
people;  and  we  believe  that  this  diver- 
gence was  broader  than  that  between  the 
perfect  style  of  Hawthorne,  for  example, 
and  the  dialect  of  Salem  or  of  Concord. 

By  experts  like  Whitney  we  are  told 
that  there  has  been  less  structural  modi- 
fication of  our  language  in  the  second 
half  of  the  nineteenth  century  than  in 
any  other  fifty-year  period  of  its  exist- 
ence. Our  vocabulary  has  been  enor- 
mously enriched,  but  the  skeleton  of  our 
speech  has  been  only  a  little  developed. 
With  the  decrease  in  illiteracy  the  con- 
serving force  of  the  printing-press  must 


always  hereafter  make  change  increas- 
ingly ditlicult — even  in  the  obvious  cases 
where  improvement  is  possible.  The  in- 
direct infi.uence  of  the  novelist,  and  the 
direct  influence  of  the  schoolmaster — 
very  powerful  eaph  of  them,  and  almost 
irresistible  when  united— will  always  be 
exerted  on  the  side  of  the  conservatives. 
To  seize  these  facts  Qrmly,  and  to  under- 
stand their  applications,  is  to  have  ready 
always  an  ample  answer  for  all  those 
who  chatter  about  the  impending  corrup- 
tion of  our  noble  tongue. 

But  we  may  go  further.  The  study  of 
history  shows  us  that  the  future  of  Eng- 
lish is  dependent  not  on  the  watchfulness 
of  its  guardians,  not  upon  the  increasing 
richness  and  flexibility  of  its  vocabulary, 
not  upon  the  modification  of  its  syntax, 
not  upon  the  needed  reform  of  its  orthog- 
raphy ;  it  is  not  conditioned  upon  any 
purity  or  any  corruption  of  the  language 
itself.  The  future  of  the  English  lan- 
guage is  dependent  upon  the  future  of  the 
two  great  peoples  that  s])eak  it;  it  is  con- 
ditioned upon  the  strength,  the  energy,  the 
vigor,  and  the  virtue  of  the  British  and 
the  Americans. 

"  Every  word  we  speak,''  so  Dr.  Holmes 
told  us,  "  is  the  medal  of  a  dead  tliought 
or  feeling,  struck  in  the  die  of  some  hu- 
man experience,  worn  smooth  by  innu- 
merable contacts,  and  always  transferred 
warm  from  one  to  another."  We  must 
admit  that  these  chance  medallists  of  lan- 
guage have  not  always  been  gifted  artists 
or  skilled  craftsmen,  so  the  words  of  their 
striking  are  sometimes  misshapen;  nor 
have  they  always  respected  the  standard, 
so  there  is  counterfeit  coin  in  cii'culation 
sometimes.  Even  when  the  word  is  ster- 
ling and  well-minted,  be  it  new  or  old — 

Now  stamped  with  the  image  of  Good  Queen  Bes?, 
And  now  of  a  Bloody  Mary — 

the  coin  itself  is  sometimes  locked  u])  in 
the  reserve,  to  be  misrepresented  by  a 
shabby  paper  promise  to  pay.  So  fierce 
is  the  po})nlar  demand  for  an  increased 
per  capita  that  the  verbal  currency  is 
ever  in  danger  of  debasement.  This  is 
the  apparent  justification  of  the  self-ap- 
pointed tellers  who  busy  themselves  with 
touchstones  of  their  own,  and  who  ven- 
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ture  to  throw  out  miicli  false  coin.  Tlieir 
tests  are  trustworthy  now  and  again  ;  but 
more  often  tlian  not  tlie  pieces  they  liave 
nailed  to  tlie  counter  are  of  full  ^veight, 
and  ought  to  pass  current. 

"There  is  a  purism,'"  Whitney  said, 
"  which,  while  it  seeks  to  maintain  the 
integrity  of  the  language,  in  elVect  stilles 
its  growth  ;  to  be  too  fearful  of  new  ^vords 
and  phrases,  new  meanings,  familiar  and 
colloquial  expressions,  is  little  less  fatal 
to  the  Avell-being  of  a  s})oken  tongue 
tlian  to  I'ush  into  the  opi)osite  extreme." 
And  Professor  Lounsbury  goes  farther 
and  asserts  that  our  language  is  not  to- 
day in  danger  from  the  agencies  com- 
monly supposed  to  be  corrupting  it,  but 
rather  "from  ignorant  efforts  made  to 
])reserve  what  is  called  its  purity."  And 
elsewhere  the  same  inexpugnable  author- 
ity reminds  us  that  "tlie  history  of  lan- 
guage is  the  history'  of  corruptions,"  and 
that  "the  purest  of  speakers  uses  every 
day,  with  perfect  propriety,  words  and 
forms  which,  looked  at  from  the  point  of 
view  of  the  past,  are  improper,  if  not 
scandalous.'' 

There  would  be  both  interest  and  in- 
struction in  a  list  of  the  many  words  se- 
curely intrenched  in  our  own  vocabulary 
to-day  which  were  bitterly  assaulted  on 
their  first  appearance.  Swift  praises  him- 
self for  his  valiant  effort  against  certain 
of  these  intruders:  "  I  have  done  my  ut- 
most for  some  years  ])ast  to  stop  the  prog- 
ress of  Dwb  and  baiifer,  but  have  been 
})laiiily  borne  down  by  numbers  and  be- 
trayed by  those  who  promised  to  assist 
me."'  Puttenham  (or  whoever  it  was  that 
wrote  the  anonymous  Arte  of  English 
Poesii\  published  in  15S9)  admitted  the 
need  of  certain  words  to  which  the  purists 
might  justly  object,  and  then  adds  that 
"many  other  like  words, borrowed  out  of 
the  Latin  and  French,  were  not  so  well  to 
be  allowed  by  us,"  citing  then  among 
those  of  which  lie  disapproved  —  auda- 
cious, egregious,  and  compatible.  In  the 
Poetaster,  acted  in  IGOl.  Ben  Jonson 
satirized  Marston's  verbal  innovations, 
and  among  the  words  he  reviled  are 
clumsy  J  n flat  c,  spurious,  conscious,  stren- 
iioiis,defunct,  retrograde,  and  reciprocal. 

Puttenham  wrote  at  the  end  of  the  six- 
teenth century,  Jonson  at  the  beginning 
of  the  seventeenth.  Swift  at  the  begin- 
ning of  the  eigh.teenth;  ;ind  at  the  be- 
ginning of  the  nineteenth  we  lind  Lady 
Holland  declaring  influential  to  be  a  de- 


testable ^vord,  and  asserting  that  she  had 
tried  in  vain  to  get  Sheridan  to  forego  it. 

At  the  end  of  the  nineteenth  century 
the  battle  is  still  raging  over  stand-j^oint, 
for  example,  and  over  reliable,  and  over 
lengthy,  and  over  a  score  of  others,  all  of 
which  bid  fair  to  establish  themselves  ul- 
timately, because  they  supply  a  demand 
more  or  less  insistent.  The  fate  is  more 
doubtful  of  p/^o/o  iov  photograph,  and  of 
■phone  for  telephone ;  they  both  strike  us 
now  as  vulgarisms,  just  as  the  abbrevia- 
tion of  mobile  vulgus  to  viob  struck 
Swift  as  vulgar;  and  it  may  be  that  in 
time  they  will  live  down  this  stigma  of 
illegitimacy,  just  as  mob  has  survived  it. 
Baccoon  and  ojiossum  are  also  yielding 
the  ground  before  coo)i  and  2^ossuni. 
Then  there  is  the  misbegotten  verb  to  en- 
tliuse — the  most  hideous  of  vocables  in 
my  sight — what  is  to  be  its  fate^  Al- 
though I  have  detected  it  in  the  careful 
columns  of  the  Xation,  it  has  not  as  yet 
been  adopted  by  any  acknowledged  mas- 
ter of  English;  none  the  less,  I  fear  me 
greatly,  it  has  all  the  vitality  of  other  ill 
weeds. 

Dryden  declared  that  he  traded  "both 
with  the  living  and  the  dead  for  the  en- 
richment of  our  native  language  "  ;  but  he 
denied  that  he  Latinized  too  much;  and 
the  most  of  the  gallicisms  he  attempted 
have  not  won  acceptance.  Lowell  thought 
that  Dryden  did  not  add  a  single  word  to 
the  language,  unless  "he  first  used  mag- 
'iietisni  in  its  present  sense  of  moral  at- 
traction." Dr.  Holmes  also  discovered 
that  it  is  not  enough  to  make  a  new 
word  when  it  is  needed  and  to  fashion  it 
fitly;  its  fortune  still  dei)ends  on  ])tiblic 
ca])rice  or  po})ular  instinct.  "  I've  some- 
times made  new  words."  he  told  a  friend; 
"I  made  chrysocracy,  thinking  it  would 
take  its  place,  but  it  didn't;  plutocracy, 
meaning  the  same  thing,  was  adopted  in- 
stead." But  ana'stliesia  was  a  word  of 
Dr.  Holmes's  making  which  has  won  its 
way  not  only  in  English,  but  in  most  of 
the  other  modern  languages.  It  may  be 
doubted  whether  a  like  fortune  will  fol- 
low another  word  quoted  in  one  of  his 
letters,  aproposity,  a  bilingual  hybrid  not 
without  analogues  in  our  language. 

It  is  with  surprise  that  in  Stevenson's 
very  Scotch  romance,  David  Balfour,  we 
hap]-)en  upon  another  malformation,  come- 
at-able,  hitherto  supposed  to  be  Yankee  in 
its  origin  and  in  its  aroma.  Elsewhere  in 
the  same  storv  we  read  "  vou  claim  to  be 
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innocent,"  a  form  whicli  the  cockney  crit- 
ics are  wont  to  call  American.  Steven- 
son in  this  novel  uses  both  the  modern 
jeopardize  and  the  ancient  enjeopardy . 
Just  why  to  jeopardize  should  have  driv- 
en to  jeopard  out  of  use  it  is  not  easy  to 
declare,  nor  why  leniency  is  supplanting 
lenity.  As  drunk  seems  to  suggest  total 
intoxication,  it  is  possible  to  discover  the 
cause  of  the  increasing-  tendency"  to  say 
"I  have  drank.''  No  defence  is  easy  of 
"in  our  midst  "  for  "  in  the  midst  of  us," 
and  yet  it  will  prevail  inevitably,  for  it  is 
a  convenient  short-cut.  Dr.  Holmes  con- 
fessed to  Richard  Grant  White  that  he 
had  used  it  once,  and  that  Edward  Everett 
(who  had  also  once  fallen  from  grace) 
made  him  see  the  error  of  his  ways.  It 
is  to  be  found  twice  in  Stevenson's  Ama- 
teur Emigrant,  and  again  in  the  Res  Ju- 
dicata of  Mr.  Augustine  Birrell,  a  brisk 
essayist,  although  not  an  impeccable  styl- 
ist. 

It  is  nothing  against  a  noun  that  it  is 
new.  To  call  it  a  neologism  is  but  beg- 
ging the  question.  Of  necessity,every  word 
was  new  once.  It  was  "  struck  in  the  die 
of  human  experience,"  to  come  back  to 
Dr.  Holmes's  figure;  and  it  is  at  its  best 
before  it  is  "  worn  smooth  by  innumera- 
ble contacts."  Lowell  thought  it  vras  a 
chief  element  of  Shakespeare's  great- 
ness that  "he  found  words  ready  to  his 
use,  original  and  untarnished — types  of 
tliought  whose  sharp  edges  were  unworn 
by  repeated  impressions."  He  "found  a 
language  already  established,  but  not  yet 
fetlocked  by  dictionary  and  grammar  mon- 
gers." For  the  same  reason  Merimee  de- 
lighted in  Russian,  because  it  was  "  young, 
the  pedants  not  having  had  time  to  spoil 
it;  it  is  admirably  fit  for  poetry." 

This  native  relish  for  the  uncontam- 
inated  word  it  was  that  led  Hugo  and 
.Gautier  to  ransack  all  sorts  of  special  vo- 
cabularies. This  thirst  for  the  unhack- 
neyed epithet  it  is  tliat  urges  Mr.  Rud- 
yard  Kipling  to  avail  himself  of  the  tech- 
nical terms  of  trade,  which  serve  his  pur- 
pose not  merely  because  they  are  exact, 
but  also  because  they  are  unexpected. 
The  device  is  dangerous,  no  doubt,  but  a 
writer  of  delicate  perceptions  can  find  his 
advantage  in  it.  Perhaps  George  Eliot 
was  a  little  too  fond  of  injecting  into  fic- 
tion the  terminology  of  science,  but  there 
was  nothing  blameworthj^  in  the  desire 
to  enlarge  the  vocabulary  whicli  should 
be  at  the  command  of  the  novelist.     Pro- 
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fessor  Dowden  records  that  when  she  used 
in  a  story  words  and  phrases  like  dynamic 
and  natural  selection,  the  reviewer  pricked 
up  his  delicate  ears  and  shied;  and  he 
makes  bold  to  suggest  that  "if  the  thor- 
oughbred critic  could  only  be  led  close 
up  to  dynamic,  he  would  find  that  dynam- 
ic would  not  bite."  Every  lover  of  our 
language  will  sympathize  with  Professor 
Dowden's  assertion  that  "a  protest  of 
common-sense  is  really  called  for  against 
the  affectation  which  professes  to  find 
obscurity  in  words  because  they  are  tri- 
syllabic, or  because  they  carry  with  them 
scientific  associations.  Language,  the  in- 
strument of  literary  art,  is  an  instrument 
of  ever-extending  range;  and  the  truest 
l^edantry,  in  an  age  when  the  air  is  sat- 
urated with  scientific  thought,  would  be 
to  reject  those  accessions  to  the  language 
whicli  are  the  special  gain  of  the  time." 

Where  George  Eliot  erred — if  err  she 
did  at  all  in  this  matter — was  in  the  use 
of  scientific  terms  inappropriately,  or,  so 
to  say,  boastfully,  whereby  she  aroused 
an  association  of  ideas  foreign  to  the  pur- 
pose in  hand.  Every  writer  needs  to  con- 
sider most  carefully  the  obvious  and  the 
remote  associations  of  the  ])hrases  he  em- 
ploys, that  these  ma}^  intensify  the  thought 
he  wishes  to  convey.  A  word  is  known 
by  the  company  it  has  kept.  Especially 
must  a  poet  have  a  keen  nose  for  the  fra- 
grant woi'd,  or  else  his  stanzas  will  lack 
savor.  The  magic  of  his  art  lies  largely 
in  the  syllables  he  selects,  in  their  sound 
and  in  their  color.  Not  their  meanings 
merely  are  important  to  him,  but  their 
suggestions  also— not  what  they  denote 
more  than  what  they  connote.  Xn  Amer- 
ican psychologist  has  i-ecently  told  us 
that  every  word  has  not  only  its  own 
note  but  also  its  overtones.  With  un- 
conscious foresight  the  great  poets  have 
always  acted  on  this  theory. 

Perhaps  this  is  a  reason  why  the  poets 
have  ever  been  ready  to  rescue  a  cast-ott' 
word  from  the  rubbish  heap  of  tlie  past. 
Professor  Earle  (of  Oxford)  declares  that 
"it  has  been  one  of  the  most  interesting 
features  of  the  new  vigor  and  inde])en- 
dence  of  American  literature  tliat  it  has 
often  displayed  in  a  surprising  manner 
what  springs  of  novelty  there  are  in  re- 
serve and  to  be  elicited  by  novel  combina- 
tions"— a  statement  more  com])lirnentary 
in  its  intent  than  felicitous  in  its  phras- 
ing. It  is  well  known  that  many  good 
old  words  dropped   out  of  use  in  Great 
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Britain  have  been  kept  l)rigbt  for  service 
ill  tlje  Ignited  States.  When  tlie  revisers 
of  the  Eiiu'lisli  Bible  drew  up  a  list  of  the 
words  in  the  King  James  version,  then 
obsolete  in  England,  it  was  seen  at  once 
that  a  large  pi-oportion  of  them  were  alive 
in  America,  where  they  were  still  under- 
standed  of  the  peo})le.  Professor  Earle 
praises  Emerson  and  Lowell  and  Holmes 
for  their  skill  in  enriching  onr  modern 
English  with  the  old  words  locked  up  out 
of  sight  in  tlie  treasuries  of  the  past, 
Lowell  said  of  Emerson  that  ''his  eye  for 
a  line  telling  phrase  that  will  carry  true 
is  like  tliat  of  a  backwoodsman  for  a  rille; 
and  he  will  dredge  you  up  a  ciioice  word 
from  the  mud  of  Cotton  Mather  himself." 

Of  course  this  eti'ort  to  recover  the 
scattered  pearls  of  speech,  dropped  by  the 
wayside  in  the  course  of  the  centuries,  is 
peculiar  neither  to  the  United  States  nor 
to  the  nineteenth  century,  although  i)er- 
haps  it  has  been  carried  further  in  our 
country  and  in  our  time  than  anywhere 
else.  Modern  Greek  has  recalled  to  its 
aid  as  much  old  Greek  as  it  can  assimi- 
late. Sal  lust  was  accused  b}'  an  acrid 
critic  of  havhig  made  a  list  of  obsolete 
words  which  he  strove  deliberately  to  re- 
introduce into  Latin.  This  is,  in  eft'ect, 
what  Spenser  sought  to  do  with  Chaucer's 
vocabulary;  and  it  is  curious  to  reflect 
that,  owing,  it  may  be,  in  part  to  the  ex- 
ample set  by  the  author  of  the  "Faerie 
Queene,"  the  language  of  the  "XVmterbury 
Tales'"  is  far  less  strange,  less  remote,  less 
archaic,  to  us  to-day  than  it  was  to  the 
Elizal)ethans. 

A  rapid  consun:iption  of  the  vocabulary 
is  going  on  constantly.  Wofds  are  swift- 
ly worn  out  and  used  up  and  thrown 
aside.  New  words  are  made  or  borrowed 
to  fill  the  vacancies.  Once  upon  a  time  to 
af/(/r((vafe  meant  to  increase  an  offence: 
now  it  is  often  used  as  though,  it  meant  to 
irriuite.  Formerly  calcuhite.d — as  in  the 
sentence  ''it  was  calculated  to  do  harm" 
—  im})lied  a  deliberate  intention  to  in- 
jure; now  the  idea  of  iritention  has  been 
eliminated,  and  tlie  sentence  is  held  to  be 
rougiily  equivalent  to  "it  was  Jikehj  to 
do  harm."  Verbal  is  slowly  getting  itself 
accepted  as  synonymous  with  ond,  in 
antithesis  to  irritfeiL  Lurid  is  really 
2Ktle,  ivaiK  ghasflj/:  but  how  often  of  late 
has  it  been  employed  as  though  it  signi- 
fied red  or  ruddy  or  blood >/  I 

At   first   these   new    uses    of  these   old 
words  were  slovenlv  and  inadmissible  in- 


accuracies, but  by  sheer  insistence  they 
are  winning  their  pardon,  until  at  last  they 
will  gain  authority  as  they  broaden  down 
from  precedent  to  precedent.  It  is  well 
to  be  off  with  the  old  word  before  you 
are  on  with  the  new;  and  no  writer  who 
respects  his  mother-tongue  is  ever  in  haste 
to  take  up  with  words  thus  wrested  from 
their  primitive  propriety. 

But  as  Dryden  declared  when  justify- 
ing his  modernizing  of  Chaucer's  vocabu- 
lary, "  Words  are  not  like  landmarks,  so 
sacred  as  never  to  be  removed;  customs 
are  changed,  and  even  statutes  are  silent- 
ly repealed  when  the  reason  ceases  for 
which  they  were  enacted."  It  was  Dry- 
den's  "Cousin  Swift"  who  once  declared 
that  "a  nice  man  is  a  man  of  uasty  ideas" 
— an  assertion  which  I  venture  to  believe 
to  be  wholly  incomprehensible  to-day  to 
the  young  ladies  of  England,  in  whose 
mouths  nice  means  agreeable  and  nasty 
means  disagreeable.  Xice  has  suffered 
this  inexplicable  metamorphosis  in  the 
United  States  as  well  as  in  Great  Britain ; 
but  nasty  has  not  yet  been  emptied  of  its 
original  offensiveness  here  as  it  has  over 
there.  And  even  in  British  speech  the 
transformation  is  relatively  recent;  I 
think  Stevenson  was  guilty  of  an  anach- 
ronism in  Weir  of  Ilenuiston  when  he 
puts  it  in  the  mouth  of  a  young  Scot. 

In  like  manner  awful  and  terrible  and 
elegant  have  been  so  misused  as  mere  in- 
tensitives  that  a  carefuhwriter  now  strikes 
them  out  when  they  come  off  the  end  of 
his  pen  in  their  original  meaning.  So 
quite  no  longer  implies  completely,  but 
is  almost  synonymous  with  somewhat, 
quite  poor  meaning  somewliat  poor,  and 
quite  good  mQaniu g pretty  good.  Unique 
is  getting  to  imply  merely  excellent,  or 
perhaps  only  nnusual  ;  its  exact  etymo- 
logical value  is  departing  forever.  Creole, 
which  should  be  applied  only  to  Cauca- 
sian natives  of  tropical  countries  born  of 
Latin  ])arents,  is  beginning  to  carry  with 
it  in  the  vulgar  tongue  of  to-day  a  vague 
suspicion  of  negro  blood. 

While  the  perversion  of  nice  and  nasty 
is  British,  there  is  an  American  perversion 
of  dirt  not  unlike.  To  most  Americans,  I 
think,  dirt  suggests  eartJi.  or  soiL  or  clay. 
or  dust ;  to  most  Americans.  I  tliink.  dirt 
no  longer  carries  with  it  any  suggestion 
of  dirtiness.  I  have  heard  a  mother  send 
her  little  boy  off  to  make  mud  pies,  on 
condition  that  he  used  only  ''clean  dirt,'' 
and  I  know  that  a  lawn-tennis  ground  of 
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compacted  earth  is  called  a  dirt  court. 
Yet  thoug-li  the  Jiouii  has  thus  been  def- 
ecated, the  adjective  keeps  its  earlier 
force,  and  there  even  lingers  something 
of  the  pristine  value  in  the  noun  itself 
when  it  is  emplo^yed  in  the  picturesque 
idiom  of  the  Rocky  Mountains,  where  to 
be  guilty  of  an  underhand  injury  against 
any  one  is  to  do  hiin  dirt.  Lovers  of 
Western  verse  will  i-ecall  how  the  fre- 
quenters of  Casey's  table  dlwte  went  to 
see  "  Modjesky  as  Cameel,"  and  liow  they 
sat  in  silence  until  the  break  occurs  be- 
tween the  lover  and  his  mistress: 
At  that  Three  -  Fingered   Hoover   says,  "I'll   chip 

into  this  game. 
And  see  if  Red  IIoss  Mountain  cannot  reconstruct 

the  same. 
I    won't    set    by    and    see    the    fcelin's    of    a    lady 

hurt — 
Gol   durn   a   critter,  anyhow,   that    does   a    woman 

dirt!" 

Here,  no  doubt,  we  have  crossed  the 
confines  of  slang;  but  having  done  so,  I 
venture  upon  an  anecdote  which  will 
serve  to  show  how  completely  sometimes 
the  new^er  meaning  of  a  Avord  substitutes 
itself  for  the  older.  Two  friends  of  mine 
were  in  a  train  of  the  elevated  railroad 
passing  through  that  formerly  craggy 
part  of  upper  New  York  which  was  once 
called  Shantytown,  and  which  now  pre- 
fers to  be  known  as  Harlem.  One  of 
them  drew  the  attention  of  the  other  to 
the  capering  young  capricorns  that  sport- 
ed over  the  blasted  rocks  by  the  side  of 
the  lofty  track.  "Just  look  at  those  kids  I" 
were  the  words  he  used.  He  was  over- 
heard by  a  boy  of  the  streets  sitting  in 
the  next  seat,  who  glanced  out  of  the 
window  at  once,  but  failed  to  discover 
the  children  he  expected  to  behold. 
Whereupon  he  prom])tly  looked  up  and 
corrected  my  friend.  "Them's  not 
kids,"  declared  the  urchin  of  Manhattan; 
"  them's  little  goats!'' 

The  change  in  the  application  of  college 
is  still  in  process  of  accomplishment.  In 
England  a  college  was  a  place  of  instruc- 
tion, sometimes  independent  (as  Eton 
College,  in  which  case  it  is  really  a  high- 
school),  and  sometimes  a  component  ])art 
of  a  university  (in  wliich  case  the  rest  of 
the  organization  is  not  infrequently  non- 
existent). An  English  university  is  not 
unlike  a  federation  of  colleges,  and  the 
relation  of  Merton  and  Magdalen  to  Ox- 
ford is  not  unlike  that  of  Massachusetts 
and  Virginia  to  the  United  States.  In 
America  college  and  university  were  long 


carelessly  confused,  as  though  they  were 
interconvertible  terms;  but  of  late  a  sharp 
distinction  is  being  set  up — a  distinction 
quite  different  from  that  obtaining  in 
England.  In  this  new^  American  usage 
a  college  is  a  place  where  undergraduates 
are  trained,  and  a  university  is  a  place 
Avhere  graduate  students  are  guided  in 
research.  Thus  the  college  gives  breadth, 
and  the  university  adds  depth.  Thus  the 
college  provides  general  culture,  and  the 
university  })rovides  the  opportunity  of 
specialization.  If  we  accept  this  distinc- 
tion, and  it  has  been  accepted  by  all 
those  who  discuss  the  higher  education  in 
America,  we  are  forced  to  admit  that  the 
most  of  the  self-styled  universities  of  tliis 
country  should  be  called  colleges,  and  we 
are  allowed  to  observe  that  the  college 
and  the  university  can  exist  side  by  side 
in  the  same  institution,  as  at  Harvard 
and  at  Columbia. 

While  this  modification  of  the  meaning 
of  college  is  being  nuide  in  America,  a 
modification  in  the  meaning  of  chapel 
has  been  made  in  England.  At  first 
chapel  described  a  subordinate  part  of  a 
church,  devoted  to  special  services.  By 
natural  extension  it  came  to  denote  a 
smaller  edifice  subsidiary  to  a  large 
church,  as  Grace  Church  m  New  York 
was  once  a  chapel  of  Trinity  Church. 
But  in  this  century  chapel  has  come  to  be 
ap])lied  in  England  more  especially  to  the 
humbler  meeting-houses  of  the  various 
sects  of  dissenters,  while  church  is  re- 
served for  the  places  of  worship  of  the 
established  religion.  Thus  Sir  Walter 
Besant  classifies  the  population  of  a 
river-side  parish  in  London  into  those 
who  go  to  church  and  those  who  go  to 
chapel,  having  no  doubt  that  all  his 
British  readers  will  understand  the  for- 
mer to  be  Episcopalians  and  the  latter 
Methodists  or  the  like. 

This  is  a  Briticism  not  likely  ever  to  be 
adopted  in  America.  But  another  Briti- 
cism bids  fair  to  have  a  better  fortune. 
Living  as  they  do  on  a  little  group  of 
islands,  the  British  naturally  are  in  the 
habit  of  referring  to  the  rest  of  Europe 
as  the  Contiiieut.  They  run  across  the 
channel  to  take  a  little  tour  "on  the  Con- 
tinent." They  speak  of  the  pronuncia- 
tion of  Latin  that  obtains  everywhere 
but  in  Great  Britain  and  Ireland  as  tlie 
Coutinoital  pronunciation.  Already  has 
a  New  York  literary  review,  after  having 
had  a  series  of  papers  on  "Living  Crit- 
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ics''  (in  wlncli  were  included  botli  Britisli 
writers  and  American),  followed  it  witli  a 
series  of  "Li vino-  Continental  Critics''  (in 
which  the  chief  critics  of  Fj-ance,  Ger- 
many, Spain,  and  Scandinavia  were  con- 
sidered). Yet  there  is  no  logic  in  this  use 
of  the  word  over  here,  since  we  Ameri- 
cans are  not  insular,  and  since  North 
America  is  a  continent  just  as  Europe  is. 
As  it  hai)pens,  the  word  continental  in  a 
whollv  contradictorv  meanins:  is  o-lorious 


in  the  history  of  the  L'nited  Slates.  Who 
does  not  know  how 

III  their  rafrired  regiraeiitals 
Stood  the  o.d  Continentals, 
Yieldiiiir  not  '? 

None  the  less  will  the  convenience  of  this 
British  use  of  the  word  outweigh  its  lack 
of  logic  in  America— as  convenience  has 
so  often  overridden  more  serious  consid- 
erations. Language  is  a  tool,  and  must 
be  shaped  to  fit  the  hand  that  uses  it. 


1 


EDiTOR5sr*l55TaD 
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I. 

IHE  question  is  often  raised  whether 
le  line  arts  are  necessary  adjuncts 
of  civilization.  If  they  are  not,  and 
our  modei'u  civilization  is  inimical  to 
the  fine  arts,  then  the  critic  Avho  talks 
about  the  United  States  need  not  be  em- 
barrassed with  explanations  and  conces- 
sions. Everybody  in  the  L^nited  States 
admits,  without  argument,  that  the  coun- 
try is  highly  civilized;  the  majority  ad- 
mit that  it  is  enlightened.  It  would  be 
therefore  altogether  fortunate  if  the  con- 
sideration of  the  fine  arts  could  be  left 
out  of  these  comfortable  conclusions.  An 
industrial  and  connnercial  civilization 
does  not  want  to  be  bothered  with  the 
ideal  view  of  life  wliich  insists  that  beati- 
fy is  an  essential  element  in  human  life. 
We  see  that  it  was  once  essential,  and 
that  beauty  was  even  ])opular,  in  those 
ages  which  produced  the  masterpieces  in 
architecture,  in  painting  and  sculpture, 
which  still  appeal  to  certain  emotions 
wiiich  a  practical  age  lias  not  wholly 
eliminated  ;  but  it  is  evidently  out  of 
place  among  a  peo{)lo  who  get  their  high- 
est enjoyment  out  of  bigness  and  utility. 

It  is  the  universal  o]Mnion  of  the  hordes 
of  excursionists  to  ^^lexico,  from  whose 
manners  the  Mexicans  judge  our  civiliza- 
tion, that  ]\Iexico  is  about  a  century  and  a 
half  beliind  the  United  States  in  all  that 
makes  life  worth  while.  This  opinion  I 
am  not  about  to  controvert,  but  in  defence 
of  it  I  shall  say  that  it  is  not  wholly 
based  upon  pie,  buckwheat  cakes,  hideous 
twenty-story  buildings,  ngly  churches,  at 
home,  nor  upon  the  leisurely  habits  of 
body  and  mind  here  which  seem  to  the 


excursionists  utter  shiftlessness.  No,  the 
American  has  a  right  to  base  his  judg- 
ment npon  his  home  experience  of  what 
is  comfortable  and  what  is  enterprising 
in  travel,  in  hotels,  in  cooking,  in  busi- 
ness methods.  We  all  admit  that  to  be 
"  slow  '■  is  a  cardinal  vice,  and  to  be  con- 
tented with  little  is  hardly  a  venial  sin. 
We  also  suspect  that  graciousness  of 
manner  and  studied  politeness  must  be 
the  cloak  of  insincerity.  The  very  phrases 
of  ordinary  civility  seem  exaggerated. 
We  say  to  a  visitor  that  we  hope  "'he 
will  make  himself  at  home."  but  it  seems 
insincere  when  the  Mexican  says,  "'this 
house  is  yotirs.*'  I  have  had  a  good 
many  articles  of  value  otfered  to  me  in 
Mexico  —  houses,  horses,  pianos,  raiment, 
jewelry — and  I  liad  the  same  pleasure  in 
the  otter  that  I  should  have  had  from  an 
American  friend  who  said  of  anything 
that  I  admired,  '"  I  am  delighted  that  you 
like  it." 

It  would  be  idle  to  discuss  this  question 
in  a  ])aragraph.  For,  when  all  is  said 
and  done,  we  could  only  come  to  the  con- 
clusion that  it  is  difficult  for  one  race  to 
understand  another,  and  that  the  way  of 
lookirjg  at  life  in  Mexico  is  not  ours. 
Whether  the  one  is  niore  conducive  to 
ha])])iness  than  the  other  I  shoidd  not  at- 
tempt to  say.  And  in  the  matter  of  ig- 
norance of  eacli  other  I  should  say  we 
were  at  a  stand-oif.  I  have  read  a  good 
deal  lately  about  Spain's  ignorance  of  the 
L'nited  States,  and  I  have  Avitnessed  the 
Mexican  ignorance  of  our  great  country'; 
I  should  say  that  it  was  only  matched  by 
our  ignorance  of  Spain  and  of  Mexico, 
An  indication  of  our  ignorance  of  Mexico, 
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socially  and  commercially,  is  the  sort 
of  oflicial  representatives  that  our  gov- 
ernment usually  sends  here.  But  this  is 
aside  from  the  topic  we  started  with,  and 
cannot  be  dwelt  upon;  the  climate  and 
the  productive  capacities  of  Mexico  are 
getting  to  be  understood,  but  the  politi- 
cians who  select  our  official  representa- 
tives have  evidently  no  conception  of  the 
social  position  of  the  ruling  class  here, 
nor  of  the  immense  commercial  advan- 
tages of  our  closer  connection  with  this 
semi-tropical  republic,  which  is  entering 
upon  a  new  career  of  industrial  develop- 
ment. 

However  much  the  traveller  in  Mexico 
may  disapprove  the  want  of  progress,  the 
habits  of  postponement,  and  the  method 
of  living,  he  ma}^  still  be  interested  in 
studying  the  way  of  regarding  life  and 
getting  liappiness  out  of  it  that  is  not  his 
own  way,  and  in  trying  to  understand 
some  of  the  compensations  of  a  civiliza- 
tion different  from  his  own.  And  at  the 
outset  it  is  only  fair  to  say  that  the  mode 
of  living  and  of  enjoyment  should  not 
be  judged  by  the  hotels,  by  the  methods 
of  travel,  by  the  facilities  for  the  enter- 
tainment of  foreigners.  It  is  admitted 
that  the  hotels  are  no  better  than  those  in 
Switzerland  and  Italy  were  before  the 
English  forced  a  reformation  of  them. 
Mexican  habits  of  living  were  made  for 
Mexicans,  and  not  for  foreigners,  and  the 
traveller  could  only  judge  of  them  fairly 
by  an  experience  of  home  life  in  Mexico. 
It  is  only  recently  that  Mexicans  have 
been  called  upon  to  entertain  people 
whose  tastes  are  radically  different  from 
their  own.  Without  discussing  this  mat- 
ter further,  I  wish  to  consider  some 
things  in  Mexico  that  bear  more  or  less 
on  the  question  of  art  and  civilization. 

II. 
Mexico  is  full  of  objects  most  interest- 
ing to  the  artist — aside  from  the  abun- 
dance of  "material"'  in  landscape  and  \n 
genre.  But  the  art  that  will  please  him 
is  mainly  of  the  past,  or  it  is  the  art  for 
which  the  Mexican  is  losing  his  taste. 
Very  few  of  the  noble  monuments  of 
architecture  belong  to  this  century.  There 
are  many  evidences  that  the  present  Mex- 
ican public  has  lost  the  taste  and  tradi- 
tions of  good  art.  The  Indian  traditions 
of  it  still  exist  in  localities  where  pottery 
is  produced  in  the  old  way,  but  not  in  the 
villages  where  there  is  an  increasing  for- 


eign demand  for  it  and  an  attempt  to 
suit  the  American  taste.  The  same  change 
is  going  on  liere  that  took  place  in  Italy, 
where  the  commercial  spirit  ruined  the 
attractive  work  in  porcelain  and  in  glass. 
Little  Venetian  glass  is  now  produced  that 
satisfies  our  love  of  beauty,  and  the  same 
can  be  said  of  the  work  of  the  potters  in 
and  about  Guadalajara.  It  is  becoming 
showy  and  hideous  in  color.  Only  in  the 
most  common  and  the  cheapest  ware  can 
the  lover  of  pottery  find  much  satisfac- 
tion. And  this  is  more  or  less  true  of  the 
work  all  over  the  republic.  Nearly  every 
village  of  importance  makes  its  peculiar 
pottery,  and  the  work  of  most  of  them 
has  already  felt  the  influence  of  the  com- 
mercial spirit.  Almost  invariably,  the 
older  the  w^are  the  better  it  is  in  form  and 
decoration.  That  is  to  say,  the  better  it 
is  ill  the  individual  expression  of  the  ar- 
tist, which  is  the  essential  thing  in  art.  It 
must  also  be  said  that  domestic  taste  in 
decoration  is  not  high,  and  that  the  w^ant 
of  it  shows  itself  also  in  the  restoration  of 
churches  and  public  buildings.  The  treat- 
ment of  some  of  the  beautiful  old  edifices, 
the  color  of  Avhich  age  had  softened  to  a 
priceless  value,  is  nothing  short  of  barbar- 
ous. If  disrespect  for  the  grace  of  an- 
tiquity is  a  sign  of  j^rogress,  the  Mexicans 
are  not  very  far  behind  us.  In  fact,  while 
we,  in  household  decoration  and  in  appre- 
ciation of  what  is  good  in  architecture,  are 
slowly  going  the  right  way,  the  Mexicans 
at  present  are  going  the  wrong  way.  So, 
if  art  is  not  an  essential  of  civilization, 
the  Mexicans  may  be  getting  to  the  front. 

It  w^as  a  marvellous  time  of  original  and 
beautiful  w^ork  that  covered  Mexico  with 
churches,  and  set  up  in  all  the  remote 
and  almost  inaccessible  villages  towers 
and  domes  that  match  the  best  work  in 
Italy,  and  recall  the  triumphs  of  Moorish 
art.  This  beauty  and  oi-iginality  is  whol- 
ly in  the  exterior.  While  nearly  all  the 
towers,  domes,  facades,  and  outside  walls 
are  original  in  form  and  color  and  dec- 
oration, and  have  a  special  charm,  the 
interiors  are  strikingly  alike,  and  general- 
ly commonplace.  This  uniformity  is  the 
more  remarkable  in  a  people  that  build 
their  interior  domestic  courts  and  decorate 
them  with  so  much  variety.  It  sho  ild  be 
said,  however,  that  some  of  the  interiors 
of  the  churches  were  vevy  rich  in  silver 
and  gold  decorations  ])rior  to  the  seques- 
tration of  chui'ch  property. 

One  of  the  finest  chapels  in  the  world 
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is  iliat  atlached  to  ilie  old  nuniiei-y  of 
Santa  Rosa  in  Querelaro.  It  is,  at  any 
rate,  unique.  I  know  no  other  cliuirh  in 
the  world  that  is  so  rich  in  wood-carving*, 
carving  so  spirited,  free,  and  on  such  a 
o-io-antic  scale.  It  is  overlaid  with  thick 
g-old-leaf — almost  g-old  plate — and  in  some 
})laces  the  gold  is  overlaid  with  transpar- 
ent tortoise  shell.  The  chapel  is  large  and 
of  good  height,  and  the  hroad  panels  of 
carving,  all  ditferent,  extend  from  floor 
to  ceiling.  It  is  quite  impossihle,  without 
l)ictures,  to  give  the  reader  an 3'  idea  of 
the  exquisite  beauty  and  nobleness  of  this 
decoration,  the  grace  of  the  figures,  and 
tlie  wondrous  coloring  introduced,  the 
harmonious  gold,  red,  green,  faint  pink, 
and  all  the  tints  blended  by  age.  There 
is  not  a  square  foot  in  the  great  chapel 
that  is  not  rich  in  fresh  designs  and  color. 
The  pulpit,  the  confessionals,  the  niches, 
all  show  the  same  passionate  love  of  art 
and  of  decoration.  The  great  altar-piece, 
which  is  said  to  have  been  the  richest  part 
of  the  chapel,  was  wantonly  destroyed  by 
the  French  when  they  occupied  the  city. 
The}"  tore  it  down  and  burned  it  in  order 
to  get  the  gold.  I  was  told  in  Quei'otaro 
that  they  took  from  the  ashes  gold  to  the 
value  oi  a  million  and  a  half  of  dollars. 
I  can  readily  believe,  judging  from  tlie 
thickness  of  the  gold-leaf  remaining,  that 
the  sum  obtained  was  immense.  The  paint- 
ings enclosed  in  the  panels  are  quite  above 
paintings  common  in  such  settings.  In 
the  sacristy,  covering  one  end  of  the  wall, 
is  a  painting  that  would  attract  admira- 
tion anywhere.  In  the  central  space  is 
an  altogether  lovely  figure  of  Santa  Rosa. 
In  form  and  color  the  compositions  would 
do  no  discredit  to  Murillo.  Above  is  a 
gigantic  re])resentation  of  the  crucifixion, 
but  the  main  portion  of  the  painting  rc])- 
resents  the  nuns  of  the  convent  at  work 
in  the  garden  —  the  title,  translated,  is 
"  The  Closed  Garden  " — and  for  grace  and 
naivete,  and  suggestiveness  of  peace  and 
purity,  it  is  most  notable.  The  chapel  in 
its  design  and  largely  in  its  execution  is 
the  work  of  Tresguerres.  an  Indian  artist 
who  died  at  an  advanced  age  about  1S30. 
He  was  called  tlie  ]\Iichael  Angelo  of 
Mexico,  and  there  is  little  exaggeration 
in  this  title,  for  he  Avas  a  painter,  a  sculp- 
tor, and  an  architect,  and  excelled  in  each 
branch  of  art.  A  church  which  he  built 
at  Celayo,  his  native  ])lace.  and  the  bish- 
op's palace  (uoav  the  post-oifice^  in  Qiiere- 
taro,  certainly  entitle  him   to   very  high 


rank  as  an  architect,  while  the  carving  in 
wood,  figures  and  original  designs,  in  ihe 
Santa  Rosa  Chapel,  is.  so  far  as  I  know, 
not  equalled  elsewhere.  The  great  nun- 
nery, now  a  hospital,  contains  some  fine 
cloisters  and  courts,  and  unsupported 
staircases  and  arches  above  which  are 
puzzles  to  builders.  I  very  much  fear 
that  this  noble  chapel  will  go  to  decay,  or 
that  it  will  be  barbarously  ruined  by  the 
so-called  restoration  of  paint  and  while- 
wash.  If  the  republic  of  Mexico  values 
its  richest  art  monument,  and  appreciates 
the  consequence  both  as  an  attraction  to 
visitors  and  as  an  educating  influence  to 
its  own  people,  it  will  take  care  that  it  is 
pro})erly  guarded  and  preserved. 

The  cathedrals  atPuebia  and  atMorelia 
are  conspicuous  for  their  beauty,  and  still 
retain  their  richness.  But  there  is  in 
Puebla  a  church — that  of  San  Francisco 
— which  is  very  remarkable.  The  in- 
terior, with  its  tiled  floors  and  graceful 
double  galleries,  is  fine,  but  the  facade  is 
unique.  It  is  a  recessed  facade,  the  whole 
front  covered  with  panels  of  tiles  beauti- 
ful in  color  and  design.  In  a  small  way 
it  resembles  the  fronts  of  Orvieto  and  oth- 
er churches  in  ItAly,  but  not  enough  to 
institute  a  comparison  with  them.  It  is, 
however,  unique;  and  the  fine  towers  and 
colored  tiled  dome,  and  the  great  trees  of 
the  church-yard  and  plaza  adjoining,  com- 
bine to  make  it  worth  an  effort  to  visit. 
But  then  Puebla  is  full  of  exquisite  tow- 
ers and  noble  domes  of  colored  tiles. 

And  this  leads  me  to  say  that  the  great 
plateau  over  which  the  traveller  passes 
between  Puebla  and  Esperanza  on  his 
way  to  Orizaba  is  dotted  all  over  with 
these  monuments  of  a  lovely  art.  Every 
village  has  its  church,  conspicuous  from 
afar,  with  a  graceful  tower  and  a  dome 
sparkling  with  colored  tiles;  and  every 
hacienda  also  has  its  church,  and  manj^ 
of  these  latter  are  perfect  gems.  Except 
in  the  general  form  of  these  churches, 
there  is  nowhere  any  repetition  of  design. 
The  artists  seemed  to  have  had  free  play 
to  express  their  love  of  beauty  in  towers, 
domes,  and  facades.  Nothing  is  common- 
place: nothing  is  vulgar.  Towers  and 
domes,  any  one  of  which  I  should  like  to 
see  in  the  United  States,  ai-e  common  in 
the  republic;  but  it  seemed  to  me  that  in 
this  part  of  ^Mexico  they  expressed  a  feel- 
ing not  common  elsewhere — not  Italian 
(which  one  encounters  in  so  many  lovely 
cloisters    and    toAvers),   nor    vet    exactly 
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Spanish,  but  rather,  I  should  say,  Saracen- 
ic. At  least  this  was  the  impression 
strongly  made  upon  me.  The  domes 
always  reminded  me  of  the  tombs  of 
sheiks,  of  the  califs,  and  so  on,  as  one  sees 
them  in  all  Moslem  lands,  and  the  slender 
towers  recalled  the  graceful  minarets. 
These  two  forms  in  combination,  so  con- 
stant and  so  varied,  suggested  always  the 
Saracenic  spirit  in  the  artist.  It  may  be 
only  a  fancy,  but  it  is  not  unreasonable 
to  believe  that  the  Spanish  architect  who 
designed  them  was  strongly  influenced  in 
his  work  by  the  Saracenic  forms  with 
which  he  was  so  familiar  three  centuries 
ago.  There  is  another  fanc}^  about  the 
fagades  of  many  of  the  best  old  Mexican 
churches  which  I  may  have  mentioned 
before.  It  is  a  peculiarity  which  one  sees 
in  many  village  churches,  and  even  in 
the  city  of  Mexico,  and  in  such  suburban 
towns  as  Coyoacan  and  Tacubaya.  While 
the  churches  were  evidently  designed  by 
Spanish  architects,  the  workers  who  exe- 
cuted the  facades  were  evidently  Indians; 
and  in  the  strange  stone-work  designs — 
unlike  any  other  architectural  decoration 
that  I  know,  and  very  difficult  for  us  to 
interpret  or  enter  into  the  spirit  of — we 
have  the  Indian  traditions  of  a  prehis- 
toric art  and  ornameutation.  Much  of 
this  work,  untranslatable  into  our  terms, 
has  more  in  common  with  the  carving 
on  the  prehistoric  temples  tlian  with  that 
on  any  Christian  edifices.  The  subject 
is  one,  however,  that  a  layman  is  incom- 
petent to  deal  with.  It  is  much  to  be 
desired  that  trained  artists  should  study 
and  describe  tlie  old  churches  of  Mexico. 
Many  of  them,  like  the  noble  edifice  of 
Churubusco,  with  its  interior  wealth  of 
old  Spanish  tiles,  are  already  going  to 
ruin. 

The  fascination  in  pursuing  the  study 
of  the  towers  and  domes  is  that  there  are 
no  two  alike.  There  was  no  slavish  copy- 
ing from  book  designs.  The  style  is  the 
same,  but  each  architect  followed  his  own 
genius  in  constructing  an  object  of  beauty. 
The  edifices  are  not  always  simple;  the 
roof  masses  are  bold  and  grand  often; 
and  there  is  an  effect  of  solidity,  of 
grandeur,  with  all  the  airy  grace  of  form, 
and  the  satisfaction  of  the  eye  with  color. 
There  is  a  touch  of  decay  nearly  every- 
where, a  crumbling  and  a  defacement  of 
colors,  which  add  somewhat  of  pathos  to 
the  old  structures;  but  in  nearly  every 
one  there   is  some  unexpected  fancy  —  a 


belfry  oddly  placed,  a  figure  that  sur- 
prises witli  its  quaintness  or  its  position, 
or  a  rich  bit  of  deep  stone  carving — and 
in  the  humblest  and  plainest  fagade  there 
is  a  note  of  individual  yielding  to  a  whim 
of  expression  that  is  very  fascinating. 
The  architects  escaped  from  the  common- 
place and  the  conventional;  they  under- 
stood proportion  without  regularity,  and 
the  result  is  not,  perhaps,  explainable  to 
those  who  are  only  accustomed  to  our 
church  architecture.  But  most  of  ours, 
good  as  it  occasionally  may  be,  is  unin- 
teresting; whereas  you  love  this,  in  all 
its  shabbiness  of  age,  and  do  not  care  to 
give  a  reason  why.  On  the  long  wall  of 
the  Church  of  Santa  Ursula  in  Guadala- 
jara is  a  series  of  carvings  in  solid  stone, 
cut  as  deeply  as  any  on  prehistoric  walls 
or  on  Egyptian  monuments,  which  have 
a  richness  incomparable  with  any  other 
work  of  the  sort  I  have  seen. 

In  dropping  down  the  great  plateau  of 
which  I  have  been  speaking,  to  Orizaba, 
descending  by  the  most  wonderful  rail- 
way in  the  republic  in  an  hour  and  a 
half  from  the  temperate  zone  to  the  trop- 
ical, we  still  find  churches  equally  pleas- 
ing, but  nature  also  takes  a  hand  in  giv- 
ing us  extraordinary  sensations.  Half- 
way down  the  mountain  from  Esperanza 
to  Maltrata  is  a  view  which  is  unique  in 
my  experience.  It  is  of  Orizaba,  agreed 
now  to  be  the  largest,  as  it  is  the  most 
beautiful,  of  the  snow  mountains,  having 
a  height  of  nearly  eighteen  thousand  feet. 
At  one  point  in  the  winding  of  the  road 
a  valley  opens  out  from  the  depth  below, 
where  Maltrata  lies  in  its  tropical  green- 
ness, and  the  .eye  follows  the  gradations 
of  intersecting  hills,  up  from  the  several 
shades  of  green  melting  into  each  other 
to  purple  and  violet  and  delicate  pink, 
until  the  great  mass  of  the  dazzling  white 
dome  of  Orizaba  stands  against  the  deep 
blue  sky.  I  doubt  if  nature  ever  de- 
signed a  more  efi'ective  composition,  or 
ever  arranged  elsewhere  such  exquisite 
gradations  of  color. 

TIL 
I  cannot  say  how  fully  the  modern 
Mexican  appreciates  these  beauties  of  ar- 
chitecture and  of  nature.  But  there  is 
one  art,  which  we  sometimes  think  belongs 
to  civilization,  that  is  universal.  It  can- 
not be  denied  that  tlie  whole  nation — 
Indians, mixed  races, and  Spaniards — have 
a  passion   for  music.      And  the  govern- 
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ment  is  wise  in  affording-  tlie  whole  pop- 
ulation an  opportunity  to  have  it.  All 
the  cities  have  tlieir  public  plazas;  there 
is  one  in  every  village  I  have  seen;  and 
in  each  one  is  a  band -stand.  Usually 
the  market-place,  the  spot  where  ])eoi)le 
congregate  for  trade,  is  near  at  hand.  In 
all  these  plazas  there  is  music  twice  or  thi*ee 
times  a  week,  to  which  the  whole  people 
go  for  their  evening  promenade.  In  the 
lai'ge  cities  bands  play  in  different  squares, 
and  in  the  alamedas  and  paseos  (or  driv- 
ing-places), on  different  afternoons  and 
evenings.  If  the  town  has  a  barracks, 
the  music  is  furnished  by  the  military 
band.  This  is  nearly  always  a  good  band. 
Sometimes  the  band  is  made  up  of  Rura- 
les— the  corps  of  federal  civil  guards, who 
are  distributed  all  over  the  republic,  and 
are  to  be  seen  at  every  railway  station 
and  in  all  the  remote  villages.  These 
military  bands  play  a  very  important 
function  in  the  government,  giving  the 
people  amusement  and  enjoyment  in  re- 
turn for  the  expense  of  a  standing  ai'my. 
If  there  is  no  military  band,  there  is  al- 
ways a  musical  organization  of  the  town 
which  furnishes  music  for  the  populace, 
and  bes'ies  these  are  the  small  private 
bands,  which  play  for  dances  and  feasts 
and  other  merry  occasions.  The  music  is 
commonly  light  and  not  always  of  the 
best,  but  it  is  universal.  And  generally 
in  private  houses  there  is  much  playing 
on  guitars,  mandolins,  and  pianos.  Some 
of  the  large  military  bands  compare  fa- 
vorably with  any  in  the  world.  I  think 
there  is  an  increasing  tendency  to  play 
what  is  called  popular  music,  waltzes 
and  marches,  and  I  did  not  this  time  hear 
as  many  of  the  characteristic,  peculiar 
Mexican  airs  as  I  should  like;  but  the 
good  bands  play  more  classical  music, 
overtures,  marc  lies,  and  music  from  the 
best  operas  than  military  bands  usually 
attempt.  But  the  significant  fact  about 
this  native  liking  for  music  is  that  it  is 
most  eagerly  sought  by  the  common  peo- 
ple— by  the  peons  and  the  wearers  of 
colored  serapes,  by  the  masses  in  pictu- 
resque costumes  of  rags.  They  are  bet- 
ter listeners  around  all  the  band-stands 
than  the  better-dressed  and  fashionable 
classes.  It  is  easy  to  see  that  music 
is  a  passion  with  them.  They  always 
crowed  around  the  band  and  give  it  rapt 
attention  as  long  as  it  plays.  The  Ind- 
ians and  the  peons  come  from  long  dis- 
tances  and  remote  little  villages  to  the 


towns  where  good  music  is  to  be  heard. 
And  I  was  told  at  Queretaro  that  they 
prefer  the  best  music,  the  classical,  and 
that  when  pieces  are  played  that  are  new 
to  them  they  quickly  catch  the  strains  or 
the  themes  by  the  ear,  carrying  the  music 
home  in  memory,  and  invent  rude  instru- 
ments on  which  they  attempt  to  reproduce 
it  in  their  own  distant  villages.  Very 
few  other  civilized  people  do  this. 

IV. 

Another  element  sometimes  counted  as 
an  evidence  of  civilization  is  the  love  of 
flowers.  The  favoring  climate  has  some- 
thing to  do  with  this  taste.  It  also  is 
universal.  The  meanest  hovel,  of  adobe 
or  cane  or  thatch,  is  never  without  flow- 
ers and  climbing  flowering  vines  to  bright- 
en it.  The  women  not  only  love  flowers, 
but  in  the  meanest  houses  take  pains  to 
raise  them.  This  taste  makes  life  seem 
less  hard  and  grim  than  it  is  in  some 
vast  agricultural  regions  in  the  United 
States.  Travellers  are  delighted  with  the 
glimpses  in  all  villages  and  cities,  through 
open  doors,  of  the  lovely  patios  or  inner 
courts,  which  are  brilliant  with  flowers 
and  beautiful  shrubs.  And  behind  the 
plainest  wall  exteriors  are  gardens  with 
flowers  and  fruits  and  fountains.  x\nd 
tlie  government  cares  for  these  things. 
The  public  plazas  and  promenades  are 
horticultural  shows  of  rare  plants,  trees, 
and  flowers.  The  government  buildings 
and  offices  have  both  inner  and  outer 
gardens.  The  church  cloisters  are  com- 
monlj^  rich  in  bloom.  The  first  court  of 
the  great  penitentiary  in  Guadalajara 
(where  the  convicts  have  an  excellent 
band)  is  a  garden  of  trees  and  flowers 
carefully  cultivated;  there  is  the  same 
brilliant  show  in  the  fine  hospital  in  that 
city,  and  nearly  all  of  the  twenty-seven 
courts  at  the  asylum  for  orphans  and 
aged  people  are  made  cheerful  and  attrac- 
tive with  fountains  and  trees  and  flowers. 
One  of  the  prettiest  gardens  I  saw  is  the 
court  of  the  poorhouse  in  Queretaro.  I 
do  not  know  that  paupers  anywhere  else 
have  this  sense  of  beauty  so  ministered 
to.  In  most  of  the  charit}"  foundations 
there  is  the  same  regard  for  the  pleasure 
of  the  eye. 

All  this  may  not  be  an  evidence  of 
civilization,  but  it  signifies  a  certain  re- 
finement, and  a  certain  care  for  the  gen- 
tle art  of  making  this  evanescent  life 
ao-reeable. 
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PICKLED   HERRmG. 


BY    W.  W.  JACOBS. 


^I^HERE  was  a  sudden  uproar  on  deck,  and 
X  J>'i<;ry  shonts,  accompanied  by  an  inces- 
sant barking  ;  tiie  master  of  the  brig  Anthusa 
8t()p[)ed  with  his  knife  midway  to  his  month, 
an(l  exchanging  glances  with  the  mate,  put  it 
down  and  rose  to  his  feet. 

•'Tiiey're  chevying  that  i)oor  animal  ugain," 
he  said,  liotly.     "It's  scandalous." 

"Rupert  can  take  care  of  himself," said  the 
mate,  calmly,  continuing  his  meal.  "  I  expect, 
if  the  truth's  known,  it's  him's  been  doin'  the 
chevying." 

"  You're  as  bad  as  the  rest  of  'em,"  said  tlie 
skipper,  angrily,  as  a  large  brown  retriever 
came  bounding  into  the  cabin.  "Poor  old  Rupe! 
what  have  they  been  doin'  to  you  V 

The  dog,  with  a  satisfied  air,  sat  down  ])aiit- 
ing  by  his  chair,  listening  (luietly  to  the  sub- 
dued hubbub  which  sounded  from  the  com- 
panion. 


"Well,  what  is  it?"  roared  the  skipper,  pat- 
ting his  favorite's  head. 

"It's  that  blasted  da  wg,  sir,"  cried  an  angry 
voice  from  above.  "  Go  down  and  show  'im  your 
leg,  Joe." 

a   A,.'    7..,r,>     o.^.^+Jw.,.    1.......     +,,..1 i-        i-    :i.     T 
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"There's  nobody  been  teasing 'im," said  the 
angry  voice  again.  "That's  the  second  one 
'e's  bit,  and  now  Joe's  goin'  to  have  'ini  killed 
— ain't  you,  Joe  f 

Joe's  reply  was  not  audible,  although  the  in- 
furiated skipi)er  was  straining  his  ears  to 
catch  it. 

"  Who's  going  to  have  the  dog  killetl  f  he 
demanded,  going  up  on  deck,  while  Rupert, 
who  evidently  thought   he  had   an    interest  in 


"What  did  you  (hve  that  to  mv  v>og  for?" 
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tlic    ])i()Cf(Mliii^s,   followed    iiiiobtnisivcly   be-  "I  ain't  goiii'  to  oat  after  a  doy;.'"  >aiil  Joe. 

liiiid.  slinftliiig. 

••1  am.  sir,'' said  Joe  l^ates,  who  was  sitting-  •• 'I'lie   do^'s  as    eU-aii  as  you   are."  >;iid  the 

(Ml   the   haleh  while  the  eook  bathed  an   ugly  skipper.      ••  I'd  sooner  cat  afiir  him  i  haii  you." 

uouiid  in  his  leg.      "A  dog's  oidy  allowed  one  '•Well,  yon  cat   ir.  tlien.  >ir."  >aid  iJ.ircs.  dcs- 

bile,  and  he's  'ad  two  this  week.''  peratdy.    •' 1  f  it's  poisoned  \  on'll  die.  and  I'll  be 

''He   Itil    iiH'   on   ^bnulay,"  said   the   seaman  'nng  lor  it.     1  can'r  say  ni>  fairt-r  than  i  i.ar.  can 

w  Iio   had  sjtoken    before.      "Now  he's  done  for  I.'"' 

iiiss(df."  There  was  a  sliglit   ninnnnr  iVoin   the  men. 

••  i  b)ld  your  tongue  I''  said  the  skipjier,  angri-  who  stood  by  w  atehing  the  sivipper  with  an  air 

ly.      "  Von  think  you  know  a  lot  about  the  law.  of  nidioly  exi>eetaney. 

Sam  (Mark:   let  me  tell  you  a  dog's  entitled  to  ••  Well,  the  boy  shall  eat    it.  then."  said  the 

iia\-e  as  many  biles  as  e\(!r  he  likes,  so  as  he  skii)per.      "Kat  that  bloater,  boy.  and  I'll  give 

don'l  bile  the  same  person  twice.''  you  sixpein-t\" 

'•'I'hal  ain't-  the  way  I've  'eard  it  ])ut  afore."  The  boy  came  forward  slowly,  and  hMdcing 

said  ( lark,  somewhat  taken  back-.  from  the  men  to  the  skipper.  :;nd  from  the  .vki})- 

'•  lie's   the   cutest  dog  breathing."  said   the  per  back  to  the  men.  began  to  whimper. 

skipper,  fondly,  "  and  he   knows   all  about    it.  ••  If  you  think  it's  i»oi>one(l."  interrui)tcd  the 

We.  won't  bile  either  of  you  again.''  nnUe.  "yon  oughtn't  to  make  the  boy  eat  it.     I 

'■  Ami  wot  about  tluMU  as 'asn't  been  bit  yet.  don't    like   boys,  but  you    mii>t  tlraw  the   line 

sir?"  in(|uired  the  eook.  sonu'w  hei  c." 

••Don't  halloo  before  you're  hurl."  advised  '•  It  "s  i)oisoned."  said  the  >kipper.  shaking  it 
tlu!  skipper.  "  If  you  don't  tease  him,  he  won't  at  Ihites.^'and  they  know  ir.  Well.  I'll  keep 
bite  you."  it  till  we  get  top(Ut.and  then  I'll  ha\e  it  an- 
ile wentdown  to  his  dinner,  followed  by  the  alyzed.  And  it  "11  be  a  sorry  day  lor  you. 
sagacious  Ivupert,  leaving  the  hands  to  go  for-  Bates,  uhen  I  hear  it's  pois(ine<l.  A  month's 
ward  again,  ami  to  mutinously  discuss  a  situa-  hard  labor  is  what  you'll  get." 
tion  which  was  becoming  unbearable.  lie   tnriu'd  away  and   wt'iit    lu-low.  w  ith  as 

'•It  can't  go  on   no  longer.  Joe."  said  Clark,  much   dignity  as  could  be  expoted  of  a  man 

lirmly:   •' this  settles  it."  carrying  a  nninuled  herring,  and  ]dacing  it  on 

"Where  is  the  stuff  f  iiniuired  the  cook,  in  a  clean  plate,  solemnly  locked  it  ni*  in  his  state- 

a  whis[»er.  room. 

'•In  ni\  chest,"  said  Clark,  softly.    "I  bought  l-'or  two  days  the  crew  heard  lu)  more  about 

it  the  night  he  bit  me.''  it.  though  the  skipjier's  eyes  gleamed  danger- 

'•  It's  a  risky  thing  to  do,'' said  Hates.  ously  each  time  that  they  t'ldl  upon  the  shrink- 

'• 'Ow  risky  .'"  asked  Sam,  scornfidly.  '"The  ing  Hates.  The  weather  was  almost  tropical, 
dog  eats  the  stutf"  and  dies.  Who's  going  to  with  not  an  air  stilling,  ami  the  .i/v /////^■(^  bear- 
say  what  he  die(l  of  ?  .\s  for  suspicions,  let  the  ing  its  dread  sinret  still  locked  in  its  state- 
old  man  sus])ect  as  miudi  as  he  likes.  It  ain't  room,  rose  and  t'cll  n])on  a  sea  (d" glassy  suiooth- 
]u-(»of."  ness.  w  itliout  making  any  luogress  worth  re- 

The  stronger  mind  had  its  way,  as  usual,  and  cording, 

the  next  day   the  skii)per,  coming  quietly  on  •' 1  wish  ycui'd  keep  that  thing  in  your  berth. 

deck,  was  just  in  time  to  see  Joe  Hates  throw  George."  said  the  skipjter.  as  they  sat  at  t«'a  the 

down    a   line  fat  bloater   in   front    of  the   now  second  evening :  •' it  puts  nie  in  a  passicui  every 

amiable  Ivuix'it.      He  covered  the  distance  be-  time  I  look  at  it." 

tweeii   hims(df  and  the  dog   in    three  bounds.  ••  I  couldn't   think   of  it.  cap'n."  replied  the 

and  seizing  it  l»y  the  neck,  tore  the  tisli  from  mate,  firmly  :  •'it  makes  me  angry  enough  as  it 

its  eager  Jaws  and  held  it  alott.  is.      livery  time  I  iliink  of  "cm  tr>iiig  tt)  poison 

'•  I  just    cauiiht  'im  in   the  act  I"  he  cried,  as  that  ]»oor  dumb  creature  1  >t>i  t  o"  choke.      I  try 

the  mate  came  on  decd^.      ••^^'hat  did  you  give  to  forget  it." 

that    to  my  dog  for  '"  he  inquired  of  the  con-  The    ski{qier.  eying    him     furli\tdy.  heli»ed 

science-stricken  Hates.  himstdf  to  another  cni*  oi'  tea. 

•I  wanted  to  make  friends  with  him."stam-  ••  "W'U  ha\en"t  got  a  tin  box  "with  a  lid  to  it. 

mered  the  other.  I  s'jiose  .'"  he  remarked,  somew  hat  shamefaced- 

••It's  i)oisoned.  you  rascal,  and  \(tu  know  it."  ly. 

said  the  skii)i)er.  vehemently.  The    mate   slnudv    his   hea<l.      "  I    hxdvcd   for 

••Wish  I  may  die. sir — "  began  .lot-  one   this  morning."  he  said.      ••There  ain't   so 

••That    '11    do."    said    tlu'    skii)p(M'.    Inirshly.  nnndi   as   a    bottle   aboard   we   could   sho\e   it 

••  \'ou'v(!  tri(Ml  to  poison  m>   dog."  into,  and   it    wants   sho\"iiig  into   something — 

••1  'ain't."  said  ,)oe.  lirmly.  bad.it  does." 

■•  Vou  'ain't    been    trying   to  kill  "ini  with   a  ••  I  tton't  like   to  be   beat. "said   the  skipper, 

])oisohed  bloater  .'"  demanded  the  skipper.  shaking  his  head.      ••  .\11   them   grinning  mon- 

•■('ertainly  not .  sir."  said  Joe.      "I   wouldn't  keys  for'ard  "ml  think  it  a  rare  good  j(d<e.      I'd 

<lo  siudi  a  thing.      I  couldn't  if  I  tried."  thro\v  it  (norboard  it' it   wasn't  for  that.      \N'e 

••  \'(M'y  good,  then."  said  the.>kipper:  "ifit's  can't  keep  it  this  weather." 

all  right,  you  eat  it.  and  I'll  bt^g  yiuir  jtardon."  ••Well,  look  "ere:  'ere's  a  way  out  of  it."  said 
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the  mate.    '' Call  Joe  down,  and  luakc  liim  keep  "It's    gone,  sir,"  said    .Joe,  in    bereaved    ac- 

it  in  the  fo'c's'le  and  take  care  of  it."  cents. 

"Why,  you  idiot,  he'd  lose  it!"  rai)i)ed  ont  the  "  You  mean  you've  thrown    it  away, you  in- 
other,  im[)atiently.  fernal  rascal!"  bellowed  the  skipper. 

"0' course  he  would,"  said  the   nuite;  "but  "  No,  sir,"  said  Joe. 

that's   tlie   most  digernilied  way  out  of  it  for  "Ah!  I   s'pose    it    Avalked    up   on    deck  and 

you.      You  can  call  'ini  all  sorts  o'  things,  and  jumi)ed  overboard,"  said  the  unite, 

abuse  'iui  for  the  rest  of  his  life.     They'll  prove  "  No,  sir,"  said  Joe,  softly.      "  'J'he  dog  ate  it, 

themselves  guilty  by  chucking  it  away,  won't  sir." 

they?"  Tin;  skipper   swung  round  in   his    seat  and 

It  really  seemed  the  only  thing  to  be  done,  regarded  him  open-mouthed. 

The  skipi)er  finished  his  tea  in  silence,  and  then  "The — dog — ate — it?"  he  re])eated. 

going  on  deck,  called  the  crew  aft  and  ap])rised  "Yes,  sir;  Clark  sa\^•  'im  do  it — didn't  you, 

them  of  his  intentions,  threatening  them  with  Clark?" 

all  sorts  of  pains  and  penalties  if  i  he  treasure  "  1  did,"  said  Clark,  piomptly.  llehadnnide 
about  to  be  eonlided  to  their  keeping  should  his  position  doubly  ^iure  I>y  throw  ing  it  over- 
be  lost.      'J'he  cook  was  sent  below  for  it,  and,  board  himself. 

at  the  skipper's  l)idding.  liande<l  it  to  the  giin-  "It  comes  to  the  same  thing,  sir,"  said  Joe, 

ning  Joe.  sanctimoniously;    "my   innercence    is    proved 

"And  mind,"  said  the  skipper,  as  he  turned  just  the  same.      You'll  find  the  dog  won't  take 

away,  "I  leave   it    in  your  keei»in',  and   if  it's  no 'urt  throngh  it,  sir.      You  ^\;^tch  'im." 

missing  I  shall   understand  that  you've  nnide  The    skipper   breathed    haid,  but    made    no 

away  with  it,  and  I  shall  takf^   it  as  a  sign  of  i<'ply. 

guilt,  and  act  according."  "  If  you  don't  Ixdieve  me,  sir,  p'r'a])s  you'd 

The  end  came  sooner  even  than  he  (^\pect<'d.  likt;  to  see  the  plate  where  '(5  licked  it  ?"  said 

They   were   at   breakfast   next  morning,  when  Joe.      "  Give  me  the  plate,  Sam." 

Joe,  looking  souuiwhat  pale,  came  down  to  the  He  turned  to  take  it,  but,  in  jdace  of  handing 

cabin,  followtul  by  (Jlark    bearing  before   him  it  to  him,  that  useful  witness  (hopped  it,  and 

an  empty  plate.  made  hurriedly  for  the  companion-ladder,  and 

"  Well  ?"  said  the  skijjper,  fiercely.  by  strenuous  efforts  reached  the  deck  before 

"It's  about  the  'erring,  sir," said  Joe,  twist-  Joe,  although  that  veracious  gentleuuin,  assist- 
ing his  cap  between  his  hands.  ed   from    below    by   strong  and    willing   arms, 

"  Well?"  roared  the  skipper  again.  made  a  good  secoinl. 


AN  APPRECIATIVE  CRITIC  call  this  snthin'  of  a  fog  fer  these  parts,  but  it 

In  a  small  Southern  town  a^  lady  of  strong  is    only   a    uust    alongside^    of  sonu5    fogs    Yxo 

religious   tendencies,  ami   much  given    to   the  bumped  into  in  the  good  ohl  days — an'  nights 

writing  of  <lidactic  verse,  handed   the   nuinu-  too,  b'jinks — when  I  trod  the  (le(d<  of  t  he  /jV/.v// 

script  of  her  favorit(5  production  to  a  member  Jativ.^' 

of  the  Preston  fanuly,  who  was  noted  for  his  "Bumped  into !'' (udioed  the  storekeepei,  in- 
oratorical  gifts,  and  wlios*^  critical  ajjproval  credulously.  "Surely  you  don't  mean  to  say 
the  poetess  was  anxious  to  win.  IMr.  l*reston  the  fog  was  so  thick  you  bumped  into  it  ?" 
courteously  removtul  the  manuscri[)t  from  the  "Mtdibeye  know  moie  about  what  J  mean 
lady's  hand,  carefully  adjuste<l  his  glasses  over  to  say  than  I  do  myself,'' sarcast  ically  lomark- 
the  crease  on  his  nose,  and  i>erused  theo])ening  e<l  the  former  captain  of  the  lUisi/  Jane,  "an' 
lin<'  :  if  ye  do,  all  ye've  got  to  do  is  to  go  ahead  an' 
My  soul  leapt,  over  the  .garden  gate!  tell  the  st(»ry." 

The  orator  did  notcontinue  his  reading,  but  "Beg  i)ardon,  captain  ;  1  didn't  intend  to 
placing  the  verses  in  the  outstretched  palm  of  find  fault  or  interrupt  your  nairative,"  infer- 
tile author,  exclaimed,  with  a  bow  that  would  ])()sed  the  stor(d<eeper,  soot hingly.  "I  was 
have  satisfied  Bean  lirnmuud  :  taken    by  surprise,  that's    all,  as   I    had    never 

"Good— madam!      What  agility!"  hear<l  of  a  fog  thick  enough  to  l>nnip  into." 

"  Well,  then,  it's   purtv   nigh    time  ve   did,'' 

Dlsc()URA(iIN(;  A   TRUTII-TELLI:R  resumed    the   redoubtable    captain,  souu'what 

"Ratiikh  foggy  out  to-night,"  pleasantly  ob-  nu)llilied.      "  Kz  I  wuz  sayin',  this  fog  which  is 

served  the  IMlgrim's  Corners  postmaster  (who  spreadin'  itself  over  the  lamlscai)e  outside  to- 

was  also  justice  of  the  peac(i  and  storekeeper),  night  is  only  a  slight   haze    com{)ared  to   l\\c 

as  Captain  Bunker  dropped  in  for  his  uuiil,  in  s(»a-fogs  I  nseter  run   into  every  now  an'  then 

accordance  with  his   usual  <laily  custom,  and  when    I    wuz    navigatin'    the    Hclsii    Jauc.      1 

then  joined  the  group  around  the  stove.  reuKunber  one   time,  in    the  fall  of '(Ji),  we  wuz 

"  Well,  yaas,"  lazily  diawled  the  ex-seafarer  on  our  way  up  the  coast  from    Char.leston  to 

(Bunker    had    ac(]nire(l    his    title    of   captain  Portland,  when   we    suddenly   bnm[)ed    into    a 

through  tlu;  fact  that  he  had  once  been   navi-  fog  bank  that  brnng  the  I)(i,si/ Jane  upstandin' 

gator  of  a  lumber-sloop),  "I  suppose  ye  might  in  less 'u  three  minutes  aftei-  we  struck  it. 
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"Tliaf  air  I'o^  scoiiumI  to  be  packed  down  in 
ji  liard  la.vci'  on  llic  snil'acc  of  the  water — 
caused  l>y  (lie  wind,  I  ('Xpect,  wliicli  wnz  blow- 
in'  riiilil,  .smart  at:  tlie  time — an'  tlion<;h  it 
w  uzn't  moic'n  a  dozen  ortifteen  feet  thick,  tlie 
Hclsji  Jioic  conhln't  nnike  any  more  headway 
thronnh  it  than  a  hx'omotive  couhl  on  an  n}) 
oradc  throniili  a  snow  bank  as  hi<;h  as  her 
smoke-stack. 

'•  Fei-  once  in  lier  life  the  Ih'l>i}i  J(i)ie  wnz 
stumix'd,  so  to  speak.  There  she  lay,  wallerin' 
in  tliat  foj;'  hank,  an'  doin'  her  level  best  to 
])lon<;h  hei-  way  thron<ih  it,  with  sails  tilled 
with  wind  an'  snap]>in'  an'  ciackin'  overhead 
like  a  \M'ek's  washin'  in  a  March  s(iiiall ;  but 
she  miiiht  ez  \v(dl  liavc^  attempted  to  sail  on 
dry  land  fer  all  the  pro.urcss  she  made. 

'' l)ime-by  one  end  of  the  tops'l  j^ot  loose  an' 
be<»nn  flappin'  around  ;  an'  when  I  sent  a  mau 
aloft  to  lix  it  he  lost  his  fnotin<i-  in  some  way 
an'  fell  overboard,  an'  if  it  hadn't  been  fer  that 
foj--  bank  he'd  have  heeii  a  ooner.  Yes,  siree, 
boys,  that's  all  that  saved  hint.  Ve  see,  it  wnz 
so  tou<:h  an'  clastic,  that  fo<;'  wnz,  that  when 
he  lande(l  on  it.  a  few  feet  away  from  the 
sl()<»i),  he  bounced  rij;lit  back  on  deck, 'lightiu' 
on  his  feet,  same  ez  a  cat,  an'  ea'mly  went  on 
back  to  his  work  ez  if  nothin'  had  happened." 

'•Most  remarkable  circumstanc*'  that;  most 
i-emarkal)le — indeed  I"  eommeiitecl  the  postmas- 
ter, as  the  ex  -  navii;ator  ])aused  to  lay  in  a 
fresh  supply  of  ()xy_i;t'n. 

•'  Yaas, .;  s'pos(  it  does  sound  ruther  remark- 
able to  a  laml.^man.  but  —  " 

'•Jluh!  I  can't  say  that  I  see  anything  so 
\«My  r(Mnarkal>le  ahout  it,"  chi{>ped  in  Farmer 
Nubbins,  from  his  seat  on  the  cracker-barrel. 
"A  feller  don'r  have  to  sail  a  Inmber-scow  to 
run  across  some  (pu'cr  things  in  the  fog  line. 
I  rcmemher  one  fall  a  few  years  ago,  when  I 
lived  in  Swamp  Holhu,  we  had  a  w(>ek  of  fi»ggy 
weathei',  an'  it  was  so  l)ad  we  had  to  get  out 
the  big  snow-plough  and  i)lough  out  tln^  roads 
sam(^  as  after  a  heavy  snow-storm. 

"I  had  a  three-acre  st ra wberiy-patch  that 
fall,  which  I  had  been  thinkin'  of  coNcrin"  with 
straw  fer  the  winter,  but  iiadn't  got  at  it  \et. 
an'  one  nu)rnin'  when  the  layer  of  fog  \^  as  a 
little  thicker  an'  tougher  than  usual,  a  hap))y 
thought  struck  nu',  an'  I  went  out  with  my 
liired  man  ar'  we  stak<'d  the  fog  down  over 
the  l)erry-)iat cli.  (Iri viu'  a  staki;  at  each  corner 
an'  another  e\ ciy  few  rods  along  each  side,  an' 
left  it  ther«'  all  winter  to  keej)  the  plants  from 
freezin'." 

'• 'J'lu — the  dickens  yon  diil !"  gasjied  Cap- 
tain Ibiukei'.  who  had  been  glaring  at  Xubltins 
for  the  past  live  minutes  with  the  air  ot"  a  tlog 
whose  ]>rivafe  bone-yard  has  Ixmmi  invaded. 
'"May  I  inquire  what  ye  done  with  that  i'o^j:  in 
the  spring.'"' 

••Certainly:  I  i)ulhMl  up  the  stakes,  rolled 
the  fog  up  in  a  lieai>  at  one  end  of  the  field. 
an'  set  lire  to  it  an'  burnt  it  up  [o  get  rid  of 
it!" 

"  H'm  !  —  h'm  I"    snitt'ed     the    ex  -  navigator. 


'•If  that's  the  ease,  I  reckon  I'll  travel  along 
to'rds  home.  I  iniz  goin'  to  tinish  my  story  by 
relatin'  how  -we  tinally  had  to  rig  uj)  a  cross- 
cut saw,])layin'  up  an' down  on  a  sort  of  walk- 
in'-beam  hung  out  over  the  bow  of  the  Betsi/ 
Jauc,  to  rip  that  fog  ai)art  so  she  could  wedge 
her  way  through,  but  I  see  a  num  who  sticks 
to  the  truth  around  here  hain't  got  any  more 
show  than  a  Jug  of  old  Jionrbon  at  a  Kentucky 
barn-raisin',  or  a  eosset-laml>  among  a  lot  of 
hungry  wohes,  so  1  might  ez  well  (juit  light 
w  here  I  be  f 

And  with  another  sniff  of  disgust  the  former 
commander  of  the  lUfsij  Jane  weighed  anchor 
and  tacked  for  home.  Wn.i,  S.  CiiDLEV. 

lU'YING   A    HOR:^E   IN   KENTITKY. 

M.AJOR  Oaki.kv  of  Ohio  wanted  a  family 
horse,  and  had  gone  o\*?v  into  Kentucky  to 
h)ok  for  one. 

'•^Yhat  I  want."  said  Major  Oakley.  ••  is  a 
good,  gentle  horse  that  will  be  safe  for  any 
member  of  my  family  to  drixe  at  any  time." 

••I've  got  the  very  Imss  yon  want,  ^Majah 
Oakley,"  said  Jerry  Strathmore.  '•He's  as  gen- 
tle as  a  lamb — any  lady  can  drive  him.  and  a 
dozen  children  can  ride  him  at  once." 

''Yes,"  said  the  major,  •■but  I  don't  want 
him  too  gentle.      He  would  be  imjiosed  n])on." 

'•Majah,''  renmrked  Jerry  Strathmore.  with 
eontidential  warning  in  his  voice.  "  y(m  ought 
to  see  that  critter's  spirit  on  circus-day.  And. 
majah.  too  many  people  had  hetter  not  get  on 
that  lioss  at  one  time."  Wai.teu  Cuamp 

THE    ASS    A>-D   THE   LAPDOG 
A   WOOLLY  little  tei'iier  pup 

Gave  vent   to  yelp?  distressing, 
\Yhereat  his  niistre.-s  took  him   up, 

And   soothed   him   wiih   earessing: — 
And  yet  he  was  not   in   the  least 
What   one   woidd  call  a  handsome  beast. 

He  might  have  been  a  Javanese, 
He  might  have  been  a  ,):ip  dog, 

And  also  neither  one  of  these, 
But  just  a   common   lapdog: — 

iThe  kiiitl  that  people  seiid.  you   know, 

Done  up  in  cotton,  to  the  Show). 

At   all   events,  whate'er   his   race. 

The  pi-eity  girl   who  owned  him 
Caressed   his   unattractive   face 

And  petted  and  cologned  him, 
Wilde,  watching  her  with  pensive  eye, 
A  patient   ass  stood   silent   by. 

''If  thus,"  he  mused,  "the  fendnine 

And   fascinating  <:ender 
Is  led  to  love,  I  too  can  win 

Her  protestations  tender." 
Xo  sooner  said   than   done  I      And  he 
Sat   down   upon   the  lady's  knee. 

Tli.Mi,  while  her  head   with  teri-or  swam, 
•'This  method  seems  to  suit  you." 

Observed  the  ass.  "so  here  I  am." 
Said  she.  "Get  up.  yon  brute,  you  I" 

.\nil   piomptly  screamed  aloud   for  aid  : — 

Xo  ass  was  ever  more  tiismaved. 


so    HERE    I    AM 


They  tied  him  up  within  tlie  yard, 
Arui  there  with   wliip  and  truncheon 

They  l)eat  liiin.  and  they  boat  him  hard, 
From  breakfast-time  till   hmcheon. 

He  only  jjjave  a  tearful  uulp. 

Though  almost  pouiuled  to  a  pulp. 


Thk  moral  is  (or  seems,  at  least. 

To  be^:  In  etiquette  you 
Will   find   that,  while  enousrh's  a  feast, 

A  surplus  will   upset  you  : — 
Toiijours,  (oHJow's  hi  p(ili/eiis(\  if 
The  quantity  be  not  excessive  ! 

CuY  Wetmore  Oaruyl 


1N1^:XI'EXSIVE 


••  I  only  jiiiv  fitly  cent 
.  ■•That's  wiiv  I  like  ii 


111  lioiir  for  tills  boat." 
Ifs  a  rejrular  haiirain 


1!()()\IKI(.\N(;  (,)rKsTi()Xs.  i,is  liaiid— and  tlieboy  is  on  tlu-  road  to  niin  I" 

Ax^iDDV  wlio  lias  tried  addrcssiiiii' Sunday-  This  was  tlie  ^i'ood   man's  iirouianinu-.      lint  it 

scliool  cliildrcn  knows  tlio  diic  lisk  ot"  askini;  snfterod  a  riide  inti'rrnptioii.     "  Wliat  is  this.'" 

thcni  «[it('stioMs  without  indicatiui:-  nnniistak-  he  asked.  })oint inu  to  t he  eye.      The  ]>i'oi)er  an- 

uhly  in  ad\anee.  the  answers  that  ai'e  (h'sired.  swcr  was  }>i'()in|ttly  iiixen.      At   I  lie  next  »ines- 

A  t('a(dier  in  our  school  came  upon   the  woid  tioii  lie  stittek  liis  siiau'.      '"And  what  is  this.'" 

"  l)f()lihe.t "    ill    the    lesson.       \'er_\    Jiidicionsly  Of  coiu.se   it  was   jnife  w  i(d<ediiess.  hut    il'yoii 

slu^  st<)i)i»ed  to  ask.  '•  W'iiat  is  a  iu()))het  !"     In-  ever  nn<leitook  to  diaw  a  detached  liuman  eat' 

staiiMy  came   from  a   typical   New  \'oik  uamin  you  will  admit  that   the  hoy  had  some  excuse 

the  aiiswei-, '■  ^oi'Kdhini;' yon  make  out  of  some-  who    shiilly    called    out.  '■  l^r    oysterl"      The 

body."  nioi  titication   of   this  defeat    may  account    for 

It  was  the  same  hoy.  I  believe,  wlio  biim^iht  the   melancholy   fact    that    before    the   end  of 

nu^  to  <;iief  in  a  more  [lublic  w  ay.      lwasi>er-  the   w  ('(dc    that    excellent    sni>erintendent    was 

forming-   tlu'  suiierintendeiifs   duly   of  •'sum-  auain  ••on  the  roatl  to  ruin"  himself. 
mili^U    up."       The    lesson     had    l»een    the    little  .Iames  M.  Hkitk. 

paralile  of  th(>  w  ise  and  foolish  builders.    With 

«']aI)orate   explicitness  I  had   pointed  out  that  AN    I'XTlNCU'lSHEhV 

we  are  all   builders  of  life  and  character,  and  Ki  i..,i.ik.  an  aicli   New  (ioiham  maid, 
had.  1  llattered  myscdf,  made  my  meanino-  suf-  skike.l   in   three  >ea>ons"   knowledge, 

ficieiitly  (dear  to   venture   upon    the  (luestion.  Liuinjy  and  briulitly,  and   rightly,  played 
"What  kind  of  houses  are  we  buildinu- .'"      To  With   the  heart   ot  a   Soph,  from  colleiie. 

mv  liopcdess  discomlit  urt\  and   to  the  delight  ,.    ,         ,  ,  ,      ,  , 

,•'    ,,  ,     ,  1       ,     ,1  ,,  ,,,,)..  1  I  iider   tlie   trees   wliere  the   luanciies   made 

ot     the    w  hoh-     sidiooL    the     xoiing     si-oundrel  .       ,  x-         i  •     i  i 

,,,,„,,..  ■  '  .\    place   tor  the   wiikIs   to   harp   it, 

shoU(M  .  ••las  /■      )  1     1    -1       V    1    r        ,  1 

,  davlv   and   d:iilv    hulalie   stravi'd 
I   once   knew  a   worthy  superinteiideiit  w  lio  ()\vi-  ji^.  v,if'i 

dearly  iidished  a  postprandial   (dgar.      Ibit   in 

a   spasm   of  c(Miscieiice   he   had   renoniu'ed    tln^  Tiagic   he  giew,  liy   li,r   laiigli   dismayed — 
periii(dous  weed.      Th.'  next  Sunday  he  caused  Such  co.iuetrv  jiiciued   his  ire  ; 

to  be  drawn  upon  his  bhndvl.oaid  fiinr -idctnres  ^a^ily.  an<i  madly,  and   iKi.ily  he  said: 

-an  .'ye,  an  ear.  a  he.ari.  a  hand.       These  were  "Take  eaie!      Vou   are   playing   with    Pn  .'- 

to  illustrate  tim  course  .d'  temptation.      -  T!ie  p_,_.^,,;^,  ^.',,„^.,,,i  p.,^.i^  •„,,„!,  i,,,,  ,vhite  hat's  sIkuIc 
boy  sees  with  Ins  e\e   the  vih-   cigar  .me   ot    Ills  ..  j    ,,,i„|.    j,-^    ,,,,j    ,|„p^,   ,i,^,   ^.j,„,,_  ^i,,. 

companions  is  puftiiig:    he  lirars  with  his  ear  i;,.;dly,  siiu-erel\ .  I   am   afiaid 
the   invitati(Mi    to  smoke:    he  desires  with   his  "Tis  ..nly  a   ///'/^  /"///(,  sir '." 

heart  :   and  then,  as  the  last  ste]).  he  takes  wit  h  Hi-.stkk  Cai.dwki.i.  Oaki.ey. 


carpet. 
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A  (JiAFTY  FINANCFAL  EPISODE 
JIoNKSTY  is  a  virtue  that  counts  for  little, 
app.'ircMt ly,  in  a  South  Aniericau  rcpuhlic  Tlic 
foliowinj;  iiuccdotc,  w  illi  the  oxccptiou  of  the 
luunes  of  iK'.rsous,  is  literally  true.  M.  Baton, 
a.  niiilal  to,  had  a  hank  in  the  capital  eity,  and 
jiis  wife  kept  a  <;roeery-store  next  (h)or.  When 
a  German  nanie<l  Si^inund  was  appointed  C'on- 
sul-(ii(Uieral  to  Fai'is  hy  the  Presiih'ut,  he  made 
Baton  his  local  linaiieial  a^eiit.  On  airivin^ 
in  Paris,  Si<j;iuund  found  that  liis  pay  as  con- 
sul would  never  mak(5  him  rich,  and  he  cast 
al)out  for  sonu'  means  of  makin*;-  money 
rapi<lly.  As  consul  he  had  the  seal  of  the 
southern  republic,  and  with  tin;  aitl  of  this 
he  mad<^  out  an  apparently  oflicial  order  for 
the  engravinj;-  of  :ii;->,()(K),0(H)  worth  of  bank- 
notes. rp<Hi  the  (hdivery  of  the  notes  to 
tlui  consulate  in  Paris,  Si;;iuuud  packed  them 
in  sardine-lxixes  and  shii»ped  them  in  small 
quantities  to  Madame  liaton's  <;r()cery-store. 
Madame  Baton  i)aid  duty  on  the  bank-note 
sardines  at  tlui  re<>iilar  late  for  the  <;enu- 
ine  article,  and  thus  the  l)oi;us  money  came 
tlirou<;h  the  custom  -  hotisc  unsuspected.  It 
eventually  found  its  way  into  the  cotters  of  M. 
Baton's  bank,  and  was  duly  ])ut  into  circuhi- 
tion.  'I'his  scheme  worked  like  a  charm  for  a 
little  while,  but,  unfnrtunately,  one  tine  (hiy  a 
iie<iio  salesman  opened  a  newly  arrived  case 
and  sold  a  box  of  bank-note  sardines  to  a 
ne<»ress.     A  few  hours  later  the  j-irl  returned 


to  the  slioj)  with  all  the  money  she  could 
scrape  toi;etlier,  ami  a»ked  Madame  Baton, 
who  was  l)ehind  the  ct)unter,  for  half  a  dozen 
boxes  of  sardines.  Madame  was  suuiewhar 
surprised  at  the  reciuest.  for  sardines  are  an 
ex|)ensive  luxury,  but  she  stepped  to  a  shelf 
and  took  down  w  hat  was  asked  for. 

'•But  I  don't  want  that  kind."  said  the  ne- 
gress.  "1  want  six  boxes  of  those  that  came 
on  the  ship  this  morning." 

When  Madame  Baton  realized  that  the  cat 
was  out  of  the  bau.  she  ruslu'd  into  the  l)ank 
and  told  her  husband:  he  was  naturally  some- 
what annoyed,  but  hrtxing  li\«(l  a  lony;  while 
in  South  America,  he  knew  just  what  to  do  in 
the  cmergtMicy.  He  jtut  on  his  best  clothes  and 
went  to  the  jjalace.  The  President  received 
him,  and  the  i)air  were  closeted  for  two  hours. 
That  ni<ilit  the  President  and  all  his  suite,  in 
full  uniform,  dined  with  M.  and  Madame  Ba- 
ton. The  news  of  the  bank-note  sardines  had 
spread,  but  the  i)eo)de  understood  the  situation 
well  enough  when  tlu-y  saw  the  honors  so  of- 
ticiously  paid  to  Baton  by  the  President.  On 
the  following  day  a  large  case  of  sardines  was 
sent  from  the  grocery  to  the  palace,  and  soon 
afterward  the  (iovei-iinien r  Bank  entered  on  its 
books,  at  the  state's  account,  a  ligure  exceed- 
ing l>y  sl.700,()(K)  the  actual  issue  of  national 
bank  notes.  The  President  has  ])assed  away 
now,  and  so  have  all  the  rest:  but  the  story 
still  lives. 


Ti 


AT    THE    ^lUSICAL. 

She  sinirs  witli  a  yrrear  deal  of  expression,  doesn't  slie?" 
Yes     rwoiider  she  has  any  face  left." 
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THE    COA'YICT    SYSTEM    IN    SIBERIA. 

BY   STEPHEN  BONSAL. 


ff^%  /ifr^ 


SENTRIES   GUARDING 
CONVICTS. 


O  write  about  Siberia 
and  not  speak  of  the 
convict  system  would 
be  to  present  a  very 
incomplete  picture,  es- 
pecially to  the  mind  of 
tlie  American  reader, 
which  has  been  per- 
haps unduly  occupied 
of  late  w^itli  the  sin- 
ister side  of  Siberian 
life.  Yet  the  convict 
system,  as  in  operation 
to-day,  is  doomed  to 
disappear —  fortunate- 
ly^, I  think — and  I  be- 
lieve that  within  five  years  the  traveller 
by  the  Trans-Siberian  across  Asia  will  pass 
from  the  Ural  Mountains  to  the  Pacific 
without  seeing-  a  convict  station  or  meet- 
ing with  a  convoy  of  exiles.  Whatever 
its  uses  may  have  been,  or  its  abuses, 
public  opinion,  both  in  Russia  and  in 
Siberia,  demands  that  the  system  be  abol- 
ished in  the  near  future,  at  least  as  far 
as  the  mainland  of  Siberia  is  concerned, 
and  even  now  there  awaits  the  pleasure 
of  the  Czar  and  his  action  a  memorial 
from  the  Governor-General  of  Eastern 
Siberia,  which,  if  approved,  will  change 
the  system  materially,  and  banish  the 
convict  settlements  from  the  mainland 
to  the  island  of  Sakhalin.  The  reasons 
which  Count  Duhofskoi  adduces  in  sup- 
port of  his  proposal  are  not  strictly  hu- 
manitarian; he  views  the  question  as  an 
administrator,  and  condemns  the  system 
as  a  policy.  The  history  of  the  movement 
for  the  abolition  of  the  penal  colonies  in 
Australia  is  repeating  itself  in  this  dis- 
tant part  of  the  world,  where,  however, 
almost  identical  conditions  prevail.  The 
Siberians  are  wellnigh  unanimously  of 
the  opinion  that,  however  advantageous 
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the  steady  influx  of  convicts  may  have 
been  to  the  development  of  the  country 
and  its  resources  in  the  past,  its  continu- 
ance as  a  system  is  fast  becoming  a  dan- 
ger, and  a  serious  menace  to  that  further 
development  on  a  grander  scale  to  which 
they  aspire,  and  upon  which  the  Sibe- 
rians build  their  dreams  of  empire  and 
permanent  dominion  in  the  Far  East. 

Before  relating  the  facts  or  entering 
upon  the  details  of  the  scenes  of  con- 
vict life  which  came  under  my  imme- 
diate observation,  it  will  not  be  amiss, 
for  the  better  preparation  of  the  mind 
of  the  I'eader.  to  point  out  again  some  of 
the  popular  errors  which  prevail  upon  the 
subject — errors  begotten  of  ignorance  and 
of  prejudice — which  have  laid  such  strong 
hold  upon  the  public  mind  as  to  make 
it  most  dilhcult  to  extirpate  them  alto- 
gether. 

''But  is  it  not  a  hori'ible  and  an  in- 
human institution.''  Think  of  those  men 
and  women,  cut  otf,  year  in  and  year  out, 
from  the  blessed  sunlight,  down  in  the 
gold-mines  of  Kara !"  more  than  a  dozen 
people  have  said  to  me  since  my  return 
from  the  land  in  which  they  claimed  to 
be  interested;  and  when  I  told  them  that 
the  mining  for  gold  in  Kara  was  all  sur- 
face work,  and  in  the  sunlight  whenever 
th^e  sun  chose  to  shine,  I  have  generally 
noticed  an  expression  of  incredulity,  and 
not  seldom  one  of  disappointment,  come 
over  the  face  of  my  listener.  It  seems  to 
me  that  a  plain  statement  of  the  truth  in 
regard  to  the  transportation  of  those  who 
have  been  adjudged  as  owing  a  debt  to 
societ5^  across  Asia  or  around  the  world 
to  a  new  land,  is  terrible  enough,  and 
must  always  remain  so  as  long  as  this 
mediaeval  system  of  punishment  survives 
in  Russia  or  in  any  other  country,  with- 
out seekino-  to  invest  it  with  the  horrors 
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wliicli  we  owe  oiMginally  to  llie  ima^-iiia- 
tive  g-eiiius  of  Dostoievsky  and  Gogol; 
but  tliere  are  otliers  who  liave  thouglit 
differently  —  otliei'S  wlio  liave  borrowed 
tlie  fine  featbers  of  fiction  to  cover  tlie 
baldness  of  tbeir  narrative. 

"But  tlie  quiclcsilver  -  mines?  Tbose 
boiM'ible  iindergi'ound  sbafts,  wbere,  per- 
meated by  tbe  i)oisonous  exhalations,  the 
bones  of  the  convicts  rot  and  the  flesli 
wastes  away  in  atrophy  I  What  about 
this?"'  Well,  to  tliis  there  is  a  simple  an- 
swer: and  yet.  possibl}^  because  of  its  very 
simi)licity,  I  have  found  it  not  seldom  an 
unsatisfactory  one.  There  are  sim]dy 
no  quicksilver-mines  in  Siberia,  and  the 
scenes  with  which  in  this  connection  we 
liave  been  made  familiar  by  both  pen 
and  pencil  to  a  nauseating  degree,  are 
simply  products  of  the  imagination. 
Those  who  for  years  have  suffered  sym- 
pathetically with  the  exiles  in  Siberia 
ma}'.  I  think,  be  reassured.  Whatever 
the  system  may  have  been  in  tlie  past,  it 
is  certainl}^  not  to-day  the  terrible,  un- 
speakable thing  it  is  generally  believed 
to  be.  and  particularly  in  America.  To 
some  men,  of  course,  exile  to  Siberia 
means  i  banishment  from  home,  with 
all  its  ties  and  associations,  and  from 
all  that  has  hitherto  made  bearable  the 
sharp  edge  of  existence.  These  men.  I 
am  sure,  form  an  infinitely  small  but 
never  sutliciently  to  be  pitied  minority 
of  the  exiles.  A  very  much  larger  class 
is  c(nni)osed  of  peasants  who.  through 
want  of  sobriety  or  steady  work,  have 
failed  in  their  efforts  to  lay  by  sullicient 
money  to  transport  them  to  the  land  of 
gold,  as  they  call  Siberia,  and  who.  in 
theii'  disappointment,  commit  some  slight 
otfoice.  and  yet  one  of  sullicient  gravity 
to  secure  a  passage  to  their  El  Dorado  at 
the  expense  of  the  goveiaiment.  It  is  a 
broad  statement,  and  one  that  will  })rove 
a  surprise  to  many,  but  I  am  well  within 
the  truth.  I  am  sure,  vrhen  I  say  that  for 
at  least  fifty  ])er  cent,  of  the  convicts 
exile  simi)ly  means  that  after  several 
months  of  not  over-luxurious  travel  they 
are  given  a  fair  opporiunity.  under  new 
and  encouraging  circumstances,  to  begin 
life  anew.  Should  the  convii'l.  the  ■"un- 
foi'tunate  one.""  as  he  is  charitably  called, 
prove  obetlient  to  the  not  oppressive  penal 
regulations,  he  is  almost  immediately  pa- 
roled, and  very  little  thought  is  ever  paid 
to  the  incident  of  his  life  in  old  Russia 
for  which  he  was  sent  to  Siberia.      There 


are  to-day  in  the  larger  cities  of  Sil)eria 
very  many  of  the  most  prominent  citi- 
zens, leading  men  in  the  professions  o: 
law  and  medicine,  and  even  in  the  civi". 
administration,  wiio  would  be  indeed  sur 
prised  to  read  in  the  })olice  records  th- 
i-easons  why  they  were  banished,  as  an 
act  of  self-defence,  from  tiiat  society  into 
which  they  were  boi'n.  In  the  new  land 
these  men  have,  in  a  very  great  ma- 
joi'ity  of  cases,  begun  new  lives,  and  have 
proved  themselves  good  citizens  and  most 
desirable  acquisitions  to  the  civilization 
of  the  rough  frontier  life.  Indeed,  as 
the  happy  results  were  illustrated  time 
and  again  by  the  lives  of  men  with 
whom  I  came  in  personal  contact.  I  could 
not  but  think  that  a  system  which  pro- 
duced such  encouraging  and  altogether 
satisfactory  results  was  more  worthy  of 
unstinted  piaise  than  of  wholesale  con- 
demnation. 

There  are  of  course  several  classes  or 
categories  among  the  convicts  banished 
across  the  Urals:  in  tlie  first  and  most 
numerous  class  are  the  idle  and  dissolute 
ne'er-do-wells  of  their  communities,  who. 
having  become  a  nuisance  and  an  expense 
to  the  Mir.  or,  as  we  would  say.  a  charge  to 
the  parish,  are  sent  to  Siberia,  not  as  con- 
victs, but  as  colonists,  upon  whom  the  po- 
lice is  expected  to  keep  an  eye.  This  class 
is  over  forty  per  cent,  of  the  whole  num- 
ber of  exiles.  Then  in  point  of  numbers 
come  the  purely  criminal  prisoners,  who 
must  be  divided  into  two  divisions — first, 
those  who  have  forfeited  all  civil  rights, 
and  secondly,  those  who.  though  condemn- 
ed and  undergoing  long  sentence,  are  al- 
lowed to  retain  the  hope  of  paying  their 
debt  to  society  and  of  regaining  their  lost 
position  in  the  world  at  some  future  time. 
The  convict  of  the  tirst  category  is  indeed 
dead  to  the  world:  his  property  goes  to 
his  heirs;  his  wife  can  remarry  without 
going  thi'ough  the  formality  even  of  a 
divorce.  The  passage  across  the  Urals 
severs  all  ties.  He  has  no  name,  conse- 
quently his  signature  is  legally  worthless. 
The  S(>cond  class,  those  avIio  are  not  de- 
prived of  their  civil  rights  by  sentence  of 
court,  however  heavy  the  sentence  may 
be  that  is  imposed  upon  them,  have  really 
lunhing  to  complain  of  except  the  lot  of 
a  cc^lonist  in  a  new  land.  If  they  behave 
well,  they  too  are  almost  imine'.liately  pa- 
roled :  they  become  free  colonists  in  every 
respect  save  one:  they  cannot  return  to 
Russia  until  the  expiration  of  the  sentence 
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to  which  they  were  originally  condemned. 
In  this  way  many  of  them  are  probably 
saved  from  renewing  the  degrading  asso- 
ciations into  which  they  had  fallen.  Such 
a  convict-colonist  is  given  a  piece  of  land, 
an  outfit,  and  some  money.  The  veil  of 
charity  is  drawn  over  liis  past,  for  the 
great  majority  of  his  neighbors  are  men 
with  unfortunate  antecedents  similar  to 
his  own.  They  shift  for  themselves,  and 
generally  make  good  citizens.  Wives  are 
permitted  to  accompany  their  husbands 
when  exiled  to  Siberia,  and  are  treated 
with  great  kindness.  They  avail  them- 
selves of  this  permission  in  very  many 
instances.  They  have  only  to  submit  to 
the  prison  regulations.  Husbands  are  also 
allowed  to  accompany  their  wives  when 
the  latber  are  exiled  to  Siberia,  but  I  never 
saw  a  husband  doing  so;  I  never  met  a 
prison  official  who  had  seen  an  instance  of 
this  faithful  attachment,  though  several 
told  me  they  had  heard  of  it  being  done. 

But  the  most  conclusive  evidence  as  to 
what  the  life  of  the  average  convict  really 
is  is  furnished  upon  the  best  of  evidence 
by  the  convicts  themselves,  who  certainly 
ought  to  know  when  and  where  they  are 
well  off.  Not  more  than  one-fourth  of 
the  exiles,  when  their  time  has  expired, 
elect  to  return  to  Russia,  whither  they 
are  attracted  by  that  love  and  attach- 
ment to  home  so  strong  in  every  human 
breast,  so  particularly  strong  in  the  Slav. 
The  fact  is  that  they  have  found  life  in 
Siberia  pleasanter,  the  road  to  ease,  a  com- 
petency, and  even  to  wealth  less  rugged, 
less  crowded  with  competitors;  so  they  be- 
come colonists,  and  of  their  own  free  will 
and  choice  remain  in  Siberia,  throwing 
their  fortunes  in  with  the  destiny  of  the 
new  land;  and  I,  knowing  something  of 
the  conditions  of  life  which  obtain  in 
Russia,  think  they  do  well. 

During  my  stay  in  Siberia  I  personally 
saw  no  political  prisoners  while  they  wei'e 
in  confinement.  I  met  many  and  saw 
much  of  those  political  prisoners  who 
were  at  liberty,  having  undergone  the 
period  of  probation  to  tiie  satisfaction  of 
tlie  penal  authorities.  They  were  follow- 
ing their  various  professions  in  perfect  lib- 
erty, and  were  apparently  exempt  from 
even  the  loosest  kind  of  surveillance. 
The  short  period  of  close  confinenient 
before  the  ticket  of  leave  is  granted  to 
the  "politicals"  is  generally  spent  in  the 
prison  at  Nertschinsk.  So  far  from  the 
political  prisoners  being  w^orked  to  death, 


as  is  generally  represented,  they  neither 
work  in  mines  nor  })erform  manual  labor 
anywhere  else;  that  is  to  say,  they  are  not 
compelled  to  work;  but  in  the  case  where 
the  prisoners  of  this  category  are  without 
the  means  to  purchase  the  luxuries  which 
they  are  permitted  to  enjoy,  the  prison 
authorities  endeavor  to  procure  for  them 
remunerative  work  of  one  kind  or  another, 
so  that  they  may  with  their  savings  eke  out 
the  rude  fare  of  the  prison  table.  When 
I  went  to  Siberia  I  believed,  and  I  think 
the  belief  is  still  quite  common  in  Amer- 
ica, that  the  political  prisoners,  of  whom  a 
large  percentage  are  men  of  gentle  birth, 
were  compelled  to  walk  a  greater  part  of 
the  way,  if  not  the  whole  distance,  from  the 
Urals  to  their  prison  in  Siberia.  Owing 
to  the  fact  that  the  greater  number  of  the 
convicts,  whether  of  the  criminal  or  po- 
litical class,  are  now  transported  by  sea, 
this  question  is  of  less  importance  than 
formerly,  but  I  feel  it  my  duty  to  say  that 
every  "})olitical"  to  whom  I  spoke  upon 
this  subject  stated  frankly  that  he  had 
never  taken  a  step  of  the  journey  on  foot, 
except  now  and  again  for  exercise,  and 
that  telegas  and  tarantasses  are  always 
provided  in  sufficient  numbers. 

A  very  sudden  change  had  come  over 
my  social  position  in  Siberia,  and  it  was 
all  the  more  painful  because  it  was  self- 
inflicted.  In  twenty-four  hours  I  had  de- 
scended in  the  social  scale  from  being  the 
guest  of  Admiral  A on  board  the  flag- 
ship in  Vladivostok  Harbor  to  the  condi- 
tion of  an  outcast,  with  no  friends,  no  let- 
ters, and  trying  to  get  something  to  eat 
in  the  town  of  Nikolsky,  one  hundred 
miles  in  the  interior.  It  happened  in 
this  wise:  I  had  decided  that  in  Vladi- 
vostok I  had  obtained  all  tlie  information 
that  was  available  or  desirable  to  receive 
from  oflicial  sources,  and  had  decided  to 
make  the  further  investigations  which 
were  to  prove  or  disprove  the  oflicial  as- 
sertions without  the  aid  of  lettei'S  from 
the  authorities,  which  had  been  promised 
me  so  kindly.  It  was  in  the  service, then, 
of  my  readers  that  I  suffered  so  much 
discomfort  in  the  interior  of  Siberia,  and 
it  is  only  fair  that  they  should  experience 
a  few  sympathetic  twinges  from  the  re- 
cital of  what  I  went  through.  I  left  all 
my  letters  and  credentials  with  my  heavy 
luggage  and  trunks  at  the  Hotel  de  Mos- 
kowa.  and  started  out  upon  my  voyage 
of  discoverv  into  a  new  world  with  little 
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lujrg'a.ac  and  a  li.^lit  lieart.  I  was  alto- 
g-etliei*  mucli  lighter  in  every  way  when 
I  returned.  I  was  at  a  loss  to  kn(nv  wliat 
yarn  I  should  tell  as  to  the  })urpose  of  my 
ti'i}),  because  it  seemed  to  me  that  in  such 
a  susi)icious  country  as  Siberia  is  sup- 
])Osed  to  be  it  would  be  necessai'y  to  have 
some  well-connected  story  to  exphtin  the 
})ur])Ose  of  my  unusual  trip;  but  it  was 
quite  unnecessary.  Never  have  I  met  i)eo- 
ple.  olHcial  or  nnollicial,  with  as  little  of 
that  natural  curiosity  in  regard  to  the 
l)ursuits  of  their  fellow-travellers  as  these 
Siberians  exhibited;  nobody  seemed  to 
care  what  I  was  doing  in  Siberia,  or  why 
I  was  travelling  towards  the  Amui\  and 
so  my  ijiventiou  was  never  subjected  to 
the  strain  of  narration. 

Upon  the  train  I  made  the  acquaint- 
ance of  a  very  genial  cattle-doctor,  who 
had  learned  what  he  knew  about  phys- 
icking horses  and  dogs — for  this  latter 
branch  was  really  his  specialty— during  a 
stay  of  three  months  at  a  German  uni- 
versity. He  was  a  Siberian  by  l)irth, 
and  displayed  in  this  character  all  the 
hopefulness  of  the  children  of  a  new 
country  who  are  as  yet  untrammelled  by 
routine  or  convention.  *'In  a  year  or 
two,  Herr  Kollege."  he  said."  wlien  lam  a 
little  older"(he  must  have  been  forty)  "and 
a  little  more  steady.  I  am  going  to  Irkutsk 
to  read  law;  for  an  aml)itious  man.  one 
who  ex})ects  to  i-ise.  I  think  this  is  better 
than  doctoring  dogs  and  cattle."" 

As  we  came  into  the  inn  at  Nikolskoye. 
tlie  town  some  seventy  miles  from  the 
sea  on  the  Trans-Siberian  wliei'e  we  were 
to  rest,  or  rather  spend  the  night,  and 
gazed  about  u})on  all  its  squalor  and  ]H)v- 
erty-stricken  appointments,  it  was  hard 
indeed  to  believe  that  only  twenty-four 
hours  before  I  had  dined  with  admirals 
and  post- ca])tains  all  glittering  in  gold 
braid  ui)on  the  brilliantly  lighted  Hag- 
ship,  while  an  excellent  orchestra  dis- 
coursed music,  and  dishes  were  served 
that  would  have  done  ci-edit  to  the  c7/('/' 
of  the  English  Glub  in  St.  Petersburg,  or. 
indeed,  to  the  signature  of  any  cot)k-.  how- 
ever famous.  The  innkeeper  seemed  at 
first  disinclined  to  entertain  us  at  any 
price;  but  after  a  long  ])arlev.  during 
which  the  amiable  dog-doctoi*  went  d':)wn 
on  his  knees  in  a  way  that  would  have 
melted  any  but  a  heart  of  stone,  we  were 
shown  to  a  box  stall  in  the  stable.  Hav- 
ing washed  and  shaken  down  here,  we  re- 
turned to  the  hotel,  as  I  thouo-lit.  for  din- 


ner, l)ut  I  co\nited  without  allowance  for 
our  sui'ly  host.  When  he  saw  me  com- 
ing, and  read  upon  my  face  doubtless  an 
expression  of  ravenous  hunger,  he  turned 
on  a  music  -  box,  which  this  as  well  as 
ever}-  other  rest-house  in  Siberia  possess- 
es, and  as  its  wheezing  cones  and  false 
notes  tilled  the  air  with  discord,  he  looked 
defiantly  towards  us.  as  much  as  to  say 
that  if  we  wanted  any  further  entertain- 
ment than  this  we  couldn't  have  it.  My 
colleague  was  very  patient.  He  told  me 
he  had  leai'ned  this  lesson  from  his  dumb 
patients,  who  suffer  and  are  still.  He 
said  he  was  grateful  for  the  box-stall,  and 
assured  me  that  when  I  had  been  in  Si- 
beria a  few  years  I  would  not  think  so 
much  about  my  dinner:  but  I  insisted, 
pleading  my  i-ecent  ai'rival  as  an  ex- 
cuse, and  finally  the  innkeeper  consent- 
ed to  serve  me  in  the  course  of  a  few 
hours,  when  he  had  more  time,  with  a 
beefsteak  the  like  of  which  I  had  never 
seen  before;  and  this  is  probably  true, 
though,  as  I  never  succeeded  in  getting  a 
plain  view  of  this  steak. I  cannot  make  the 
statement  positively.  About  ten  o'clock 
the  steak,  or  rather  huge  soup-tureen  filled 
to  the  brim  with  a  mess  of  axle-grease,  was 
produced.  Our  host  then  withdrew  in 
sullen  silence  to  the  kitchen,  where  we 
heard  him  complaining  of  the  airs  which 
travellers  assume.  esi)eciaUy  "little  peo- 
ple." and  their  fastidiousness  in  regard  to 
food,  when  they  should  be  grateful  for 
what  they  get:  and  I  for  one  am  sure  I 
would  have  been,  if  I  had  ever  found  that 
steak.  For  twenty  minutes  we  dived  and 
dug  in  the  fioating  island  of  grease  with 
our  forks,  but  never  found  the  steak.  We 
concluded  it  was  best  to  say  nothing,  and 
quietly  retired  to  our  stalls.  The  travel- 
lei's  along  the  Trans-Siberian  are  hereby 
warned  against  the  keeper  of  the  inn  in 
Nikolskoye.  for  I  have  always  thought 
that  his  steak  was  a  niyth.  and  that  he 
imposed  iipon  my  faith  in  the  existence 
of  things  unseen. 

I  had  not  been  in  Khabarovka  more 
tlian  an  lioui-  before  all  doubt  vanished 
as  to  the  nature  of  the  errand  that  had 
brought  me  to  the  Amur.  It  was  sim- 
})ly  a  wild  goose  chase.  I  knew  no  one 
in  the  town,  and  no  one  showed  any  in- 
clination to  knov.-  me.  P)y  the  exhibi- 
tion of  the  most  engaging  and  friendly 
manner  I  could  command  I  had  only 
secured  for  myself  a  one-fifth  share  of  a 
verv  small   room  in  Mr.  Tai  Phoon-Tai's 
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hotel,  and  tlu^  idoa  of  my  n'oinii"  up  to  tlie 
])i'isoii  and  askiiiii-  to  be  shown  around 
s<MMiiod  siniply  ])i'(>post(M'()iis  ;  Ix^sidt^s,  there 
wvvo,  three  cordons  of  senli'ies  about  the 
])i'ison  settlement,  wliich  1  could  se<\  about 
lialf  a  mile  away  from  ihe  river,  on  the 
hrow  of  a  hill.  In  tiiis  mood  1  \vark-ed 
down  a  side  street,  and  simmuu'  the  siu'ii  of 
a,  pho(o,UM'aplier.  coiududed  to  u'o  in  and 
have  a  talk  about  ])lates  and  slides  and 
developers.  T  only  ho})ed  to  succetnl  in 
killin<i-  half  an  hour  of  the  time,  but  it 
t  urned  out  to  be  a  most  haj)i)y  i  nspii'aiion. 
to  wlii(di  1  owe  some  of  tht^  pleasantc^st 
hours  J  spent  in  Siberia.  The  pbotou'ra- 
])her  was  a  l"'renchman.  a  man  of  ediu'a- 
tion  and  rt^inement.  We  had  lived  in 
]*aris   about    the  same  time;    W(>  liad  both 

read  and  adnnred  tlu^  ptxuns  of  M and 

of  1) ,   \Nhich  ai'e  now.  after  Itui   yeais. 

still  announced  as  oi  jn''  ^xt  rut  ion .  We 
had  never  mel  in  Pari^.  but  we  iiad  botii 
been  subscrilxM's  to  La  Jhiffc  Jcs'  Drci- 
(h'lifs.  That  was  certainly  a  (dost^  Ixmd 
of  union,  for  there  wiu'e  only  three  other 
sid)scribers.  AVhen  1  tohl  my  new  frieiul. 
or.  i-at  bt'i'.  n(>\v-f()und  old  friend,  that  tlie 
poet  1) was  writini:-  the  l)icyide  clii'on- 


icle  in  one  of  the  u'l'eat  Parisian  dailies, 
he  went  all  to  ])ieces,  and  he  told  nie  sev- 
(M'al  times  he  felt  more  distressed  by  this 
])i(H'e  of  news  than  hy  his  isolated  life 
in  Siberia.  When  this  exchanu'e  of  sou- 
venirs in  reu'ard  to  distant  ]>laces  and 
timt^s  so  d(\ir  to  us  both  was  over.  I  told 
him  what  1  wanted.  He  ])ut  on  his  hat 
aiul  said  :  "  A\'(dl,  come  a  Ion  U':  we'll  o'o  U}) 
to  see  tiie  (diief  of  ])o]ice:  he's  a  <i"ood 
fritMid  of  mine.  You  tell  him  that  you 
want  ycuir  ])asvp()i't  'visaed.'  to  have 
everytliine"  ri-ht  and  ])roper.  and  wdiile 
this  is  beinu'  done  I'll  say  you  want  to 
U'o  throuuii  the  convict  station,  and  he'll 
show  you  around  himscdf.  I'm  sui-e." 

■■put  1  liaven't  any  credentials:"  I  ex- 
claimed. •■  liow  will  he  k'now  l)Ut  that  I 
am  a  Xihili^i.  or  somethinu'  lik-ethatf 

■■()li.  that  will  be  all  ri,e-ht."  said  my 
new-found  friend.     "■  I'll  ,l:'o  youi-  bail." 

With  that  h(^  slipix'd  his  arm  in  ndne. 
and  w«^  wali^ed  up  tiie  street  to  the  })olice 
head(piarters.  J  f(dt  as  though  I  were 
upon  my  native  lunuh.  or  even  in  Texas, 
and  I  owed  all  my  photoe-ra{>her"s  kind- 
ly sup])(U'I  to  the  ])(u'usal.  mor(^  than  ten 
vears  au'o.  of  some  lUMuns  wliicdi  were  too 
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o'ood  to  be  publislied  !  (>iir  meetiiiii-  was 
one  of  the  slraiigest  coiiieulences  ot  my 
life,  and  nothing-  but  pleasant  results 
llowed  from  it.  wliich  is  unusual  after 
meetings  of  this  kind.  Wliy  this  French 
pliotographer  was  in  Siberia  I  never 
knew.  In  Siberia  it  is  even  less  safe 
than  in  other  countries  to  inquire  into 
])eople's  anteeedeuts.  so  I  never  asked. 
I  hoped  that  the  cbief  of  police  would 
some  day  tell  me.  but  in  this  I  was  dis- 
appointed. 

In  a  few  minutes  we  entered  the  {)oIiee 
headquarters  —  a  long,  rambling-  frame 
building,  wliieh  was  at  once  the  head- 
quarters of  the  police  atul  of  tlie  tiremen. 
Clinging-  to  the  topmost  rungs  of  a  ladder 
stretching-  far  above  tlie  roof  of  a  tower, 
a  lireman  was  on  the  lookout  for  the 
outbreak  of  tlame  anywhere  in  tlie  set- 
tlemetit.      A  roi)e  connected  the   lookout 


rounded  by  a  still  higher  fence,  watched 
and  guarded  by  sentries,  only  tifiy  feet 
apart,  with  re{)eating-ritles,  and  bayonets 
ti.xed.  This  fence  was  thirty  feet  high, 
and  spiked  on  to{).  To  me  it  seemed 
(|uite  impossibh^  for  any  ])risoner  to  make 
his  escape,  biil  later  1  was  shown  one  who 
made  his  escape  tliree  times,  carrying 
with  him  his  foot  chains  and  his  manacles. 
Thei'e  are  no  cells  in  the  {)ris(>n,  and  tlie 
prisoners  live,  four  or  live  together,  in 
large  rooms  about  thirty  feet  long  and 
twenty  broad.  They  are  ])erfectly  free  to 
move  about  in  these  ihxmus  ;il  their  will, 
and  only  those  whose  bad  behavior  had 
been  repeated  and  seemed  incorrigible 
were  wearing  manacles  or  wtn-e  resti-aiiu'd 
by  chains.  The  beds  in  whicli  they  sleep 
are  the  same  little  iron  betlstt\uls  upon 
which  I  had  .^lept  in  all  the  hotels  in  Si- 
beria.       Each    of    these    rooms  or   iK)rini- 


tower  witli  the  stable,  and  this  he  pulled  tories  in  which  the  prisoners  weri»  con- 
when  it  was  necessary  to  give  the  alarm.  Hned.  exce])t  in  the  hour  or  two  each  day 
We  went  into  headquarters,  and  were  in  which  they  were  permitted  to  walk  up 
received  most 
kindly  and  cour- 
teously by  the 
chief.  He  was  a 
handsome,  tine- 
looking  man,  of 
about  forty,  and 
when  I  told  iiim 
that  I  was  an 
American  trav- 
eller, and  would 
like  very  much 
to  see  the  pe- 
nal station  here, 
wliicli  I  under- 
stood was  the 
central  station  of 
the  whole  ])rov- 
ince.  he  said 
that  he  would 
show  me  around 
it  with  the  great- 
est of  })leasure, 
and  in  tive  min- 
utes— he  having- 

spoken  to  no  one  in  the  mean  wh.i'u^ — 1 
entered  his  carriage  and  we  drove  to  the 
prison. 

The  prison  was  a  great  long  building. 
surrounded  by  half  a  dozen  storehou>es 
and  other  smaller  luiiKliiigs.  Each  i>iie 
stood  in  a  separate  eiich^sure.  siirrouiultHl 
by  a  high  fence  and  barred  gatt^s.  with 
soldiers  on  guard.  The  whole  place,  about 
half  a    mile    in   circumference,    was    sur- 
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and  down  in  \]\v  jail  yard,  is  ligiiled  by 
f"om  thrtM>  to  six  laru'e  \\imlo\\s.  which, 
thtuigh  they  are  heavily  barred  ami  w  ired 
otV  to  ]>ri^vent  tiu^  possibility  {">(  escape, 
admit  pltMity  o(  sunlighl.  In  tlu>  corri- 
ilor  iiptui  which  tlu^se  dormitcn-ies  (ipen 
there  were  stationinl  st^iitrit^s.  and  now 
and  again  a  patrol  o(  four  or  livt^  soldiers 
would  ])ass  tramping  through  tlit^  h>ng 
et'hoing   corri(.h>rs    t(^    see   th.at    each    and 


every  sentry  was  at  liis  post  and  that  all 
was  quiet  in  the  pi'ison.  I  spent  some 
time  in  the  kitclien.  which  was  scrupu- 
lously clean,  and  the  food  that  was  sup- 
plied to  the  convicts  was  of  tlie  same 
quality  as  tliat  served  out  to  tlie  soldiers 
— SOU)),  boiled  l)eef.  lieavy  rye  bread,  and 
rather  iiisi])id  kvass. 

There  was  not  a  knout  in  tlu^  prison. 
thouii'll  this  mei'ciless  scouru'c^  of  cowhitU^ 
thonu'  knotted  toiz'ether  is  still  used,  and 
with  advantaii'(\  T  am  told,  upon  the  more 
hardened  ci'iniinals  at  Nicolaiell' a  nd  Sa- 
khalin. Theconvicts  ;nul  pi'isoncrs  I  found 
uniformly  clu^erful.  apparently  in  u'ood 
S])irits.  and  in  o-ood  healtli.  Tlu're  was 
not  a  dark  cell  in  the  whole  prison,  aiul 
the  punishment  of  solitary  conlinement. 
not  unknown  to  our  own  pcMial  sysi(un. 
was  aholislunl  \\eve  many  years  a^'i).  The 
on  ly  ])unishm(mts.  in  fact,  practised  in  the 
])i'ison  at  Khaharovka  are  tiie  ])Uttinu'  on 
of  the  cliains  and  the  manacles,  and  an 
occasional  sentence  upon  souu^  iiu'orri- 
irible  to  a  diet  of  bread  and  water.     In  the 


IX    A    CONVICT    CAMP— PETITIONS    TO    THE 
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prison  there  were  men  of  all  nationalities — 
Japanese,  Chinese.  Koreans.  Goldies,  and 
Russians — and  ihey  messed  and  roomed 
together.  I'eceiving  absolutely  the  same 
treatment  and  the  same  food.  They  are 
divided  into  companies  of  ten,  and  each 
division  is  told  to  elect  a  starosta.  or  cap- 
tain, and  he  becomes  responsible  in  the 
eyes  of  the  ])ris(m  authorities  for  the  nine 
men  wlio  have  honored  him  with  their 
votes.  Whenever  a  detachment  of  ten 
men  is  respcmsible  for  some  infringement 
of  prison  rules,  and  the  individual  delin- 
quent cannot  be  ascertained,  the  captain, 
or  starosta.  receives  the  punishment. 
This  system,  it  is  said,  works  well,  and 
nuik'cs  for  law  and  order  and  good  be- 
havior in  the  dormitories.  The  captain, 
who  must  bear  the  brunt  of  all  ])unish- 
nient.  naturally  is  a  friend  of  law  and 
ordei'.  and  his  niiu'  com])anions  not  un- 
naturally feel  bound  to  s])are  him  the  in- 
iliction  of  })unishment  as  often  as  they 
reasonably  can.  out  of  brotherly  feeling 
springing  from  a  connnon  misfortune. 

Thei-e  wer(^  at  this  time  in  the  prison 
some  four  huiuhxHl  convicts,  and  there 
were  in.  the  imnuHliate  vicinity  of  Kha- 
harovka at  least  two  hundred  more  that 
had  i)een  let  o\\{  to  contractors  for  woi'k 
on  the  railway.  They  wei-e  convicts  of 
all  classes,  though  only  two  or  three 
]M)litical  ]>risoners.  Some  wei-e  on  their 
wav  to   Saidialin.  and  some  were  return- 
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ing-  from  there,  as  the  time  for  the  expira- 
tion of  tlieir  senteDces  was  approaching-; 
and  other  cotiv^icts  were  only  waiting 
the  decision  of  tlie  authorities  as  to  tlieir 
destination — as  to  where  their  sentences 
should  be  carried  out.  I  walived  through 
each  and  evei'v  one  of  the  corridors  in 
tlie  prison,  accompanied  by  the  chief  of 
police  and  tlie  chief  wai'den — a  most 
kindly  and  mild-looking  old  gentleman — 
and  they  were  evidently  doing  their  very 
best  to  show  me  everything  that  was  to 
be  seen,  and  to  give  tne  a  clear  idea  of 
the  inside  working-  of  prison  life,  and  the 
daily  routine  of  the  prisoners. 

As  we  passed  along  the  corridor  the 
pi'isoners,  hearing  our  footsteps,  gathered 
round  the  grated  door,  and  when  the 
chief  of  police  and  the  chief  warden 
came  in  sight,  would  give  the  military 
salute,  and  shout,  "Good-morning,  your 
lordships."  Then  the  chief  of  police  and 
the  warden  would  look  them  ovei-,  the 
warden  telling  his  chief  exactly  what  the 
men  had  been  doing,  and  what  re])ort  of 
their  conduct  he  had  to  make  since  the 
last  visit  of  inspection.  For  almost  ev- 
ery one  of  his  fellows,  as  he  called  them, 
the  kindly  war- 
den had  some- 
thing pleasant  or 
nothing  at  all  to 
say,  whereupon 
the  chief  would 
draw  himself  u]), 
and  say,  turning 
to  the  prisoners, 
"Well,  my  little 
brothers, it  is  well ; 
I  am  glad  to  hear 
good  reports  of 
you."  And  they 
Avould  invariably 
reply,  in  a  loud, 
cheerful  chorus, 
"We  are  always 
very  happy  when 
your  lordsliip  is 
pleased  with  us." 
As  we  walk'ed 
along  the  corri- 
dor we  came  lo 
another  and  a 
larger  room.  The 
"  Good -morning, 
your  lordships," 
which  rang  out 
towards  us  from 
this   room    had  a 


more  cheerful  ring— a  something  which 
cannot  be  counterfeited  or  disguised.  Be- 
fore I  came  to  the  door  and  saw  that  the 
men  who  spoke  them  no  longer  wore  the 
prison  stripes,  I  knew  that  these  men  were 
free,  and  the  chief  of  police  told  me  that 
they  were  only  awaiting  the  coming  of 
one  of  the  regular  convoys  to  start  for 
home,  free  men,  having  i)aid  their  debt  to 
society. 

On  the  second  floor  of  the  prison  was 
the  jail  for  wonien.  Admittance  to  it 
was  secuj-ed  only  after  a  parley  through 
the  iron  grating  in  the  heavily  bari'ed 
doors.  They  wei'e  at  last  thi'own  back 
by  women  turnkeys,  all  di'essed  in  blade, 
and  each  carrying  a  great  ])istol  in  a  hol- 
ster, with  o})en  flap,  ready  for  use.  None 
of  (he  women  ])risoners  wei'o  in  chains, 
and  they  occu])ied  large  and  sunny  I'ooms, 
never  moi'e  than  two  in  a  room.  Sev- 
eral had  their  children  with  them.  In 
one  room  we  stopped  and  talked  with  two 
women  wlio  wei'e  as  unlike  as  day  is  to 
night.,  and  yet  they  taught  an  object-les- 
son in  oui- common  humanity  and  equal- 
ity, despite  the  differences  of  i-ace,  reli- 
gion, and  color. 


;is  nrrrncx*. 
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()n(3  of  these  women  was  a  great  liaiul- 
sojn(^  blond  gii'l  from  Russia.  tSlie  might 
well  l)av(3  served  tlie  sculptoi' as  a  model 
foi"  Diana.  Jler  face  was  goodness  itself; 
lici'  «'ves  were  soft,  ing'enuous.  and  al- 
most childlike.  She  had  i)oisoncd  her 
liusband  for  love  of  anolhei' man.  .Xcross 
the  sunlit  room  there  stood  her  sister  in 
a  similai'  crime;  but  what,  a  contrast  in 
outward  a})pearancel  She  was  a  Goldie 
woman,  and  she  too  had  ])oisoned  Ikm' 
husband   for  love  of  another  man.      Her 


the  directions  of  the  visiting  doctor  to  tlie 
nurse.  Tliese  blacic  slates  loolxed  for  all 
the  world  like  tombstones,  and  tlie  wi-it- 
ing-  of  the  physician  like  the  lettei-ing  of 
an  epitaph.  Thcv  liad  better  food,  and 
apparent  ly  excellent  attendance,  and  were 
as  well  cared  for  and  as  comf<»rtal»le  as 
any  men  could  be  under  similar  circum- 
stances. 

Another  interesting  l)uilding  in  the  en- 
closure was  the  storehouse.  Here  I  was 
.sliown   the  clothinjr.  wliich    is  served  out 


face  was  yellow  and  sallow,  Ikm*  forehead  to  the  convicts  as  occasion  re(juires.  The 
low  and  receding;  her  nose  was  flat,  and  blouse,  the  loose  linen  trousers  for  sum- 
hei'  lips  dr()()i)ed  and  curled  li'ue  a  deer-  mer  wear,  g'reat  boots  for  out  door  labor, 
houmrs;  hei'  face  was  without  expression,  softer  aiul  liglitei-  shoes  for  in-dooi's.  wool- 
dull  and  stagnant,  like  a  muddy  puddle.  leu  mittens,  ami  g'reat  leather  gauntlets 
Next  to  the  prison,  and  connected  by  to  wear  over  them,  and  heavy  felt  over- 
a  covered  way,  was  tlu^  hospital.      In   it     coats    of    a    thickness    of    half    an    inch. 

which  must  keep 
them  warm  even 
through  a  Sibe- 
rian winter. 

I  went  away 
from  the  prison 
in  an  unexpect- 
edly cheerful 
frame  of  mind; 
for  me.  at  least, 
there  was  one 
less  horror  in 
the  living  world; 
one  picture  of 
man's  inhuman- 
ity to  man  had 
been  painted 
blacker  than  the 
reality  justifies 
— an  unusual 
discovei-y.  and 
one  of  suthcient 
moment  to  be 
wi'itten  down  in 
g-olden  letters  in 
the  diai-y  of  my 
life.  The  high 
walls  and  the 
triple  tile  of  sen- 
there  were  about  a  dozen  sick  men.  suf-  tries  about  this  station  were  for})idding 
fering  from  fevei's  and  ex])osure  brought     eimugh  ;  still,  as  I  look  back  U{)on  them,  as 

I  walked  the  citv,  I  will  carrv  the  convic- 
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on  by  work  upon  tlie  i-ailway.  Ilei-e 
there  were  only  two  nu^n  in  each  room; 
the  bed -clothing  was  better  than  in  the 
})i'ison  ])i'()))(U'.  and  the  rooms  themselves 
quite  comfortable,  and  not  at  all  bare. 
Over  th(^  beds  there  hung  u'reat  slates. 
upon  which,  under  the  sym'Dol  of  tlie 
white  cross,  was  written  the  name.  <^r 
rather  the  nund)er.  of  the  sick  man.  with 


tion  that  those  who  ai'e  restrained  from 
their  liberty  here  are  treated  with  human- 
ity, and  are  as  happy  and  as  comfortable 
as  they  c\in  he  umler  the  circumstances. 

The  Rev.  Dr.  Lansdell  publicly  stated, 
after  a  thorough  visit  to  Sibei'ia,  that  should 
he  ever  have  to  change  from  clerical  to 
convict  life,  he  wc^ild  choose  Sil)ei'ia.  and 
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not  Millbaiik  or  any  otlier  Eng-lisli  pi'isoii, 
as  the  scene  of  labor.  I  liave  no  hesi- 
tancy to  say  tliat  personally  I  prefer  pris- 
on life  in  Siberia  to  Sing  Sing-;  and  to  set 
the  stamp  of  my  approval  uj)on  the  pris- 
on, following-  the  kindly  invitations  of 
the  chief  of  police,  I  was  about  to  trans- 
fer my  bag'gage  from  the  hotel  of  the  ricli 
Chinaman  to  the  jail.  However,  thoiigli 
the  prison  tempted  me  by  its  superior 
comfort,  better  food,  and  batli-tubs.  I  iiad 
to  give  up  the  project.  Interesting  things 
were  to  be  seen  in  the  town  and  u])on  the 
great  river  every  minute  of  the  day.  so  I 
remained  witli  Tai  Phoon-Tai.  only  visit- 
ing the  prison  for  my  tub  every  day.  As 
upon  my  tirst  visit,  I  was  always  allowed 
to  walk  about  the  place  and  visit  all  the 
prisoners,  and  I  saw  nothing  to  change 
my  opinion  of  the  cleanliness  and  the  hu- 
mane condition  inider  which  they  lived. 

Just  in  the  nick  of  time  to  complete 
the  series  of  scenes  of  (convict  life  in  Si- 
beria which  I  had  witnessed,  a  })rison-ship 


ai'rived  from  Odessa  in  Vladivostok  the 
day  before  my  de])arture.  It  was  the  Yo- 
ro)izoff.  a  magnilicent  Clyde-built  ship, 
with  airy  and  roomy  quai'ters.  She  was 
the  fin(^st-looking  ship  I  saw  in  the  Far 
East,  and  yet  1  was  assured  that  she  was 
not  an  e\ce})lion.  but  rather  the  type  of 
tlie  magnilicent  twin-screw  steamers  which 
compose  the  Russian  volunteer  fleet.  As 
she  sailed  into  the  harbor  it  was  evident 
that  she  had  ex])erienced  a  tem])estnous 
voyage.  ThtM'e  was  a.  flag  Hying  from  the 
peak',  which  we  at  tirst  thought  to  be  a 
signal  of  distress.  It  turned  out,  how- 
ever, to  be  a  request  for  water,  as  the  sup- 
l)ly  on  l)oard  was  almost  exhausted.  Hei- 
ari'ival  had  been  very  much  delayed  by 
the  head-seas  of  a,  northeast  monsoon,  and 
to  escape  from  the  track  of  a  typhoon  she 
had  given  Hong-kong  a  wide  berth:  the 
only  stop  for  water  and  provisions  in  the 
whole  voyage  from  Russia  to  Siberia  had 
l)een  in  Singa})ore.  AVater  had  run  shoi't, 
in  consequence,  and  the  convicts  had  been 
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])laced  ii})on  a  iniiiinmni  allowance.  It 
was  indeed  a  siglit  to  see  them  lajiping- 
H])  tlie  watei',  now  that  it  was  for  tlie 
first  time  served  out  to  them  in  unslintcul 

quantities.       Thanks    to    Admiral   A , 

and  the  use  of  his  st<'am-launch.  1  wt^it 
alonii'side  and  l)oarded  tlu^  })i'is()n  -  ship 
well  hcfore  she  came  to  anchor.  Thouu'h 
in  from  a  voyau'e  of  nearly  lifty  days, 
and  after  oxpcrienciiiu'  sc^vere  weather 
continuously  for  the  ))ast  two  W(M'i<s.  I 
found  the  vessel  and  tht^  convict  (quarters 
as  clean  and  as  sweet  as  are  the  steeraue 
com))artmenls  on  our  own  Atlantic  steam- 
ers at  the  end  of  a  voyau'e  of  less  than 
a  W(M'k'.  Of  course  1  would  have  tliese 
adjectiv(^s  to  he  uiulerstood  in  a  I'clative 
sense  only. 

There  wtM-e  no  ■■politicals""  on  hoard. 
Thei-e  wei'e  ahout  llii(»  convicts,  and  judii'- 
iuLi'  fi'om  their  appearance,  the  u'reat  ma- 
jority of  tiiem  were  criminals  of  the  lowest 
antl  most  de<i'raded  caleg-ory.  I  could  not 
conceal  my  surprise  at  the  smallness  of 
tlie    2"uard    that    stood    watch    over  tlu^n. 


and  the  ahsence  of  feai'  tliat  seemed  to  he 
(Miterlained  of  the  possihility  of  an  out- 
hrt\ik.  With  the  exception  of  three  men. 
who.  ;is  punishment  for  misconduct  dur- 
ing- the  voyau'e.  wei'e  cliained  to  tlie  deck, 
tlie  convicts  were  fr(M^  to  move  ahout.it 
apjx'ared.  ])retty  much  as  they  ])leased. 
Tiie  ^i'uard  of  soldiers  cei'tainly  did  not 
numl)ei' t  wenty  men.  who  went  ahout  ""cn- 
e rally  unarnKHl:  and  the  sailors  of  the  ship, 
who  wer(»  not  armed  at  all.  siM'ined  to  he 
on  the  hest  of  terms  with  the  convicts, 
Avith  whom  they  sat  and  talked,  and  even 
l)layed  cards.  The  convicts,  judii'iiiii-  from 
their  faces.  S(>emed  all  to  l)elon.i:'  to  one 
and  the  sanu^  class  of  contii'med  and 
iiardened  crimiiuils.  hut  etiinically  i't  was 
the  most  varied  assortment  of  types  of  the 
races  of  the  human  family  that  1  remem- 
h(U'  to  have  s(hmi.  Amonu  them  tlie  real 
Muscovites  of  tlu^  mu/hik  cdass.  Avith  their 
nuH'k  lono-  heard  and  lamhlike  (\ves.  wvvq 
in  an  iiitinitely  small  mii^ority.  hut  every 
otlier  race  of  the  cong-lomei'ate  em])ire  was 
strongly  represented.    There  were  Germans 
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from  the  Baltic  Provinces,  and  the  blond 
Finns  with  llieir  bleached  yellow  hair, 
who  certainly  more  resembled  the  Ger- 
man type  of  the  days  of  Tacitus  than  do 
Llie  Prussians  of  to-day,  who  look,  ])artic- 
ularly  the  East  Prussians,  quite  Slavish, 
as  they  sliould  from  their  oi-ig'in.  There 
were  Chinamen  and  Tartars,  and  many 
varieties  of  Mohammedans,  and  Persians, 
and  Tui-comims,  and  Polish  Jews,  liutlie- 
nians,  Great  Russians  and  Little  Russians, 
Georoians,and  the  men  froin  the  Caucasus. 
As  I  looked  upon  this  spectacle,  in  other 
respects  so  sad,  I  could  not  hel|)  bein<^ 
amazed  at  the  facility  which  the  Russian 
civilization  seems  to  possess  in  oblitera- 
ting- national  traits  and  characteristics, 
and  attracting  to  it  the  loyalty  and  de- 
votion of  the  inost  alien  races— a  gift  which 
it  has  in  common  with  the  civilization 
of  the  United  States.  These  men  were, 
one  and  all,  Rus- 
sians, or  claimed 
to  be,  though  by 
blood  and  edu- 
cation they  were 
as  alien  to  hei' 
civilization  as 
I.  I  remember- 
ed the  instances 
furnished  by  our 
own  history, and 
more  numerous- 
ly by  Russian 
history  of  the 
last  generation, 
of  how  quickly 
tlie  two  coun- 
tries absoi'b  men 
of  power  and 
convert  them  to 
their  own  uses. 
Ali  Khan,  the 
wild  leader  of 
turbulent  c(mtral 
Asian  hordes, 
and  the  deter- 
mined enet»iy 
of  Russia,  after 
the  last  battle 
had  been  fought 
takes         service 

with  his  conquei'oi-.  and  begins  a  new  and 
serviceable  careen*  as  General  Alikhanoif ; 
and  in  a  somewhat  similar  way — though 
the  comparison  may  seem  invidious,  which 
it  is  not  meant  to  be — we  send  not  seldom 
naturalized  citizens  of  recent  date  to  for- 
eign  courts  to  re[)resent  our  civilization 


there,  and  to  illustrate  it  by  their  presence. 
In  company  with  the  captain  and  the 
officer  of  police  who  had  come  from  Rus- 
sia in  chai'ge  of  the  convoy,  I  visited 
every  nook  and  corner  of  the  ship; 
and  though  the  voyage  had  been  made 
under  the  adverse  circumstances  of  bad 
weather  and  siiortness  of  the  water-sup- 
ply, still  (n-erything  was  shi])sha])e  and 
remarkahly  clean,  as  a  ship  must  be  to 
pass  through  the  tropics  unscathed  by 
disease.  The  slee})ing-buiiks  were  some- 
wliat  ci'an)})ed  and  crowch^d,  but  they  were 
no  worse  in  this  resj)ect  than  a  very  great 
majority  of  seagoing  vessels  which  cai-ry 
steerage  ])assengers  in  evei-y  i)art  of  the 
world.  The  police  ollicer  gave  me  a  re- 
cital of  the  incidents  of  the  uneventful 
voyage — of  how  the  convicts,  brought  to- 
getiier  from  every  province  of  the  em))ire, 
had  embarked  at  Odessa,  where  the  bisli()[) 
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had  in  ])ers()n  given  the  membei's  of  the 
convoy  his  blessing,  and  had  s))rinkled 
the  ship  from  stem  to  stern  with  holy 
water.  For  lifteen  days  after  setting  sail 
the  ])risoners  all  wear  fettei's  and  ankle 
bracelets  connected  by  a  chain,  gangs  of 
ten  men  beine:  "•enerall  v  chained  together. 
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Oil  tlio  sixteciitli  day.  liowever,  tlie  arinoi--  Tlu'sc  li(){)c>  and  the  happy  anticipations 
<'!•  comes  out  on  lh(i  deck  and  knocks  ott'  which  they  evidently  entertained  were, 
th<'  manacles  and  removes  the  cliains.  so  in  my  <)j)inion.  well  foundf'd  :  for  numy 
th(!y  are  free  men  now  as  lonj^  as  their  the  life  that  was  heLrinninL*".  thotio-li  cer- 
condnct  is  Li'ood.  They  were  all  very  do-  tain  to  he  attended  with  not  a  few  hard- 
cile  and  suhmissive.  and  seemed  w(dl  fed  shi  ps  and  many  discomforts,  and  for  some 
and  content.  .\  kind  of  cahha^-e  son])  p<'rha])s  with  considerahle  sutfei'inof.  was 
tlial  was  served  outlo  them  in  <ireat  howls  cei'tainly  not  the  life  of  deadening;-  ho]ie- 
seemed  to  me.  after  my  experiences  in  the  less  routine  of  i)enal  servitude  under  the 
interior,  very  savory,  and.  i!i)on  the  invi-  cellular  system  now  almost  univer.sal  — 
tation  of  tin;  police  ollicci',  I  hrokc  my  that  system  which  eats  out  men's  hearts. 
morniuL;-  fast  with  them.  and   hreaks   down    their   spii'il.  and   ruins 

ITardly  had  the  convicts  hastily  holted  them  mentally  and  ])hysically  and  in  ev- 
their  hi'cakfasts  hefore  I  saw  them  crowd-  ei-y  way.  Here  in  Si!)eria  the  outlook 
inu-  to  the  port  side  of  the  shij).  climhiuL;'  for  tlie  convict  is  very  ditfei'ent.  Each 
into  the  shrouds.  Li'esticulat inn"  wildly  in  and  every  one  of  these  men  who  looiced 
the  direction  of  the  shore,  and  askiuii'  all  so  eaLicrly  towards  the  shore,  however 
mannei-  of  (piestions  of  the  ollicials  as  deu'i'aded  the  cateu^ory  of  criminals  to 
to  the  new  la  11(1.  the  portals  of  which  now  which  he  helonu's  may  he.  or  wiiat  liis 
lay  o{)en  hefore  them.  In  no  other  (piar-  piu^vious  career  of  servitude  to  the  hrutal 
ter  of  the  o'lohe,  and  under  the  operation  instincts  may  have  heen.  was  here  as- 
sured of  a  chance 
not  only  to  be- 
yin  a  new  life, 
btu  even  to  re- 
trieve liis  for- 
tuiu^s.  When 
I  say.  judoiiio- 
from  ])ast  expe- 
rience, that  not 
a  areat  numlxM- 
would  have  the 
stren«^lh  to  avail 
tluunselves  (>f 
this  oi)porluni- 
ty.  it  is  only 
admitting'  that 
tliey  are  hu- 
man, and  that, 
once  ha  vino-  fall- 
en, it  is  ditlicult 
to  rise  and  fall 
no  mor(^:  but  1 
am  convinced 
that  the  reforma- 
tive etfecl  of  the 
system  is  most 
of  no  other  of  the  penal  systems  I  have  ha])])y;  that  it  rt^sults  in  returnino-  to  so- 
seen  in  operation  in  various  parts  of  tlie  ciety  a  greater  number  of  men  worthy  to 
woi'ld.  can  you  sei^  men  a|)proach  the  b(^  ailmit led  inio  it  than  any  other  system 
place  where  they  are  d.stiiicd  to  srrv(^  of  penal  punislmuuit  that  is  practised, 
out    tluur    sentence    of    pi  uishment    witli  'rht>  ])c(mi|(^  and  the  press  of  SilxM'ia  are 

such  eau'erness  and  with  such  an  exprcs-  unaninuuis  in  their  supj)ort  of  Count 
sion  of  ho|)efulness  as  1  now  sa w  de])icted  l)uliofskoi's  nuunorial  to  tlu^  throne, 
upon  the  faces  of  these  men.  They  had  which  aims  at  the  concentration  of  all 
ratluu'  the  app<'araiice  of  convicts  wlio  the  con victs.  of  the  (M-iminal  class  at  least, 
were  about  to  he  liberated  than  t)f  men  into  stations,  depots,  and  colonies  on  the 
for  whom  the  endless  and  interminable  island  of  Sakhalin.  That  the  jin^ss  of  the 
days  of  prison   life  were  only  beuinning-.     country  should  lie  so  outspoken  in  its  op- 
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position  to  the  contiiuiiuice  of  tlie  present 
system  is  certainly  a  healthful  sign,  and  I 
believe  that  the  foreign  critics,  in  leaving- 
this  long -controverted  question  in  the 
liaiids  of  the  Siberians,  who  are  most  di- 
rectly concerned,  and  who  are  perfectly 
acquainted  with  its  many  phases,  will  do 
well,  and  perhaps  then  time  might  be 
found  to  feri'et  out  and  expose  abuses 
which  iiourish  nearer  home. 

While  all  classes  in  Siberia  unite  in 
asking  for  the  abolition  of  the  convict 
system  as  now  in  force,  they  are  equally 
unanimous  in  denying  the  existence  of 
the  inhuman  abuses  which  in  the  past 
have  been  imputed  to  it.  In  their  opin- 
ion, however,  a  continuance  of  the  sys- 
tem would  prove  a  great  menace  and  an 
actual  danger  to  the  security  aiid  peace 
of  the  industrious  settlements,  which  are 
springing  up  and  entering  ni)on  a  nour- 
ishing and  prosperous  existence  all 
through  the  country,  upon  the  line  of 
the  Trans-Siberian  and  upon  the  banks 
of  the  Amur,  as  wc^ll  as  all  through  the 
Primorsk.  or  Maritiuie  Proviu('(\  This 
danger,  they  point  out,  arises  from  the 
ease    with    which    often    invetei'ate    and 


hardened  criminals  obtain,  almost  imme- 
diately u})on  their  arrival  in  Siberia,  a 
ticket  of  leave,  and  then  show  too  often 
how  unchangeable  is  the  bent  of  their 
ci'iuiinal  character  by  the  immediate  com- 
mission of  some  horrible  crime. 

The  details  of  the  memorial  of  the  Gov- 
ernor-General and  the  plan  which  he  pro- 
poses have  not  been  ])ublished  as  yet,  but 
I  am  credibly  informed  that  he  asks  that 
all  nuMi  who  have  been  tried  and  convicted 
of  a  felony  or  other  criminal  ott'ence  in 
Russia  be  first  conlined  to  the  island  of 
Sakhalin  for  a  probation  ])eriod  of  three 
years,  and  only  then,  if  he  should  make 
good  use  of  his  liberty,  be  permitted  to 
})ass  over  the  sea  into  the  promised  laud 
of  Siberia.  The  Governor-CuMUM'al  ]>oiuts 
out  clearly  that  as  the  voluntary  emigra- 
tion of  the  free  laborer  is  rapidly  inci'cas- 
ing,  and  that  as  the  construction  of  the 
railroad  upon  which  so  many  thousaiuls 
of  workmen  hav(^  been  engaged  will 
shortly  Ix^  completed,  aiul  many  thou- 
sands of  nuMi  be  in  want  of  woi'lc.  the 
disastrous  ell'ects  upon  the  labor  market, 
which  at  tirst  view  a})pear  serious,  will, 
in  fact.  [)i'ove  inlinitely  small  in  coni})ai"i- 
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son   witli   tlie  direct,  innriodiato.  and    un- 
doubted benefit  which  will  accrue. 

It  is  quite  apparent,  tlien,  tliat  tlie  peo- 
))le  of  Siberia  ask  for  th(;  al)olition  of 
llie  system  not  because  under  it  the  con- 
victs are  treated  inhuinanly,  but  be- 
cause llie  system  and  its  abuses  consti- 
tute a  real  dang'er  to  tlieir  growino-  com- 
munities. I  liave  no  doul)t  that  this 
unanimity  of  opinion  will  lead  at  an  early 
day  to  the  closer  confinen)ent  of  the  hope- 
less and  incoi'riui1)le  criminals  to  Sakha- 
lin, where  they  can  be  more  securely 
guarded,  and  I  am  convinced  that  this 
change  will  pi-ove  not  a  bad  one  for  the 


I'emove  one  of  the  gi-eat  dangers  to  the 
dev(^lopment  of  this  colossal  empii-e.  In- 
deed. I  am  more  sanguine  than  this,  and 
luy  ho))es  are  uot  rose-colored  by  a  strong 
Russophile  bias.  On  the  contrary,  my 
views  are  based  entirely  ui)()n  what  I  saw 
in  the  country  and  upon  information  that 
I  gathered  from  altogether  trustworthy 
sources.  The  I'esult  of  this  information, 
and  the  high  o])inion  I  foi'med.  aftei*  much 
close  pei'sonal  contact,  of  the  intelligence 
and  the  humanity  of  the  Russian  ])olice 
ami  oflicials  of  the  ])enal  service,  encour- 
age me  to  hope  that  the  solution  shortly 
to    be    i-eached   in    reo-ard   to   this  knotty 
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criminals  themselves,  and  certainly  a  most 
excellent  thing  for  the  Siberians  and  the 
future  welfare  of  th(i  country. 

I  carried  away  fi-om  SibtM-ia  the  convic- 
tion that  while  it  is  not  likely  that  the 
])resent  agitation  against  a  continuance  of 
their  ])eculiar  institution  will  result  in  it 
being  entirely  done  away  with,  it  would 
be  sti'ange  indeed  if  a  movement  in  which 
every  organ  of  })ublic  opinion.  (>v(M-y  com- 
mercial body,  and  evei-y  otlicial  of  rank 
in  the  country  is  talcing  an  active  })art 
should  not  result  in  the  ado})tion  of  a 
system  which  will  at  once  ameliorate 
the  condition  of  the  "unfortunate"  and 


question  will  prove  of  more  far-reaching 
consequence  than  is  at  ])resent  a])])re- 
heuded  or  within  the  scope  of  the  inquiiy 
now  in  progress.  I  believe  that  the  new 
method  will  ]irove  to  be  of  so  ha]")py  a 
charactei'  that  those  countries  of  the 
world,  other  than  Russia,  where  the  con- 
vict system  is  still  in  force,  and  where 
that  great  abuse  of  it  the  subletting  of 
convict  laboi'ers  to  more  (^r  less  irre- 
sponsible contractors  is  still  permitted, 
may  do  well  to  study  carefully  the  new 
Russian  system  ;  and  ])erhaps  we  may 
yet  all  ])rolit  by  following  her  enlight- 
ened and  humane  example. 
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BY      STEPHEN      CRANE, 


LITTLE  JIM  was,  for  the  time,  erig-ine 
Number  36,  and  lie  was  making-  the 
run  between  Syracuse  and  Rochester.  He 
was  fourteen  minutes  belli ud  time,  and 
the  throttle  was  wide  open.  In  conse- 
quence, when  he  swung  around  the  curve 
at  the  flower-bed,  a  wheel  of  his  cart  de- 
stroyed a  peony.  Number  36  slowed  down 
at  once  and  looked  g-uiltily  at  his  father, 
who  was  mowing"  the  lawn.  The  doctor 
had  his  back  to  tliis  accident,  and  he  con- 
tinued to  pace  slowly  to  and  fro,  pushing 
the  mower, 

Jim  dro{)ped  the  tongue  of  the  cart.  He 
looked  at  his  father  and  at  the  broken 
flower.  Finally  he  went  to  the  peony  and 
tried  to  stand  it  on  its  pins,  resuscitated, 
but  the  spine  of  it  was  hurt,  and  it  would 
only  hang  limply  from  his  hand.  Jim 
could  do  no  reparation.  He  looked  again 
toward  his  father. 

He  went  on  to  the  lawn,  very  slowly, 
and  kicking  wretchedly  at  the  turf.  Pres- 
ently his  father  came  along  with  the 
whirring  machine,  while  the  sweet  new 
grass  blades  spun  from  the  knives.  In  a 
low  voice,  Jim  said,  "Pa!" 

The  doctor  was  shaving  this  lawn  as 
if  it  were  a  priest's  chin.  All  during  the 
season  he  had  worked  at  it  in  the  coolness 
and  peace  of  the  evenings  after  supper. 
Even  in  the  shadow  of  the  cherr\^-trees 
the  grass  was  strong  and  healthy.  Jim 
raised  his  voice  a  trifle.      ''  Pal" 

The  doctor  paused,  and  with  the  howl 
of  the  machine  no  longer  0(;cupyiiig  the 
sense,  one  could  hear  the  robins  in  the 
cherry-trees  arranging  their  afl'airs.  Jim's 
hands  were  behind  his  back,  and  some- 
times his  fingers  clasped  and  unclasped. 
Again  he  said,  "Pal''  The  child's  fresh 
and  rosy  lip  was  lowered. 

The  doctor  stared  down  ;ir  his  son, 
thrusting  his  head  forward  and  frowning 
attentively.      "  \Vh;tt  is  it,  Jinimic^^" 

"Pa!"  re])eal<Hl  the  child  at  length. 
Then  he  raisinl  his  flnger  and  pointed  at 
the  flower-bed.      "There!" 

"  Wliatf'  said  the  doctor,  frowning 
more.      "  What  is  it,  Jim?" 

After  a  period  of  silence,  during  which 
the  child   mav  have  undero-one  a  severe 


mental  tumult,  he  raised  his  finger  and 
repeated  his  former  word— "  There !"  The 
fatiier  had  respected  this  silence  with  per- 
fect courtesy.  Afterward  his  glance  care- 
fully followed  the  direction  indicated  by 
the  child's  finger,  but  he  could  see  no- 
thing which  explained  to  him.  "I  don't 
understand  what  you  mean,  Jimmie,"  he 
said. 

It  seemed  tliat  the  importance  of  the 
whole  thing  had  taken  away  the  boy's 
vocabulary.  He  could  only  reiterate, 
"There!" 

The  doctor  mused  upon  the  situation, 
but  he  could  make  nothing  of  it.  At  last 
he  said,  "Come,  show  me." 

Together  they  crossed  the  lawn  tow- 
ard the  flower-bed.  At  some  yards  from 
the  broken  peony  Jimmie  began  to  lag. 
"  There!"  The  word  came  almost  breatli- 
lessly. 

"  AVhere?"  said  the  doctor. 

Jimmie  kicked  at  the  grass.  "There!" 
he  replied. 

The  doctor  was  obliged  to  go  forward 
alone.  After  some  trouble  he  found  the 
subject  of  the  incident,  the  broken  flower. 
Turning  then,  he  saw  the  child  lurking  at 
the  rear  and  scanning  his  countenance. 

The  father  reflected.  After  a  time  he 
said,  "Jimmie,  come  here.''  With  an 
infinite  modesty  of  deuKVinor  the  child 
came  forward.  ",Iinnni(\  how  did  this 
happen  ('^ 

The  child  answered,  "Now  —  I  was 
playiir  train  — and  —  now — I  ruiined  over 
it." 

"  You  were  doing  what?'' 

"  I  was  playin'  ti'ain." 

The  fatluM-  refiected  again.  "Well, 
Jimmie."  he  said,  slowly,  "  I  guess  you 
had  IxMter  not  play  train  any  more;  to- 
day.     Do  you  think  you  had  betterf 

"  Xo.  sir."  said  ,1  innni(\ 

During  the  delivery  of  the  judgment, 
the  child  liad  not  faiunl  his  father,  and 
aftiM'ward  Ik;  went,  away,  with  liis  head 
lowered,  shulfling  his  feet. 

II. 
It  was  apparent  from  Jimmie's  manner 
that  he  felt  some  kind  of  desire  to  eiface 
himself.      He   went   down    to  the  stable. 
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Henry  Jolmson.  tlio  iieiiTo  wlio  oai'ed  for 
the  (loct-oi'.s  lioi'ses.  was  s])<)ii_f>"iii.ii"  tlie 
])iia.U'\'.  Ur  u'l'i lined  fratcnial I y  wlieii  lie 
saw  Jiiniiiie  coiniiiii-.  These  two  were 
])als.  hi  i''\uar(i  to  alinosl  cverythini!'  in 
life  they  semied  to  have  niinds  pi-ccisidy 
alike.  ( )f  course  there  were  points  of  eni- 
])liali('  div(M'uen('e.  P'oi-  instance,  it  was 
})lain  from  Henry's  talk  that  he  was  ii 
very  handsome  ne<j;ro,  and  he  was  known 
to  he  a  lio'ht.  a  weiuht,  and  an  eminence 
in  lh(i  sul)urh  of  the  town,  where  lived 
the  lar^-er  niimher  of  the  iieo'roes.  and 
ohviously  this  olory  was  over  Jimniie's 
horizon  ;  hut  he  vaguely  appreciated  it 
and  ))aid  deference  to  Heniw  for  it  main- 
ly because  Heniy  appreciated  it  and  de- 
ferred to  himself.  However,  on  all  ])oints 
of  conduct  as  i-elated  to  the  doctor,  who 
was  the  moon,  they  were  in  com})lete  but 
unexpressed  understandinj^-.  Whenever 
Jimmie  became  the  victim  of  an  eclipse 
lie  went  to  the  stable  to  solace  himself 
with  Henry's  crimes.  Henry,  with  the 
elasticity-  of  his  race,  could  usually  pro- 
vide a  sin  to  place  himself  on  a  footing* 
with  the  diso-raced  one.  Perha])s  he  would 
remember  that  he  had  forg'otten  to  ])ut 
the  hitch 'ng'-stra})  in  the  hnvk  of  the  bug-- 
gy  on  some  recent  occasion,  and  had  been 
reprimanded  by  the  doctor.  Then  these 
tw^o  would  conunune  subtly  and  without 
words  concerning-  their  moon,  holding 
themselves  sympathetically  as  people  who 
had  committed  similar  treasons.  On  the 
otherhand,  Henry  would  sometimeschoose 
to  absolutely  re])udiate  this  idea,  and  when 
Jimmie  appeared  in  his  shame  would  bully 
liim  most  virtuously,  ])i'eaching-  with  as- 
surance the  ])rece))ts  of  the  doctor's  creed, 
and  ])ointing'  out  to  dinnnie  all  his  abom- 
inations. Jimmie  did  not  discovei'  that 
this  w^as  odious  in  his  comrade.  He  ac- 
cepted it  and  lived  in  its  shadow  with 
humility,  merely  trying  to  conciliate  the 
saintly  Henry  with  acts  of  deference. 
Won  by  this  attitude,  Henry  would  .some- 
times allow  the  child  to  enjoy  the  felicity 
of  squeezing  the  S])ong'(^  over  a  buggy- 
wheel,  even  when  dimmie  was  still  gory 
from  unspeakable  deeds. 

Whenever  Henry  dwelt  for  a  time  in 
sackcloth.  Jimmie  did  not  ])atroni/.e  him 
at  all.  This  was  a  justice  of  his  age.  his 
condition.  He  did  not  know.  ])esid(>s. 
Henry  could  drive  a  h()i's<\  and  Jimmie 
had  a  full  sense  of  this  sublimity.  Henry 
personally  conducted  the  moon  during 
the  splendid  journeys  through  tlu^  coun- 


try r(\uls,  where  farms  s})read  on  all  sides, 
with  sheep,  cows,  and  other  marvels 
abounding. 

"  Hello.  Jim  :""  said  Heni-y.  ])oising  his 
sponge.  Water  was  drij)))ing  from  the 
l)uggy.  Sometimes  the  hoi-ses  in  the 
stalls  stani])ed  thunderingly  on  the  pine 
iioor.  There  was  an  atmosphere  of  hay 
and  of  harness. 

For  a  minute  Jinnnie  refused  to  take  an 
interest  in  anything.  He  was  very  down- 
cast. He  could  not  even  feel  the  won- 
ders of  wagon-washing.  Henry,  while  at 
his  work,  narrowly  observed  liiui. 

''Yoin'])op  done  wallop  yer.  didn't  he?" 
he  said  at  last. 

"No."  said  Jimmie.  defensively;  "he 
didn't." 

After  this  casual  remark  Henry  con- 
tinued his  labor,  with  a  scowl  of  occupa- 
tion. Presently  he  said:  "I  done  toF 
yer  many's  th'  time  not  to  go  a-foolin' 
an' a-projjeckin'  with  them  flowers.  Yer 
])op  don'  like  it  nohow."  As  a  matter  of 
fact.  Henry  had  never  mentioned  flowers 
to  the  boy. 

Jimmie  pi'eserved  a  gloomy  silence,  so 
Henry  began  to  use  seductive  wiles  in 
this  affair  of  washing  a  wagon.  It  was 
not  until  he  began  to  spin  a  wheel  on  the 
tree,  and  the  sprinkling  water  flew  every- 
where, that  the  boy  was  visibly  moved. 
He  had  been  seated  on  the  sill  of  the  car- 
riage-house door,  but  at  the  beginning  of 
this  ceremony  he  arose  and  circled  toward 
the  buggy,  with  an  interest  that  slowly 
consumed  the  remembrance  of  a  late  dis- 
grace. 

Johnson  could  then  dis])lay  all  the 
dignity  of  a  man  whose  duty  it  was  to 
])rotect  Jimmie  from  a  splashing.  "Look 
(Hit,  boy!  lookout!  You  done  gwi'  spile 
yer  })ants.  I  raikon  your  mommer  don't 
'low  this  foolishness,  she  know  it.  I  ain't 
gwi'  have  you  round  yere  spilin'  yer 
])ants.  an'  have  I\Iis'  Ti-escott  light  on  me 
pressen'ly.      "Deed  1  ain't." 

He  s})oke  with  an  air  of  great  irrita- 
tion. l)ut  he  was  not  annoyed  at  all. 
This  tcnie  was  merely  a  i)ai't  of  his  im- 
])ortance.  In  reality  he  was  always  de- 
lighted to  have  the  child  there  to  witness 
the  business  of  the  stable.  For  one  thing, 
Jimmi(^  was  invariably  overcome  with 
I'everence  when  lu^  was  told  how  beauti- 
fully a  harness  was  ])olished  or  a  horse 
gi'oomed.  Henry  ex})lained  each  detail 
of  this  kind  with  unction.  })rocuring  great 
jov  from  the  child's  admiration. 
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III. 

After  Jolmson  had  taken  iiis 
supper  in  the  kitchen,  lie  went  to 
Ills  loft  ill  the  carriage-house  and 
dressed  himself  with  much  care. 
No  belle  of  a  court  circle  could 
bestow  more  mind  on  a  toilet  than 
did  Johnson.  On  second  thought, 
he  was  more  like  a  priest  arraying- 
himself  for  some  parade  of  the 
church.  As  he  emerged  from  his 
room  and  sauntered  down  the  car- 
riag-e  drive,  no  one  would  have  sus- 
pected him  of  ever  having  washed  a 
buggy. 

It  was  not  altogether  a  matter  of 
the  lavender  trousers,  nor  yet  the 
straw  hat  with  its  bright  silk  band. 
Tiie  change  was  somewhere  far  in 
the  interior  of  Henry.  But  there 
was  no  cake-walk  hyperbole  in  it. 
He  was  simply  a  quiet,  well-bred 
gentleman  of  position,  wealth,  and 
other  necessary  achievements  out 
for  an  evening  stroll,  and  he  had 
never  washed  a  wagon  in  his  life. 

In  the  morning,  when  in  his 
working  -  clothes,  he  had  met  a 
friend— "Hello,  Pete!"  "Hello, 
Henry  r'  Now,  in  his  effulgence, 
he  encountered  this  same  friend. 
His  bow  was  not  at  all  haughty. 
If  it  expressed  anything,  it  ex- 
pressed consummate  genei-osity — 
"  Cxood-evenin',  Misteh  Washing- 
ton." Pete,  who  was  very  dirty, 
being  at  work  in  a  potato-patch, 
responded  in  a  mixture  of  abase- 
ment and  a])preciation  ■ — "  Good- 
evenin\  Misteh  Johnsing." 

The  shimmering  blue  of  the  elec- 
tric arc-]am])S  was  strong  in  the  main 
street  of  the  town.  At  numerous  ])()ints 
it  was  conquered  by  the  orange  glare  of 
the  outnumbering  gas-lights  in  the  win- 
dows of  shoj)S.  Tln-ough  this  radiant 
lane  moved  a  crowd,  which  culminated  in 
a  throng  before  the  ])()st-()nic('.  awaiting 
the  disti'ibution  of  tlie  evening  mails. 
Occasionally  there  canu^  into  it  a  shrill 
electric  sti'eet-car,  the  motor  singing  like 
a  cageful  of  grassho})])ers.  and  i)ossessing 
a  great  gong  that  clanged  forth  l)olh 
warnings  and  simple  noise.  At  the  little 
theatre,  which  was  a  varnish  and  red- 
])lush  miniature  of  one  of  {]w  famous 
New  York  theati'es,  acomi)any  of  strollers 
was  to  ]day  East  Ltjune.  The  young 
men  of  the  town  were  mainlv  iiatluM-ed  at 
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NO    O.NK    \\()II,I)    HA\  K    srsi'KCTF.n    HIM    OF    E\'ER 
IIAVlNc;    WASHED    A    iUiaiV." 


the  corners,  in  dis 
e.\press(Hl  various 
chumshi)),  and  ha( 
social   lii-adations. 


t inct ive  groups,  which 
shades  aiul  lines  of 
little  to  do  with  any 
'I'here   tliev   discussed 


everything  with  ci-itical  insight,  passing 
the  whole  town  in  I'eview  as  it  swarm(Hl 
in  the  sti-eet.  When  the  gongs  of  the 
electric  cars  ceased  for  a  moment  to  hari'v 
the  ears,  tluM-e  could  be  heard  the  sound  of 
the  feet  of  the  h^isui'ely  crowd  on  the  blue- 
stone  ])avenient.  and  it  was  like  the  ])eace- 
ful  evening  lashing  at  the  shon^  of  a  lake. 
At  the  foot  of  the  hill,  where  two  lines  of 
maples  sentinelh^d  the  way.  an  electric 
lamp  glowed  high  among  the  embowering 
branches,  and  made  most  wonderful  shad- 
ow-etch iniis  on  the  road  l)el()w  it. 
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When  Joliiison  appearcnl  amid  tlie 
tlironu'  a  member  of  one  of  the  profane 
groups  at  a  corner  instantly  telegraphed 
news  of  til  is  extraordinary  arrival  to  his 
companions.  They  hailed  him,  "Ifelh), 
Henry  I  Going  to  walk  for  a  cake  to- 
nighti*" 

"  x\in't  he  smooth  ?"' 

"Why,  you've  got  that  cake  right  in 
j^om*  pocket,  Henry  1  " 

"Throw  out  your  chest  a  little  more." 

Henry  was  not  I'ultied  in  any  way  hy 
these  quiet  admonitions  and  compliments. 
In  reply  he  laughed  a  supremely  good- 
natured,  cliuckling  laugh,  which  never- 
theless expressed  an  undei'ground  com- 
placency of  superior  metal. 

Young  Griscom,  the  lawyer,  was  just 
emerging  from  Reifsnyder's  barber  shop, 
rubbing  his  chin  contentedly.  On  the 
steps  he  dropped  his  hand  and  looked 
with  wide  eyes  into  the  crowd.  Sudden- 
ly he  bolted  back  into  the  shoj).  "  Wow  !" 
he  cried  to  the  parliament;  "you  ought 
to  see  the  coon  that's  coming  I" 

Reifsnyder  and  his  assistant  instantly 
poised  their  razors  high  and  turned  tow- 
ard the  window.  Two  belathered  heads 
reared  i  rom  the  chairs.  The  electric 
shine  in  tlie  street  caused  an  effect  like 
water  to  them  who  looked  through  the 
glass  fi'om  the  yellow  glamour  of  Reif- 
snyder's  shop.  In  fact,  the  people  with- 
out resembled  the  inhabitants  of  a  great 
aquarium  that  here  had  a  square  pane  in 
it.  Presently'  into  this  frajne  swam  the 
graceful  form  of  Henry  Johnson. 

"Ghee!"'  said  Reifsnydei-.  He  and  his 
assistant  with  one  accord  tlirew  tlieir  ob- 
ligations to  the  winds,  and  h\'iving  their 
lathered  victims  h('Iph\ss.  advanced  to 
the  window.  "Ain't  he  a  taisyf  said 
Reifsnyder,  marvelling. 

But  the  man  in  the  first  chair,  witli  a 
grievance  in  his  mind,  had  found  a  wea- 
pon. "Why.  that's  only  Henry  Jolin- 
son.  you  blamed  idiots!  Gome  on  now. 
Reif,  and  sliave  me.  What  do  you  think 
I  am — a  mummy  '." 

Reifsnvder  turned,  in  a  groat  excitt^- 
mcnt.  "I  bait  you  any  money  tliat  vas 
not  Henry  Johnson!  Henry  .lohnsoii! 
Rats!"  The  scorn  i)ut  into  this  last  woi'd 
made  it  an  explosion.  "  That  luaii  vas 
a  l*ullniaii-car  ])orler  or  sonieding.  How 
could  that  be  Henry  Johnsonr'  he  de- 
manded, turbulently.      "You  vas  crazy." 

The  man  in  the  lirst  chair  faced  the 
barber  in  a  storm  of  india-nation.     "  Didn't 


I  give  him  those  lavender  trousers T'  he 
roared. 

And  young  Griscom,  who  had  remained 
attentively  at  the  window,  said:  "Yes.  I 
auess  that  was  Henrv.  It  looked  like 
him." 

"Oh.  veil,"  said  Reifsnyder,  returning 
to  his  business,  "if  you  think  so!  Oh, 
veil!"  He  implied  that  he  was  submit- 
ting for  the  sake  of  amiability. 

Finally  the  man  in  the  second  chair, 
mumbling  from  a  mouth  made  timid 
hy  adjacent  lather,  said:  "  That  was  Hen- 
ry Johnson  all  right.  Why.  he  always 
dresses  like  that  when  he  wants  to  make 
a  front!  He's  the  biggest  dude  in  town 
— anybody  knows  tluit." 

"Ghinger!"  said  Reifsnyder. 

Henry  was  not  at  all  oblivious  of 
the  wake  of  wondering  ejaculation  that 
streamed  out  behind  liim.  C)n  other  oc- 
casions he  had  reaped  this  same  joy.  and 
he  always  had  an  eye  for  the  demonstra- 
tion. With  a  face  beaming  with  happi- 
ness he  turned  away  from  the  scene  of 
his  victories  into  a  narrow  side  street, 
where  the  electric  light  still  hung  high, 
hut  only  to  exhibit  a  row  of  tumble-down 
houses  leaning  together  like  paralytics. 

The  saffron  ]\Iiss  Bella  Farragut,  in  a 
calico  frock,  had  been  crouched  on  the 
front  stoop,  gossiping  at  long  range,  but 
she  espied  her  approaching  caller  at  a  dis- 
tance. She  dashed  around  the  corner  of 
the  house,  galloping  like  a  horse.  Henry 
saw  it  all.  but  he  preserved  the  polite  de- 
meanoi'  of  a  guest  when  a  waiter  spills 
claret  down  his  cuff.  In  this  awkward 
situation  he  was  sim]>ly  ]ierfect. 

The  duty  of  receiving  Mr.  Johnson  fell 
u])oii  ^Irs.  Farragut.  because  Bella,  in  an- 
other room,  was  scrambling  wildly  into 
her  best  gown.  The  fat  old  woman  met 
liim  with  a  great  ivory  smile,  swee])ing 
back  with  the  door,  and  bowing  low. 
"  AValic  in,  ^listc^h  Johnson,  walk  in. 
How  is  you  disebenin',  IMisteh  Johnson — 
how  is  you  .'" 

Henry's  face  showed  like  a  reflector  as 
]\o  bowed  and  bowed,  bending  almost 
from  his  head  to  his  ankles.  "  Good- 
evenin".  ^lis'Fa'gut:  goodcvenin'.  How 
is  you  (lis  evenin".''  Is  all  you"  folks  well, 
]\lis"  Fa  "gut  :" 

After  a  great  deal  of  kowtow,  they 
were  }daiited  in  two  chairs  o])posit('  each 
other  ill  the  living-room.  Here  they  ex- 
changed the  most  tremendous  civilities, 
until    ^Liss    Bella    swe])t    into    the    I'oom. 


"HENRY    JOHNSON!      RATS 

when  there  was  more  kowtow  on  all  sides, 
and  a  sniiliiij^  show  of  teeth  that  was  like 
ail  iilumiiKition. 

Tlie  cooking- stove  was  of  course  in  tins 
drawing-room,  and  on  the  fire  was  some 
kind  of  a  hmg-winded  stew,  Mrs.  Farra- 
gut  was  obliged  to  arise  and  attend  to  it 
from  time  to  time.  Also  young  Sim  came 
in  and  went  to  bed  on  his  pallet  in  the  cor- 
ner. But  to  all  these  domesticities  the 
three  maintained  an  absolute  dumbness. 
They  bowed  and  smiled  and  ignored  and 
imitated  until  a  late  hour,  and  il"  theN'  had 
been  the  occupants  of  the  most  gorgeous 
salon  in  the  world  they  could  not  have 
been  more  like  three  monkeys. 

After  Henry  had  gone,  Bella,  who  en- 
couraged herself  in  the  a])propriation  of 
phrases,  said,  "  Oh,  ma.  isn't  he  divine?'' 

IV. 
A  Saturday  evening  was  a  sign  always 
for  a  larger  crowd  to  parade  the  thorough- 
fare. In  summer  the  band  played  until 
ten  o'clock  in  the  little  park.  Most  of 
the  young  men  of  tlie  town  affected  to  be 
superior  to  this  band,  even  to  des})ise  it; 
but  in  the  still  and  fragrant  evenings 
the}^  invariably  turned  out  in  force,  be- 
cause the  gii'ls  were  sure  to  attend  this 
concert,  strolling  slowly  over  the  grass, 
linked  closely  in  pairs,  or  preferably  in 
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threes,  in  the  curious  ])ublic  dejicndeuce 
upon  one  another  which  was  their  in- 
heritance. There  was  no  particular  so- 
cial aspect  to  this  gathering,  save  that 
group  regarded  grouj)  with  interest,  but 
mainly  in  silence,  ]\'rha])s  one  girl 
would  nudge  another  girl  and  suddenly 
say.  "  Look  I  there  goes  Gertie  Hodgson 
and  her  sister!"  And  they  would  appear 
to  regard  this  as  an  event  of  inii)ortance. 

()n  a  i)articular  (^'cning  a  i-ather  large 
company  of  young  men  were  galheivd  on 
the  sidewalk  that  edged  the  jiark.  They 
remained  thus  beyond  the  borders  of  the 
festivities  because  of  their  dignity,  which 
would  not  exactly  allow  them  to  ap})ear 
in  {inything  which  was  so  mucli  fun  for 
the  younger  lads.  These  latter  were  ca- 
reering madly  througli  the  crowd,  jire- 
cipitating  niinoi'  accidents  fi'om  time  to 
time,  but  u.sually  ileeiiig  like  mist  swept 
by  the  wind  ])efore  retribution  couid  lay 
its  hands  u])on  them. 

The  band  played  a  waltz  which  in- 
volved a  gift  of  prominence  to  the  bass 
horn,  and  one  of  the  young  men  on  the 
sidewalk   said   that   the  music   reminded 
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liim  of  the  new  eng-ines  on  tlie  liill  ])unip- 
inii-  \vat(^i'  into  the  reservoir.  A  similarity 
of  I  his  kind  was  not  inconceivable,  but 
tiie  Y()uii<4-  man  did  not  say  it  because  he 
disliked  the  band's  playing.  He  said  it 
because  it  was  fashionable  to  say  that 
manner  of  thing  concerning'  the  band. 
However,  over  in  the  stand,  Billie  Harris, 
who  played  the  snare-drum,  was  always 
surrounded  by  a  throng-  of  boys,  who 
ador(Hl  his  ever\^  whack. 

After  the  mails  from  New  York  and 
Rochester  had  been  finally  distributed, 
the  crowd  from  the  post-oflice  added  to 
the  mass  already  in  the  park.  The  wind 
waved  the  leaves  of  the  maples,  and,  high 
ill  the  air,  the  blue -bui-ning  globes  of 
the  arc  lamps  caused  the  wonderful 
traceries  of  leaf  shadows  on  the  ground. 
When  the  light  fell  upon  the  upturned 
face  of  a  girl,  it  caused  it  to  glow  with  a 
woiulerful  pallor.  A  policeman  came 
suddenly  from  the  darkness  and  chased 
a  gang  of  obstreperous  little  boys.  They 
hooted  him  from  a  distance.  The  leader 
of  the  band  had  some  of  the  mannerisms 
of  the  great  musicians,  and  during  a  pe- 


riod of  silence  the  crowd  smiled  when 
the\'  saw  him  raise  liis  hand  to  his  brow, 
stroke  it  sentimentally,  and  glance  up- 
ward with  a  look  of  i)oetic  anguish.  In 
the  shivering  light,  which  gave  to  the 
])ark  an  effect  like  a  great  vaulted  hall, 
the  tlirong  swarmed,  with  a  gentle  mur- 
mur of  dresses  switching  the  turf,  and 
with  a  steady  hum  of  voices. 

Suddenly,  without  preliminary  bars, 
there  arose  from  afar  the  great  hoarse 
roar  of  a  factory  whistle.  It  raised  and 
swelled  to  a  sinister  note,  and  then  it 
sang  on  the  niglit  wind  one  long  call 
that  held  the  crowd  in  the  park  immov- 
able, s])eechless.  The  band-nuister  had 
been  about  to  vehemently  let  fall  his 
hand  to  start  the  band  on  a  thundering 
career  through  a  ])()i)ular  march,  but. 
smitten  by  this  giant  voice  from  the 
night,  his  hand  dropped  slowly  to  his 
knee,  and.  his  mouth  agape,  he  looked  at 
his  men  in  silence.  The  cry  died  away 
to  a  wail,  and  then  to  stillness.  It  re- 
leased the  muscles  of  the  company  of 
young  men  on  the  sidewalk,  who  had 
been   like  statues,  posed  eagerly,  lithely. 


K\^ 


•:i 


THEY    BOWED    AND    SMILED    INTIL    A    LATE    HOIK 


THE    BAND    PLAYED    A    WALTZ. 


tlieii'  ears  turned.  And  then  tliey  wheeled 
upon  each  other  simultaneously,  and,  in 
a  single  explosion,  they  shouted,  "One!'' 

Ag-ain  the  sound  swelled  in  the  night 
and  roared  its  long  ominous  cry,  and  as 
it  died  away  the  crowd  of  young  men 
wheeled  upon  each  other  and,  in  chorus, 
yelled,  '^Two!" 

There  was  a  moment  of  breathless 
waiting.  Tiien  they  bawled,  ''Second 
district  I"'  In  a  flash  the  company  of  in- 
dolent and  cynical  young  men  had  van- 
ished like  a  snowball  disrupted  by  dyna- 
mite. 

V. 

Jake  Rogers  was  tlie  first  man  to  reach 
the  home  of  Tuscarora  Hose  Company 
Number  Six.  He  had  wi-enched  liis  key 
from  his  pocket  as  he  tore  down  the  street, 
and  he  jumped  at  the  spring-lock  like  a 
demon.  As  the  doors  flew  back  before 
his  hands  lie  leaped  and  kicked  the 
wedges  from  a  pair  of  wheels,  loo.sened  a 
tongue  from  its  clas]),  and  in  the  glare  of 
the  electi'ic  light  which  the  town  placed 
before  each  of  its  hose-houses  the  next 
comers  beheld  the  spectacle  of  Jake  Ro- 
gers bent  like  hickory  in  the  manfulness 
of   his  pulling,  and  tlie  heavy  cart  was 


moving  slowly  towards  the  doors.  Four 
men  joiiied  him  at  the  time,  and  as  they 
swung  with  the  cart  out  into  the  street, 
dai'k  flgui-es  s])ed  towards  them  fi'om  the 
])onderous  shadow^s  bade  of  the  electric 
lamps.  Some  set  up  (he  inevitable  ques- 
tion. "What  district?"' 

"Second,''  was  replied  to  tlK^m  in  a 
comi)act  howl.  Tuscaroi'a  Hose  Com- 
])any  Number  Six  swept  on  a  ])erilous 
wheel  into  Niagara  Avenue,  and  as  the 
men,  attached  to  the  cai't  by  the  ro])e 
which  had  been  paid  out  from  the  wind- 
lass under  the  tongue.  ])u11(h1  madly  in 
their  r(M'vor  and  abandon,  the  gong  under 
the  axle  clanged  incitiiigly.  And  some- 
times the  same  cry  was  heard.  "  What  dis- 
trict?" 

"  Second." 

Oi]  a  grade  Johnnie  Thorpe  fell,  and 
exercising  a  singular  muscular  a])ility, 
rcvlhul  out  in  time  from  the  track  of  the 
on-coming  wlieel,  and  arose,  dishevelled 
and  aggrieved,  casting  a  look  of  mourn- 
ful disenchantment  upon  the  black  crowd 
that  poured  after  the  machine.  The  cart 
seemed  to  be  theai)ex  of  a  dark  wave  that 
was  whii'ling  as  if  it  had  been  a  broken 
dam.      Back  of.  the  lad  wei-e  stretclies  of 
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lawn,  and  in  tliat  direction  front  doors 
were  l)an<^ed  hymen  wlio  lioarsely  shout- 
ed out  into  tlie  chimorous  avenue,  "AVhat 
district?" 

At  one  of  these  houses  a  woman  came 
to  the  door  beariug-  a  lamp,  shielding-  her 
face  from  its  rays  witli  her  hands.  Across 
the  cropped  grass  tiie  avenue  representcnl 
to  her  a  kind  of  bUick  torrent,  upon  which, 
nevertheless,  fled  numerous  miraculous 
figures  upon  bicycles.  She  did  not  know 
that  the  towering-  light  at  the  corner  was 
continuing-  its  nightly  wliine. 

Suddenly  a  little  hoy  somersaulted 
around  the  corner  of  the  house  as  if  he 
liad  been  ])rojected  down  a  flight  of 
stairs  by  a  catapultian  boot.  He  halted 
himself  in  front  of  the  house  by  dint  of  a 
rather  extraoi-dinary  evolution  with  liis 
legs.  "Oh,  ma."  he  gasped,  ''can  I  go? 
Can  I,  ma?" 

She  straightened  with  tlie  coldness  of 
the  exterior  mother- judgment,  althougli 
the  hand  tiiat  held  the  lamp  trembled 
slightly.  ''No.  Willie;  you  had  better 
come  to  bed." 

Instantly  he  began  to  buck  and  fume 
like  a  mustang-.  "Oh.  nia,"  he  cried, 
contorting-  himself — "oh.  ma.  can't  I  go? 
Please,  ma,  can't  I  go?     Can't  I  go,  ma?" 

"It's  half  ))astnine  now.  \\  illie.'' 

He  ended  by  wailing'  out  a  com])ro- 
mise:  "Well,  just  down  to  the  corner, 
ma?     Just  down  to  the  corner?" 

From  the  avenue  came  the  sound  of 
rushing. men  who  wildly  shouted.  Some- 
body had  grappled  the  bell-rope  in  the 
Methodist  church,  and  now  over  the  town 
rang  this  solemn  and  terrible  voice,  speak- 
ing from  the  clouds.  Moved  from  its 
peaceful  business,  this  bell  gained  a  new 
spirit  in  the  portentous  night,  and  it 
swung  the  heart  to  and  fro,  u}>  and  down, 
with  each  peal  of  it. 

"  Just  down  to  the  corner,  ma?" 

"Willie,  it's  half  past  nine  now." 

VI. 
The  outlines  of  the  house  of  Di*.  Tres- 
cott  had  faded  quietly  into  the  evening, 
hiding  a  shape  such  as  we  call  Queen 
Anne  against  the  pall  of  the  blackened 
sky.  The  neighborhood  was  at  this  time 
so  quiet,  and  seemed  so  devoid  of  obstruc- 
tions, tliat  Hannigan's  dog  thought  it  a 
good  opportunity  to  prowl  in  forbidden 
precincts,  and  so  came  and  pawed  Tres- 
cott's  lawn,  growling,  and  considering 
himself  a  formidable  beast.      Later,  Peter 


Washington  strolled  past  the  house  and 
whistled,  butthere  was  no  dim  light  sinn- 
ing' froTu  Henry's  loft,  and  presently 
Peter  went  his  way.  The  rays  from  the 
street,  creeping  in  silvery  waves  over  tlie 
grass,  caused  the  row  of  shrubs  along 
tlie  drive  to  throw  a  clear,  bold  shade. 

A  wisp  of  smoke  came  from  one  of  the 
windows  at  the  end  of  the  house  and 
drifted  quietly  into  the  branches  of  a 
cherry-ti-(^e.  Its  companions  followed  it 
in  slowly  increasing-  niunbers.  and  finally 
there  was  a  current  controlled  by  invisible 
banks  which  poured  into  the  fruit-laden 
boughs  of  the  cherry-tree.  It  was  no 
more  to  be  noted  than  if  a  troop  of  dim 
and  silent  gray  monkeys  liad  been  climb- 
ing a  grape-vine  into  the  clouds. 

After  a  moment  the  window  bi-ighten- 
ed  as  if  the  four  panes  of  it  had  been 
stained  with  blood,  and  a  quick  ear  might 
have  been  led  to  imagine  the  fire-imps 
calling-  and  calling,  clan  joining  clan, 
gathering-  to  the  coloi-s.  From  the  street, 
however,  the  house  maintained  its  dark 
quiet,  insisting  to  a  ])asser-by  that  it  "was 
the  safe  dwelling  of  peojde  who  chose  to 
retire  early  to  tranquil  dreams.  No  one 
could  have  heard  this  low  droning  of  the 
gathering  clans. 

Suddenly  the  ])anes  of  the  red  "win- 
dow tinkled  and  crashed  to  the  ground, 
and  at  othei'  windows  thei'e  suddenly 
reared  other  flames,  like  bloody  spectres 
at  the  apertures  of  a  haunted  house.  This 
outl)reak  had  been  well  i)lanned,  as  if  by 
professional  revolutionists. 

A  man's  voice  suddenly  shouted: 
"Firel  Fire!  Fire!"  Hannigan  had 
flung  his  ])i})e  frenziedly  from  him  be- 
cause his  lung's  demanded  room.  He 
tumbled  down  from  his  perch,  swung 
over  the  fence,  and  ran  shouting  towards 
the  front  door  of  the  Trescotts\  Then  he 
liammered  on  tlie  door,  using'  his  fists  as 
if  the}'  were  mallets.  Mrs.  Trescott  in- 
stantly came  to  one  of  the  windows  on 
the  second  floor.  Afterwards  she  knew 
she  had  been  about  to  say,  "The  doct<n' 
is  not  at  home,  but  if  you  will  leave  your 
name.  T  will  let  him  know  as  soon  as  he 
comes." 

Hannigan's  bawling  was  for  a  minute 
incoherent,  but  she  undei'stood  that  it  was 
not  about  croup. 

''What?"  she  said,  raising  the  window 
swiftly. 

"Your  house  is  on  fire!  You're  all 
ablaze  I     Move  quick  if — "     His  cries  were 
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resounding-  in  the  street  as  if  it  were 
a  cave  of  echoes.      Many  feet  pattei'ed 
swiftly  on  the  stones.      Tliere  was  one 
man  who  ran  with  an  almost  fabulons 
speed.     He  wore  lavender  trou- 
sers.    A  straw  hat  with  a  bright 
silk  band  was  held  half  crum- 
pled in  his  hand. 

As  Henry  reached  the  front 
door,  Han nigan  had  just  broken 
the  lock  with  a  kick. 
A     thick     cloud     of 
smoke    ponred    ovei' 
them,     and      Henry, 
ducking"     his     head, 
rushed  into  it.    Fi'orn 
Hannigjui's     clanioi- 
he  knew  only  one 
thing, but  it  turn- 
ed hin>  blue  with 
hori'oi".      In    the 
hall    a    lick    of 
flame  had  found 
the  cord  that  sup- 
ported "Signing- 
the  Declaration." 
The      engraving 
slumped  sudden- 
ly down   at  one 
end,     and     then 
dropped    to    the 
floor,    where     it 
burst    with    the 
sound  of  a  bomb. 
The  fire  was  al- 
ready roaring  like  a  winter  wind  among 
the  pines. 

At  the  head  of  the  stairs  Mrs.  Trescott 
was  waving  her  arms  as  if  the}^  wei'c  two 
reeds.  "Jimmie!  Save  Jimmiel"  she 
screamed  in  Henr^^'s  face.  He  ])lunged 
past  her  and  disappeared,  taking-  tlie  lonj^- 
familiar  routes  among-  these  np})er  cham- 
bers, where  he  had  once  held  office  as  a 
sort  of  second  assistant,  house-maid. 

Hannigan  had  followed  him  uj)  the 
stairs,  and  g-rappled  the  arm  of  the  mani- 
acal woman  there.  His  face  wjis  black 
with  rage.  "You  must  come  down,"  he 
bellowed. 

She  would  only  sci-eam  at  him  in  reply: 
"  Jimmie  !  Jimmie!  Save  Jimmie  I''  But 
he  dragged  her  forth  while  she  babbled  at 
him. 

As  they  swung  out  into  the  open  air  a 
man  ran  across  the  lawn,  and  seizing  a 
shutter,  pulled  it  from  itshingesand  flung 
it  far  out  u))on  the  grass.  Then  he  franti- 
cally attacked  the  other  shuttei-s  one  by 
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one.  It  was  a  kind  of  tem])orai'y  insan- 
ity. 

"Here,  you,"  howled  Hannigan,  "hold 
Mrs.  Trescott —     And  sloj) — " 

The  news  had  been  telegraphed  l)y  a 
twist  of  tlie  wrist  of  a  neighbor  who  had 
gone  to  the  lire  l»o\'  at  the  corner,  and 
the  time  wIkmi  Hannigan  and  his  charge 
struggled  out  of  the  house  was  the  time 
when  the  whistle  I'oannl  its  hoai'se  night 
call,  smiting  the  ci-owd  in  the  ])ai'k,  caus- 
ing the  leader  of  the  band,  who  was  about 
to  order  the  first  ti'iumphal  clang  of  a 
military  march,  to  let  his  hand  drt)p  slow- 
ly to  his  kniH^s. 

vir. 

Henry  }>awe(l  awkwardly  thi'ough  the 
smoke  in  the  up])er  halls.  He  iiad  at- 
tempted to  guide  himself  by  the  walls, 
but  they  wer(>  too  hot.  The  paper  was 
crim})ling,  and  he  expected  at  any  mo- 
ment to  have  a  flame  burst  from  under 
his  hands. 
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'"  Jiiiiiiiiel" 

He  did  not  call  vei-y  loud,  as  if  in  fear 
tliat  the  humming-  ihimes  below  would 
overhear  liim. 

•'  Jimmie!      Oli,  Jimmie!" 

Stumbling  and  i)antii]g,  he  speedily 
reached  the  entrance  to  Jimmie's  room 
and  flung  open  the  door.  The  little  cham- 
ber had  no  smoke  in  it  at  all.  It  was 
faintly  illumined  by  a  beautiful  rosy  light 
reflected  circuitously  from  the  flames  that 
were  consuming  the  house.  The  boy  had 
apparently  just  been  ai'oused  by  the  noise. 
He  sat  in  his  bed,  his  lips  apart,  his  eyes 
wide,  while  upon  his  little  white-i'obed 
figure  played  caressingly  the  light  from  the 
fire.  As  the  door  flew  open  he  had  before 
him  this  apparition  of  his  pal,  a  teri'or- 
stricken  negro,  all  tousled  and  with  wool 
scorching,  who  leaped  upon  him  and  boi'e 
him  up  in  a  blanket  as  if  the  whole  atTair 
were  a  case  of  kidna])ping  hy  a  dreadful 
robber  chief.  Without  waiting  to  go 
through  the  usual  short  but  complete  pro- 
cess of  wrinkling  up  his  face,  Jimmie  let 
out  a  gorgeous  bawl,  which  resembled  the 
expression  of  a  calf's  deepest  terror.  As 
Jolinson,  bearing  him,  i-eeled  into  the 
smoke  )f  the  hall,  he  flung  his  arms 
about  his  neck  and  buried  his  face  in  the 
blanket.  Hecalled  twice  in  muflled  tones: 
"  Mam-ma!     Mam-ma  I" 

When  Johnson  came  to  the  top  of  the 
stairs  with  his  burden,  he  took  a  quick  stej) 
backwards.  Through  the  smoke  that  roll- 
ed to  him  he  could  see  that  the  lower  hall 
was  all  ablaze.  He  cried  out  then  in  a 
howl  that  resembled  .jimmie's  former 
achievement.  His  legs  gaiiuul  a  fright- 
ful faculty  of  bending  sideways.  Swing- 
ing about  precariously  on  these  reedy 
legs,  he  made  his  way  back  slowly,  back 
along  the  upi)er  hall.  Fioju  the  way  of 
liim  then,  he  had  given  up  almost  all  idea 
of  escaping  from  the  burning  house,  and 
with  it  the  desire.  He  was  sulnuilting. 
submitting  because  of  his  fathers,  bend- 
ing his  mind  in  a  most  i)erfect  slavei-y  to 
this  conflagration. 

He  now  clutched  Jimmie  as  uncon- 
sciously as  when,  running  toward  the 
liouse,  he  had  clutched  the  hat  with  the 
bright  silk  band. 

Suddenly  he  remembered  a  little  pri- 
vate staii'case  which  led  from  a  bedroom 
to  an  apartment  which  the  doctor  had  fit- 
ted up  as  a  laboratory  and  woik-house. 
where  he  used  some  of  his  h^isure.  and 
also   hours    when    he    mio-ht    have    been 


sleeping,  in  devoting  himself  to  experi- 
ments which  came  in  the  way  of  his  stud}^ 
and  intei'est. 

When  Johnson  recalled  this  stairway 
the  submission  to  the  blaze  departed  in- 
stantly. He  had  been  perfectly  familiar 
with  it,  but  his  confusion  had  destroyed 
the  memory  of  it. 

In  his  sudden  momentary  apathy  there 
had  been  little  that  resembled  fear,  but 
now,  as  a  way  of  safety  came  to  him,  the 
old  frantic  terror  caught  him.  He  was 
no  longer  creature  to  the  flames,  and  he 
was  afraid  of  the  battle  with  them.  It  was 
a  singular  and  swift  set  of  alternations 
in  which  he  feared  twice  without  submis- 
sion, and  submitted  once  without  fear. 

''Jimmie!'"  he  wailed,  as  he  staggered 
on  his  way.  He  wished  this  little  inan- 
imate body  at  his  breast  to  participate  in 
his  tremblings.  But  the  child  had  lain 
limp  and  still  during  these  headlong- 
charges  and  countercharges,  and  no  sign 
came  from  him. 

Johnson  passed  through  two  rooms  and 
came  to  the  head  of  the  stairs.  As  he 
opened  the  dooi*  great  billows  of  smoke 
poured  out,  butgrip})ing  Jimmie  closei*, 
he  plunged  down  through  them.  All 
mannei' of  odors  assailed  him  during  this 
flight.  The\"  seemed  to  be  alive  with 
envy,  hatred,  and  malice.  At  the  enti'ance 
to  the  laboratoi'y  he  confronted  a  strange 
s])ectacle.  The  room  was  like  a  garden  in 
the  region  whei-e  might  be  burning  flow- 
ers. Flames  of  violet,  crimson,  green, 
blue,  orange,  and  pur])le  were  blooming 
everywhere.  There  was  one  blaze  that 
was  })recisely  the  hue  of  a  delicate  coral. 
In  another  place  \vas  a  mass  tliat  lay 
merely  in  phosphorescent  inaction  like  a 
])ile  of  emeralds.  But  all  these  marvels 
were  to  be  seen  dimly  through  clouds  of 
heaving,  turning,  deadly  snu^ke. 

Johnson  halted  for  a  moment  on  tlie 
threshold.  He  cried  out  again  in  the  ne- 
gro wail  that  had  in  it  the  sadness  of  the 
swamps.  Tlien  he  rushed  across  the  room. 
An  orange  -  colored  iiame  leaped  like  a 
panther  at  the  lavender  trousers.  This 
animal  bit  deeply  into  Johnson.  There 
was  an  explosion  at  one  side,  and  siul- 
denly  before  him  there  I'eared  a  delicate, 
trembling  sap|)ijire  shape  like  a  fail'}' 
lady.  With  a  quiet  smile  she  blocked  his 
path  and  doomed  him  and  Jimmie.  John- 
son shrieked, and  then  ducked  in  the  man- 
nei* of  his  race  in  fights.  He  aimed  to 
pass  under  the  left  guard  of  the  sapphire 
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lady.  But  she  was  swifter  than  eagles, 
and  her  talons  caught  in  him  as  he 
plunged  past  her.  Bowing  his  head  as  if 
his  neck  had  been  struck, Johnson  lurched 
forward,  t\visting  this  way  and  that  way. 
He  fell  on  his  back.  Tiie  still  form  in 
the  blanket  flung  from 
his  arms,  rolled  to  the 
edge  of  the  floor  and  be- 
neath the  window. 

Johnson  had  fallen 
with  his  head  at  the  base 
of  an  old-fashioned  desk. 
There  was  a  row  of  jars 
upon  the  top  of  this  desk. 
For  the  most  part,  they 
were  silent  amid  this  ri- 
oting, but  there  was  one 
which  seemed  to  hold  a 
scintillant  and  writhing 
serpent. 

Suddenly  the  glass 
splintered,  and  a  ruby-red 
snakelike  tiling  poured  its 
thick  length  out  upon  the 
top  of  the  old  desk.  It 
coiled  and  hesitated,  and 
then  began  to  swim  a 
languorous  way  down 
the  mahogany  slant.  At 
the  angle  it  waved  its  siz- 
zling molten  head  to  and 
fro  over  the  closed  eyes 
of  the  man  beneath  it. 
Then,  in  a  moment,  with 
mystic  impulse,  it  moved 
again,  and  the  red  snake 
flowed  directly  down  into 
Johnson's  upturned  face. 

Afterwards  the  trail  of 
this    creature   seemed    to 
reek,    and     amid     flames 
and    low   explosions   drops    like    red-hot 
jewels  pattered  softly  down  it  at  leisurely 
intervals. 

VIII. 

Suddenly  all  roads  1<h1  to  Di*.  Tres- 
cott's.  The  whole  town  llowed  toward 
one  point.  Chippeway  Hose  Company 
Number  One  toiled  desperately  up  Bridge 
Street  Hill  even  as  the  Tnscaroras  came  in 
an  impetuous  sweep  down  Niagara  Ave- 
nue. Meanwhile  the  machine  of  the 
hook-and-ladder  experts  from  aci'oss  the 
creek  was  spinning  on  its  way.  The 
chief  of  the  lire  dejKirtment  had  been 
playing  poker  in  the  rear  room  of  White- 
ley's  cigar  store,  but  at  the  first  breath  of 


the   alarm    he   sprang  through   the  door 
like  a  man  escaping  with  the  kitty. 

In  Whilomville,  on  these  occasions, 
there  was  always  a  number  of  people  who 
instantly  turned  their  attention  to  tiie 
bells  in  the  chui-ches   and  school-houses. 
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The  bells  not  only  em])hasiztHl  the  alarm, 
but  it  was  the  habit  to  send  these  sounds 
rolling  aci'oss  the  sky  in  a  stirring  bj-azen 
u])roar  until  the  llames  were  ])ractieally 
vanquished.  There  was  also  a  kind  of 
rivalry  as  to  which  bell  should  he  made 
to  ])r()du('e  the  great{>st  din.  Kvow  the 
Valley  Church,  foui"  miles  away  among 
the  farms,  had  heard  the  voices  of  its 
brethren,  and  innnediately  added  a  quaint 
little  yel}). 

Doctor Trescott  had  been  driving  home- 
ward, slowly  smoking  a  cig;jr,  and  feeling- 
glad  that  this  last  case  was  now  in  com- 
plete obeditMK'i^  to  him,  like  a  wild  ani- 
mal that  he  had  subdued,  when  he  lieai'd 
the  long  whistle,  and  chirped  to  his  horse 
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ui)(l('i-    tli(!   unlicensed   but   perfectly  dis-  These    cries   penetrated    to    tlie    sleepy 

tiiicl  iinpression    that  a   lire  liad  broken  senses  of  Trescott,  and  lie  strug-o-led  wiili 

out  in  Oakhurst,  a  new  and  rather  hio-h-  his   captors,  swearing,  unknown   to    him 

llyin<^-  suburb  of  the   town  which  was  at  and  to  them,  all  the  dee})  blasphemies  of 

least  two  miles  from  his  own  home.    ]>ut  his  medical-.student  days.     He  arose  to  his 

in  the  second  blast  and  in  the  ensuino-  si-  feet  and  went  a<:ain  towai-d    the  door  of 

IcMice  he  I'ead  the  desig'nation  of  his  own  the    laboi'atory.      They  endeavored  to  re- 

disti'icl.      lie  was  then  only  a  few  bhx'ks  strain  him.  although  they  were  much  af- 

from   his  house.      ]  [e   took"   out  the   whip  fi'ighted  at  him. 

and   laid    it    liglitly  on    tb(^    mare.      Sur-  lUit  a  young  man  who  was  a  brakemaii 

])rised    and    fi'ightciied   at  this  extraordi-  on  the  railway,  and    lived  in    one  of  the 

nary   action,  she   leaped    forwai'd,  and   as  rear  streets  near  the  Ti'e.scolts,  had   gone 

tii(!   reins   sti'aightened    like    steel    bands,  into  the  lal)oratory  and   bi-ought   forth   a 

the     doctor     leaned     backward    a     trille.  thing  which  he  laid  on  the  grass. 

WJien   tlie   mare   whirled  him    u{)   to  tin; 

closed    gale     he    was     wondering    whose  ^-'^• 

]ious(^  (;()uhl  be  alire.      The  man  who  had  There    were    hoarse 

rung  the  signal-box  yelled  sojnetliing  at  commands     from      in 

him,  I)ut  he   airi^adv  knew.      He  lt>ft  the  front    of    the     house. 


mare  to  hei*  will. 

In  front  of  his  door  was  a  maniacal  wo- 
man in  a  wi'a])p<M'.  "  Ned!"  she  screamed 
at  sight  of  him.  '".liinmie!  Save  ,Iim- 
inie!" 

Trescolt  had  grown  hard  and  chill. 
"  Where ^"^  he  said.      "  Where T' 

Mrs.  Trescott's  voice  began  to  bubble. 
"Up — up— up — "  Sh.e  pointed  at  tbe 
second-st  )vy  windows. 

llannigan  was  already  shouting:  "Don't 
go  in  that  way  :  You  can't  go  in  that 
way  I'' 

Trescott  ran  around  the  coi'iier  of  the 
liouse  and  disa))peared  from  them.  He 
knew  from  []\o  view  h(^  had  taken  of  the 
main  hall  that  it  would  be  imi)OssibU^  to 
ascend  fi'om  tb('r(\  His  liop(>s  wei'e  fasten 
ed  now  to  the  stairway  which  led  fi-om  tlie 
laboi'atory.  'i'he  iloor  which  ojjened  from 
tbis  room  out  upon  the  lawn  was  fastened 
Willi  a  bolt  and  lock,  but  he  kicked  close 
to  the  lock  and  then  close  to  the  bolt.  The 
door  with  a  loud  crash  thnv  back.  The 
docloi'  recoih'd  from  the  roll  of  smoke. 
and  then  ixMiding  low.  he  st(>pped  into  the 
garden  of  burning  llowers.  On  the  tloor 
his  stinging  eyes  could  malsC  out  a  form 
in  a  smouldering  blanket  neartlie  window. 
Then,  as  he  carried  his  son  toward  the 
door,  he  saw  that  the  whole  lawn  s(-emed 
now  alive  with  men  and  Ix^ys.  the  leaders 
in  the  great  chai-ge  that  tlie  whole  town 
was  making.  Tliey  seized  him  and  his 
burden,  aiul  over})owered  liim  in  wet 
blankets  and  watei'. 

But  llannigan  was  howling:  .lohii- 
son  is  in  there  yet!  Henry  .lolinsi^n  is  in 
there  yet!  He  went  in  aftei-  the  kid.' 
Johnson  is  in  there  vet!" 


Tun 


•n    on    vour    wa- 


THEY  DID  NOT  CARE  MUCH  FOR  JOHN  SHIPLEY. 


THE    MONSTER. 


tei",  Five!"  ''Let  'er  g-o,  One!"  The 
g-atberiiig"  crowd  swayed  this  way  and 
that  way.  Tlie  flames,  towering  high,  cast 
a  wild  red  light  on  their  faces.  There 
came  the  clangor  of  a  gong  from  along 
some  adjacent  street.  The  crowd  ex- 
claimed at  it.  "  Here  comes  Number 
Three!"  "That's  Three  a-comin'!"  A 
panting  and  irregular  mob  dashed  into 
view,  dragging  a  hose-cart.  A  cry  of 
exultation  arose  from  the  little  boys. 
"  Here's  Three !"  The  lads  welcomed  Nev- 
er-Die  Hose  Company  Number  Three  as  if 
it  was  composed  of  a  chariot  dragged  by 
a  band  of  gods.  The  perspiring  citizens 
flung  themselves  into  the  fray.  The 
boys  danced  in  impish  joy  at  the  dis- 
plays of  prowess.  They  acclaimed  the 
approach  of  Number  Two.  They  welcomed 
Number  Four  with  cheers.  They  were  so 
deeply  moved  by  this  whole  affair  that 
they  bitterly  guyed  the  late  appearance 
of  the  hook  and  ladder  company,  whose 
lieavy  apparatus  had  almost  stalled  them 
on  the  Bridge  Street  hill.  The  lads  hated 
and  feared  a  fire,  of  course.  They  did  not 
particularly  want  to  have  anybody's  house 
burn,  but  still  it  was  tine  to  see  the  gath- 
ering of  the  companies,  and  amid  a  great 
noise  to  watch  their  heroes  perform  all 
manner  of  prodigies. 

They  were  divided  into  parties  over  the 
worth  of  different  companies,  and  support- 
ed their  creeds  with  no  small  violence.  For 
instance,  in  that  part  of  the  little  city 
where  Number  Four  had  its  home  it  would 
be  most  daring  for  a  boy  to  contend  the 
superiority  of  any  other  company.  Like- 
wise, in  another  quarter,  when  a  strange 
boy  was  asked  which  fire  company  was 
the  best  in  Whilomville,  he  was  expected 
to  answer  "Number  One."  Feuds, which 
the  boys  forgot  and  remembered  accord- 
ing to  chance  or  the  importance  of  some 
recent  event,  existed  all  througli  the  town. 

They  did  not  care  much  for  John  Ship- 
ley, the  chief  of  the  department.  It  was 
true  that  he  went  to  a  fire  with  the  speed 
of  a  falling  angel,  but  when  there  he  in- 
variably lapsed  into  a  certain  still  mood, 
which  was  almost  a  preoccupation,  mov- 
ing leisurely  around  the  burning  structure 
and  surveying  it,  putiing  meanwliile  at  a 
cigar.  This  quiet  man.  who  even  when 
life  was  in  danger  seldom  raised  his  voice, 
was  not  much  to  their  fancy.  Now  old 
Sykes  Huntington,  when  he  was  chief, 
used  to  bellow  continually  like  a  bull  and 
gesticulate  in  a  sort  of  delirium.     He  was 
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much  finer  as  a  spectacle  than  this  Ship- 
ley,who  viewed  a  fire  with  the  same  steadi- 
•ness  that  he  viewed  a  raise  in  a  large  jack- 
pot. The  greater  number  of  the  boys 
could  never  understand  why  the  members 
of  these  companies  persisted  in  re-electing 
Shipley,  although  they  often  pretended  to 
understand  it,  because  ''My  father  says" 
was  a  very  formidable  phrase  in  argument, 
and  the  fathers  seemed  almost  unanimous 
in  advocating  Shipley. 

At  this  time  there  was  considerable  dis- 
cussion as  to  which  company  had  gotten 
the  first  stream  of  water  on  the  fire.  Most 
of  the  boys  claimed  that  Number  Five 
owned  that  distinction,  but  there  was  a 
determined  minority  who  contended  for 
Number  One.  Boys  who  were  the  blood 
adherents  of  other  companies  were  obliged 
to  choose  between  the  two  on  this  occa- 
sion, and  the  talk  waxed  warm. 

But  a  great  rumor  went  among  the 
crowds.  It  was  told  with  hushed  voices. 
Afterward  a  reverent  silence  fell  even 
upon  the  boys.  Jimmie  Trescott  and 
Henry  Johnson  had  been  burned  to 
death,  and  Dr.  Trescott  himself  had  been 
most  savagely  hurt.  The  crowd  did  not 
even  feel  the  police  pushing  at  them. 
They  raised  their  eyes,  sliining  now  with 
awe,  toward  the  high  flames. 

The  man  who  had  information  was  at 
his  best.  In  low  tones  he  described  the 
whole  aftair.  "That  was  the  kid's  room 
— in  the  corner  there.  He  had  measles 
or  somethin',  and  this  coon — Johnson — 
was  a-settin'  up  witli  'im,  and  Johnson 
got  sleepy  or  soniethin'  and  upset  the 
lamp,  and  the  doctor  he  was  down  in  his 
office,  and  he  came  running  up,  and  they 
all  got  bui-ned  together  till  they  dragged 
'em  out." 

Another  man.  always  preserved  for  the 
deliverance  of  the  final  judgment,  was 
saying:  ''Oh,  they'll  die  sure.  Burned 
to  flinders.  No  chance.  Hull  lot  of 
'em.  Anybody  can  see."  The  crowd 
concentrated  its  gaze  still  more  closely 
upon  these  flags  of  fire  which  waved  joy- 
fully against  the  black  sky.  The  bells  of 
the  town  were  clashing  unceasingly. 

A  little  procession  moved  across  the 
lawn  and  toward  the  street.  There  were 
three  cots,  borne  by  twelve  of  the  fire- 
men. The  police  moved  sternly,  but  it 
needed  no  eflbrt  of  theirs  to  open  a  lane 
for  this  slow  cortege.  Tiie  men  who  bore 
the  cots  were  well  known  to  the  crowd, 
but    in    this    solemn    parade    during   the 
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riiio-iiig'  of  the  bells  and  the  shouting-,  and 
with  tiie  red  glare  upon  the  sky,  they 
seemed  uttei'ly  foreign,  and  Whiloniville" 
paid  them  a  deep  respect.  Each  man  in 
this  sti'etclier  ])arty  had  gained  a  reflect- 
ed majesty.  They  were  footmen  to  death, 
and  the  crowd  made  subtle  obeisance  to 
this  august  dignity  derived  from  three 
prospectiv^e  graves.  One  woman  turned 
aw^ay  with  a  shriek  at  sight  of  the  cover- 
ed body  on  the  first  stretcher,  and  people 
faced  her  suddenly  in  silent  and  moui-n- 
ful  indignation.  Otherwise  thei-e  was 
barely  a  sound  as  these  tw-elve  important 
men  with  measured  tread  carried  their 
burdens  through  the  throng. 

The  little  boys  no  longer  discussed  the 
merits  of  the  difYerent  tire  companies. 
For  the  greater  j)art  they  had  been  rout- 
ed. Only  the  more  courageous  viewed 
closely  the  three  figures  veiled  in  yellow 
blankets. 

X. 

Old  Judge  Denning  Ilagenthorpe,  who 
lived  nearly  o})positc  the  Trescotts,  had 
thrown  his  door  wide  open  to  receive  the 
afHicted  family.  ^Yhen  it  was  publicly 
learned  that  the  doctoi'  and  his  son  and 
the  negro  were  still  alive,  it  required  a 
specially  detailed  policeman  to  ])revent 
peo])le  from  scaling  the  front  poi-ch  and 
interviewing  these  soi'ely  wounded.  One 
old  lady  ai)peared  with  a  miraculous  poul- 
tice, and  she  quoted  most  damning  scrip- 
ture to  the  otHcer  when  he  said  that  she 
could  not  ])ass  him.  Tliroughout  the 
night  some  lads  old  enough  to  be  given 
])rivileges  or  to  compel  them  from  liieir 
mothers  remained  vigilantly  upon  the 
kerb  in  antici]iation  of  a  death  or  some 
such  event.  The  re])orter  of  the  ^fo)')^')}g 
J'ribunc  rode  thitlier  on  his  bicycle  every 
hour  until  three  o'clock. 

Six  of  the  iQU  doctors  in  Whilomville 
attended  at  Judge  Hagenlhor])e's  house. 

Almost  at  once  they  were  able  to  know 
that  Trescott's  burns  were  not  vitally  im- 
portant. The  child  would  ]iossil)ly  be 
.scarred  l)adly.  but  his  life  wa,s  undoubt- 
edly safe.  As  for  the  negro  Henry  John- 
son, he  could  not  live.  His  body  was 
frightfully  seared,  but  more  than  that,  he 
now  had  no  face.  His  face  had  simply 
been  burned  away. 

Trescott  was  always  asking  news  of  tlie 
tw^o  other  patients.  In  the  mornino-  he 
seemed  fresh  and  strong.  S(t  they  told  him 
that  Johnson    was    doomed.      Thev   then 


saw  him  stir  on  the  bed.  and  sprang  quick- 
ly to  see  if  the  bandages  needed  readjust- 
ing. In  the  sudden  glance  he  threw  from 
one  to  another  he  impressed  them  as  be- 
ing both  leonine  and  impracticable. 

The  morning  paper  announced  the 
death  of  Henry  Johnson.  It  contained  a 
long  interview  with  Edward  J.  Hannigan. 
in  which  the  latter  described  in  full  the 
})erformance  of  Johnson  at  the  fire.  There 
was  also  an  editorial  built  from  all  the 
best  words  in  the  vocabulary  of  the  staff. 
The  town  halted  in  its  accustomed  road 
of  thought,  and  turned  a  reverent  atten- 
tion to  the  memory  of  this  hostler.  In 
the  breasts  of  many  people  was  the  regret 
that  they  had  not  known  enough  to  give 
him  a  hand  and  a  lift  when  he  was  alive, 
and  they  judged  themselves  stupid  and 
ungenerous  for  this  failure. 

Tiie  name  of  Henry  Johnson  became 
suddenly  the  title  of  a  saint  to  the  little 
boys.  The  one  who  thought  of  it  first 
could,  by  quoting  it  in  an  argument,  at 
once  overthrow  his  antagonist,  whether 
it  applied  to  the  subject  or  whether  it  did 
not. 

Niug'cr.  nigger,  iiovev  die, 
l^hick  faee  and  shiny  eye. 

Boys  who  had  called  this  odious  couplet 
in  the  rear  of  Johnson's  march  buried  the 
fact  at  the  bottom  of  their  hearts. 

Later  in  the  day  Miss  Bella  Farragut. 
of  No.  7  Watermelon  Alley,  announced 
that  she  had  been  engaged  to  mai'ry  Mr, 
Henry  Johnson. 

XI. 

The  old  judge  had  a  cane  with  an  ivo- 
ry head.  He  could  never  think  at  his 
best  until  he  was  leaning  slightly  on  this 
stick  and  smoothing  the  white  top  with 
slow  movements  of  his  hands.  It  was 
also  to  him  a  kind  of  nai-cotic.  If  by 
any  chance  he  mislaid  it.  he  grew  at  once 
very  irritable,  and  was  likely  to  speak 
shar})ly  to  his  sister,  whose  mental  inca- 
pacity he  had  patiently  endured  for  thir- 
ty years  in  the  old  mansion  on  Ontario 
Street.  She  was  not  at  all  aware  of  her 
bi'other's  opinion  of  her  endowments,  and 
so  it  might  be  said  that  the  judge  had 
successfully  dissembled  for  more  than  a 
quarter  of  a  century,  only  risking  the 
truth  at  the  times  when  his  cane  w^as 
lost. 

On  a  ]iarticular  day  the  judge  sat  in 
his  ai-m-chair  on  the  porch.  The  sun- 
shine spi'inkled  through  the  lilac-bushes 
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and  poured  great  coins  on  the  boards. 
Tlie  sparrows  disputed  in  the  trees  that 
lined  the  pavements.  The  judge  mused 
deeply,  while  his  hands  gently  caressed 
the  ivory  head  of  his  cane. 

Finally  he  arose  and  entered  the  house, 
his  brow  still  furrowed  in  a  thoughtful 
frown.  His  stick  thumped  solemnly  in 
regular  beats.  On  the  second  floor  he 
entered  a  room  where  Dr.  Trescott  was 
working  about  the  bedside  of  Henry 
Johnson.  The  bandages  on  the  negro's 
head  allowed  only  one  thing  to  appear, 
an  eye,  which  unwinkingly  stared  at  the 
judge.  The  latter  spoke  to  Trescott  on 
the  condition  of  the  patient.  Afterward 
he  evidentl}^  had  something  further  to 
say,  but  he  seemed  to  be  kept  from  it  by 
the  scrutiny  of  the  unwinking  eye,  at 
which  he  furtively  glanced  from  time  to 
time. 

When  Jimmie  Ti'escott  was  sufficiently 
recovered,  his  mother  had  taken  him  to 
pay  a  visit  to  his  grandparents  in  Con- 
necticut. The  doctor  had  remained  to 
take  care  of  his  patients,  but  as  a  matter 
of  truth  he  spent  most  of  his  time  at 
Judge  Hagenthorpe's  house,  where  lay 
Henry  Johnson.  Here  he  slept  and  ate 
almost  every  meal  in  the  long  nights  and 
days  of  his  vigil. 

At  dinner,  and  away  from  the  magic  of 
the  unwinking  eye,  the  judge  said,  sud- 
denly, "Trescott,  do  you  think  it  is — '' 
As  Trescott  paused  expectantly,  the  judge 
fingered  his  knife.  He  said,  thoughtfully, 
"No  one  wants  to  advance  such  ideas, 
but  somehow  I  think  that  that  poor  fel- 
low ought  to  die." 

There  was  in  Trescott's  face  at  once  a 
look  of  recognition,  as  if  in  this  tangent 
of  the  judge  he  saw  an  old  problem. 
He  merely  sighed  and  answered,  "Who 
knows?"  The  words  were  spoken  in  a 
deep  tone  that  gave  them  an  elusive  kind 
of  significance. 

The  judge  retreated  to  the  cold  man- 
ner of  the  bench.  "  Perhaps  we  may  not 
talk  with  propriety  of  this  kind  of  action, 
but  I  am  induced  to  say  that  you  are  per- 
forming a  questionable  charity  in  pre- 
serving this  negro's  life.  As  near  as  I 
can  understand,  he  will  hereafter  be  a 
monster,  a  perfect  monster,  and  probably 
with  an  ah'ected  brain.  No  man  can  ob- 
serve you  as  I  have-  observed  you  and 
not  know  that  it  was  a  matter  of  con- 
science with  you,  but  I  am  afraid,  my 
friend,  that  it  is  one  of  the  blunders  of 


virtue."  The  judge  had  delivered  his 
views  with  his  habitual  oratory.  The  last 
three  words  he  spoke  WMth  a  particular 
emphasis,  as  if  the  phrase  was  his  discov- 
ery. 

The  doctor  made  a  weai-y  gesture.  "  He 
saved  my  boy's  life." 

"Yes,"  said  the  judge,  swiftly— "  yes, 
I  know !" 

"And  what  am  I  to  do?"  said  Trescott, 
his  eyes  suddenly  lighting  like  an  out- 
burst from  smouldering  peat.  "What 
am  I  to  do?  He  gave  himself  for— for 
Jimmie.      What  am  I  to  do  for  him?" 

The  judge  abased  himself  completely 
before  these  words.  He  lowered  his  eyes 
for  a  moment.  He  nicked  at  his  cucum- 
bers. 

Presently  he  braced  himself  straightly 
in  his  chair.  "  He  will  be  your  creation, 
you  understand.  He  is  purely  your  cre- 
ation. Nature  has  very  evidently  given 
him  up.  He  is  dead.  You  are  restoring 
him  to  life.  You  are  making  him,  and 
he  will  be  a  monster,  and  with  no  mind." 

"He  will  be  what  you  like,  judge," 
cried  Trescott,  in  sudden,  polite  fury. 
"He  will  be  anything,  but,  by  God!  he 
saved  my  boy.'' 

The  judge  interrupted  in  a  voice  trem- 
bling with  emotion:  "Trescott!  Tres- 
cott!    Don't  I  know?" 

Trescott  had  subsided  to  a  sullen  mood. 
"Yes,  you  know,"  he  answered,  acidly; 
"  but  you  don't  know  all  about  your  own 
boy  being  saved  from  death."  This  was 
a  perfectly  childish  allusion  to  the  judge's 
bachelorhood.  Trescott  knew"  that  the 
remark  was  infantile,  but  he  seemed  to 
take  desperate  delight  in  it. 

But  it  passed  the  judge  com})letely. 
It  was  not  his  spot. 

"I  am  puzzled,"  said  he,  in  profound 
thought.      "I  don't  know  what  to  say." 

Trescott  had  become  repentant.  "  Don't 
think  I  don't  appreciate  what  you  say, 
judge.      But — " 

"Of  course!"  responded  the  judge, 
quickly.      "Of  course." 

"  It — "  began  Trescott. 

"  Of  course,"  said  the  judge. 

In  silence  they  resumed  their  dinner. 

"  Well, "said  the  judge,  ultimatelv,  "  it 
is  hard  for  a  man  to  know  what  to  do." 

"It  is,"  said  the  doctor,  fervidly. 

There  was  another  silence.  It  was 
broken  by  the  judge: 

"Look  here,  Trescott;  I  don't  want 
vou  to  think — " 
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"  No,  cei'taiiily  not,"  answered  the  doc- 
tor, earnestly. 

''Well,  I  don't  want  you  to  tliink  I 
would  say  anything-  to —  It  was  only 
that  I  thouglit  that  I  niig-lit  be  al)le  to 
su<i\2'est  to  you  that — perhaps — the  ad'air 
was  a  little  dubious.'' 

With  an  appearance  of  suddenly  dis- 
closing- liis  real  mental  j)erturbation,  the 
doctor  said:  "Well,  what  would  you  do? 
Would  you  kill  him?"  he  asked,  abruptly 
and  sternly, 

"  Trescott,  you  fool,"  said  the  old  man, 
gently. 

"Oh,  well.  I  know,  judge,  but  tlien— '" 
Ele  turned  red.  and  s])oke  with  new  vio- 
lence: "Say,  he  savetl  my  boy  —  do  you 
see?     He  saved  my  boy." 

••  You  bet  he  did,"  cried  the  judge,  with 
enthusiasm.  "You  bet  he  did."  And 
they  remained  for  a  time  gazing  at  each 
other,  their  faces  illuminated  with  mem- 
ories of  a  certain  deed. 

After  another  silence,  the  judge  said. 
"It  is  liai'd  for  a  man  to  know  what  to 
do." 

XII. 

Late  one  evening  Trescott.  returning 
from  a  \  rofessional  call,  paused  his  bug- 
gy at  the  Hagenthorpe  gate.  He  tied  the 
mare  to  the  old  tin-covered  post,  and  en- 
tered the  house.  Ultimately  he  appeared 
with  a  companion — a  man  who  walked 
slowly  aiul  carefully,  as  if  he  were  learn- 
ing. He  was  wrapped  to  the  heels  in  an 
old-fashioned  ulster.  They  entered  the 
buggy  and  drove  away. 

After  a  silence  only  l)roken  by  the  swift 
and  musical  humming  of  the  wheels  on 
the  smooth  road.  Trescott  spoke.  "  Hen- 
ry," he  said,  "rve  got  you  a  home  here 
with  old  Alek  Williams.  You  will  have 
everything  you  want  to  eai  and  a  good 
place  to  slee]\  and  I  hope  you  will  get 
along  there  all  right.  I  will  pay  all  your 
expenses,  and  C(^me  to  see  you  as  often  as 
I  can.  If  you  don't  get  along.  I  want 
you  to  let  me  know  as  soon  as  possible. 
and  then  we  will  do  what  we  can  to  nu\ke 
it  better." 

Tiie  dark  figure  at  the  doctor's  .>ide  an- 
swered with  a  cheerful  laugh.  "These 
buggy  wheels  don'  look  like  I  washed  'em 
yesterday.  docteh."he  said. 

Trescott  hesitated  for  a  nu'^nient.  and 
then  went  on  insistently.  "I  am  taking 
you  to  Alek  Williams.  Henry,  ami  I—" 

The  figure  chuckled  again.  "  No.  "deed  1 
No,  sell!      Alek    AVilliams    don'    know   a 


liossi  "Deed  he  don't.  He  don'  know  a 
boss  from  a  pig.  "  The  laugh  that  follow- 
ed was  like  the  rattle  of  pebbles. 

Trescott  turned  and  looked  sternly  and 
coldly  at  the  dim  form  in  the  gloom  from 
the  buggy  -  top.  "  Henry."  lie  said.  '"I 
didn't  say  anything  about  horses.  I  was 
saying — '' 

"  Hoss  ?  Hoss  r"  said  the  quavering 
voice  from  these  near  shadows.  '"Hoss? 
'Deed  I  don'  know  all  erbout  a  hoss  I 
'Deed  I  don't."  There  was  a  satirical 
chuckle. 

At  the  end  of  three  miles  the  mare 
slackened  and  the  doctor  leaned  forward. 
})cering.  while  holding  tight  reins.  The 
wheels  of  the  buggy  bumped  often  over 
out-cropping  bowlders.  A  window  shone 
forth,  a  simple  square  of  topaz  on  a  great 
black  hill-side.  Four  dogs  charged  the 
buggy  with  ferocity,  mid  when  it  did  not 
promptly  retreat,  they  circled  courageous- 
ly around  the  flanks,  baying.  A  door 
opened  near  the  window  in  the  hill-side, 
and  a  man  came  and  stood  on  a  beach  of 
yellow  light. 

"  Yah  !  yah  I  You  Roveh  1  You  Susie  I 
Come  yah!     Come  yah  this  niinit!" 

Trescott  called  across  the  dark  sea  of 
grass.  "Hello.  Alek!" 

"Hello!" 

"  Come  down  here  and  show  me  where 
to  drive." 

The  man  ]-)lunged  from  the  beach  into 
the  surf,  and  Trescott  could  then  only 
trace  his  course  by  the  fervid  and  polite 
ejaculations  of  a  host  who  was  somewhere 
approaching.  Presently  Williams  took 
the  mare  by  the  head,  and  uttering  cries 
of  welcome  and  scolding  the  swarming 
dogs,  led  the  equipage  toward  the  lights. 
When  tliey  halted  at  the  door  and  Tres- 
cott was  climbing  out.  Williams  ci-ied. 
"  Will  she  stand,  docteh?  ' 

■"She'll  stand  all  right,  but  you  better 
hold  her  for  a  minute.  Now.  Henry." 
The  doctor  turned  and  held  both  arms  to 
the  dark  tigure.  It  crawled  to  him  jiain- 
fuUy  like  a  man  going  down  a  ladder. 
Williams  took  the  mare  away  to  be  tied 
to  a  little  tree,  and  when  he  returned  he 
found  them  awaiting  him  in  the  gloom 
beyond  the  rays  from  the  door. 

He  burst  out  then  like  a  siphon  press- 
ed by  a  nervous  thumb.  '"Hennei-y! 
Hennery,  ma  ol'  frien'.  Well,  if  I  ain' 
glade.      If  I  ain'  glade!" 

Trescott  liad  taken  the  silent  shape  by 
the  arm  and  led  it  forward  into  the  full 
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revelation  of  the  lig-lit.  "Well,  now, 
Alek,  you  can  take  Henry  and  put  him  to 
bed,  and  in  the  morning-  I  will — " 

Near  the  end  of  this  sentence  old  Wil- 
liams had  come  front  to  front  with  John- 
son. He  gasped  for  a  second,  and  then 
yelled  the  yell  of  a  man  stabbed  in  the 
heart. 

For  a  fraction  of  a  moment  Tres^ott 
seemed  to  be  looking  for  epithets.  Then 
he  roared  :  ''You  old  black  chump  !  You 
old  black—  Shut  up!  Shut  up!  Do  you 
hear?" 

Williams  obeyed  instantly  in  the  mat- 
ter of  his  screams,  but  he  continued  in 
a  lowered  voice:  "Ma  Lode  amassy! 
Who'd  ever  think?     Ma  Lode  amassy!" 

Trescott  spoke  again  in  the  manner  of 
a  commander  of  a  battalion.      "  Alek !'' 

The  old  negro  again  surrendered,  but  to 
himself  he  repeated  in  a  whisper,  "Ma 
Lode !"     He  was  aghast  and  trembling. 

As  these  three  points  of  widening  shad- 
ows approached  the  golden  doorway  a 
hale  old  n egress  appeared  tliere,  bowing. 
"  Good-evenin',  docteh!  Good-evenin'I 
Come  in !  come  in!''  She  liad  evidently 
just  retired  from  a  tempestuous  struggle 
to  place  the  room  in  order,  but  she  was 
now  bowing  rapidly.  She  made  the  effort 
of  a  person  swimming. 

"  Don't  trouble  yourself,  Mary,"  said 
Trescott,  entering.  "  I've  brought  Henry 
for  you  to  take  care  of,  and  all  you've  got 
to  do  is  to  carry  out  what  I  tell  you." 
Learning  that  he  was  not  followed,  he 
faced  the  door,  and  said,  "  Come  in.  Hen- 
ry." 

Johnson  entered,  "Whee!"  slirieked 
Mrs.  Williams.  She  almost  achieved  a 
back  somersault.  Six  young  members  of 
the  tribe  of  Williams  made  simultaneous 
plunge  for  a  position  behind  the  stove,  and 
formed  a  wailing  heap. 

XIII. 

"  You  know  very  well  that  you  and 
your  family  lived  usually  on  less  than 
tlu-ee  dollars  a  week,  and  now  that  Doctor 
Trescott  pays  you  five  dollars  a  week  for 
Johnson's  board,  3^ou  live  like  million- 
aires. You  haven't  done  a  stroke  of  work 
since  Johnson  began  to  board  with  you — 
everybody  knows  that — and  so  what  are 
you  kicking  about?" 

The  judge  satin  his  chair  on  the  porch, 
fondling  his  cane,  and  gazing  down  at  old 
Williams,  who  stood  under  the  lilac-bush- 
es.     "Yes,  I    know,  jedge,"  said   the  ne- 


gro, wagging  his  head  in  a  puzzled  man- 
ner. "  'Tain't  like  as  if  I  didn't  'preciate 
what  the  docteh  done,  but— but— well,  yeh 
see,  jedge,"  he  added,  gaining  a  new  im- 
petus, "  it's — it's  hard  wuk.  This  ol'  man 
nev'  did  wuk  so  hard.      Lode,  no." 

"Don't  talk  such  nonsense,  Alek,'' 
spoke  the  judge,  sharply.  "You  have 
never  really  worked  in  your  life— any- 
how enough  to  support  a  family  of  spar- 
rows, and  now  when  you  are  in  a  more 
prosperous  condition  than  ever  before,  you 
come  around  talking  like  an  old  fool." 

The  negro  began  to  scratch  his  head. 
"  Yell  see,  jedge,''  he  said  at  last,  "  my  ol' 
'ooman  she  cain't  'ceive  no  lady  callahs, 
nohow." 

"  Hang  lady  callers!"'  said  the  judge, 
irascibly.  "If  you  have  flour  in  the  bar- 
rel and  meat  in  the  pot,  your  wife  can  get 
along  without  receiving  lady  callers,  can't 
she?" 

"But  they  won't  come  ainyhow,  jedge,'' 
replied  Williams,  with  an  air  of  still  deep- 
er stupefaction.  "  Noner  ma  wife's  fi'ien's 
ner  noner  ma  frien's  '11  come  near  ma 
res'dence." 

"  Well,  let  them  stay  home  if  the^^  are 
such  silly  peo^ile." 

The  old  negro  seemed  to  be  seeking  a 
way  to  elude  this  argument,  but  evident- 
ly finding  none,  he  was  about  to  shuffle 
meeklyotf.  He  halted,  however.  "Jedge," 
said  he,  "ma  ol'  'ooman's  near  driv'  ab- 
stracted." 

"Your  old  woman  is  an  idiot,''  re- 
sponded the  judge. 

Williamscame  very  close  and  peered  sol- 
emnly through  a  branch  of  lilac.  "Jedge," 
he  whispered,  "the  ehillens." 

"  What  about  them^" 

Dro])i)ing  his  voice  to  funereal  depths, 
Williams  said.   "  They — they  cain't  eat.'' 

"Can't  eat!"  scoffed  the  judge,  loudly. 
"Can'teat!  Youmust think  lam  asbigan 
old  fool  as  you  are.  Can't  eat — the  little 
rascals!  What's  to  prevent  them  from 
eating:'" 

In  answei'.  AVilliams  said,  with  mourn- 
ful empliasis,  "Hennery."  Moved  with 
a  kind  of  satisfaction  at  his  tragic  use  of 
the  name,  he  remained  staring  at  the 
judge  for  a  sign  of  its  effect. 

The  judge  made  a  gesture  of  irritation. 
"Come,  now,  you  old  scoundrel,  don't 
beat  around  the  bush  any  more.  What 
are  joii  up  to?  What  do  you  want? 
Speak  out  like  a  man,  and  don't  give  me 
any  more  of  this  tiresome  rigamarole." 
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''I   aiiTt   cp-hcatin'  round  'boul  nulliii,  jed,L;'e,    he's    crazier    'n     er    Icmhi.       Then 

jed^'-e/'     i'(>i)li<'d     Williams,    iiidi<;naiilly.  when    he    kxjivS    liix'e    er    devil,  an'  done 

'•  No,  sell;    I  say  whatter  <i;ot  to  say  riji^lit  skears  all    nia  frien's   away,  an*  nia  chil- 

oul.      'Deed  1  do."  lens    caint    eat.  an"  ma    ole   "ooman    j»-- 

'•  Well,  say  it.  then."  i-aisin'  Cain  all  the  time,  an"  ma  rent  tw.i 

''.Icd^e,"  be^an    the    negro,  taking-  olf  dollehs  an'  er  half  ei-  month,  an"  Ijim  no: 

his  hat  and  switehing  his  knee  with    it.  right  in  his  haid.  it  seems  like  five  dollehs 

"  Lotle   kjiows  Id   do  jes   'bout  as  much  er  week — " 

I'er  live  dollelis  er  week  as  ainy  cul'd  man.  The  judge's  stick  came  down   sharply 

l)ut — butthis  yere  business  is  awful,  jedge.  and  suddenly  ii]>on  the  tloo)-  of  the  porch. 

1  raikon  'ain't   l)een  no  sleep  in  —  in    my  "There."  he  said.   "I    thought   tliat  was 

house  sence  docteh  done  fetch  'im."  what  you  were  di-iving  at." 

"Well,  what    do    you    i)i'oi»ose    to    do  Williams     began     swinging    liis   head 

about  itT'  from    side    to    side  in   the  strange   racial 

Williams  lifted  his  eyes  from  the  ground  mannerism.      '"Now  hoi'    on    a   minuet, 

and  g-azed  olT  through  the  trees.     '•Ktiiicon  jedge."    he    said,  defensively.       "  "Tain't 

I  got  g-ood  ap})etite,  an"  sleej)  jes  like  er  like     as    if    I    didn't   'predate    what    the 

dog,  but  he— he's  done  broke  me  all    up.  docteh  dt)ne.     "Tain't  tliat.      Docteh  Tres- 

"Tain't  no   g-ood.  nohow.      I    wake  i\\)  in  cott  is  er  kind  man.  an'  'tain't  like  as  if  I 

the  nig-ht;  I  hear 'im.  mebbe,  er-whimi)er-  didn't    ■i)reciate    what    he     done:     but — 

in'  an'  er-wliim})erin'.  an'  I   sneak    an'  I  but — " 

sneak  until  I  try  th'do'  to  see  if  he  locked  "  But  wiiat?     You  are  getting  painful, 

in.      An'  he    keei)  me    er-puzzlin'    an'  er-  Alek.      Now  tell    me   this:  did    you  ever 

quakin'    all     night     long.       Don't    know  have  five  dollars  a  week  regularly  before 

how  '11    do    in   th'  winter.      Can't   let  'im  in  your  lifer" 

out    where    th'   chillen     is.       He'll    done         Williams  at  once  drew  himself  up  with 

freeze    where    he     is     now."       Williams  great  dig-nity.  but  in  the  pause  after  that 

spoke  these  sentences  as   if  he  wei-e  talk-  question  iie  drooped  gradually  to  another 

ing-  to  h'mself.      After  a  siliMice  of  deep  attitude.      In  tiie  end  he  answered,  hero- 

reJlectioTi     he     continued:      "Folks     go  ically :    "No.  jedge.    I  'ain't.      An' 'tain't 

round    sayin'  he  ain't  Hennery  Johnson  like    as    if   I   was    er-sayin'  live    dollehs 

at  all.      They  say  he's  er  devil !"  wasn't    er   lot  er  money  for  a    man  like 

"  Whatf  cried  the  judge.  me.      But.  j^^lge.   wh;it    er    man    oughter 

"  Yesseh,"  repeated  Williams  in  tones  git  fer  this  kinder  wuk  is  er  salary.     Yes- 

of  injury,  as    if    his  veracity   had    been  sell,  jedge."  he  repeated,  with  a  great  im- 

challenged.      "Yesseh.       I'm   er-tellin"  it  pressive    gesture:    "fer   this   kinder  wuk 

to  yell  straight,  jedge.      Plenty  cul'd  ])eo-  er  man  oughter  git  er  Salary."      He  laid 

pie  folk's  u})  my  way  say  it  is  a  devil."  a  terrible  emphasis  ui)on  the  final  Avord. 

"  Well,  you  don't  think  so  yourself,  do  The    judge    laughed.       "I    know   Dr. 

your"  Trcscott's    mind    concerning    this    affair. 

"No.      'Tain't  no  devil.      It's  Hennei-y  Alek:    and    if   you    are    dissatisfied   with 

Johnson."  your  boarder,  he  is  quite    ready  to   move 

"\\'cll.  then,  what  is  the    matter   wiih  him  to  sonu'>  other  jdace;   so.  if  you   care 

your      You  don't  care  what  a  lot  of  fool-  to  leave  word  with  me  that  you  are  tired 

ish  peo])le  say.      Go  on  'tending  to  your  of  the  arrangement  and  wish  it  changed, 

business,    and    ]niy    no  attention    to   such  he  will  come  and  take  Johnson  away." 
idle  nonsense."  Williams  scratched   his  head  again   in 

"  "Tis    nonstuise.   jedge:    but    he    lookdi  deep  perplexity.      "  Five  dollehs  is  er  big 

lilce  er  devil."  price  fer  bo'd.  but  'tain't  no  big  price  fer 

"What    do    you   care    what    he    looks  the    bo'd     of    er    cr:r/.y    man."     he     said, 

liker"  demanded  the  jud^-e.  tinally. 

"  ]\la  rent  is  tw(^  dollehs  and  er  half  er  "What     ilo    you    think  you    ought   to 

month,"  said  Williams.  >lowly.  get."  asked  the  judge. 

"  It  might  just  as  well  be  ten  ihou.saiul  "Well."   answered   Alek,  in    the  man- 

dolhu'S   a    month."  rcs]it^uded    the   judge,  ner    oi  one    dee])    in   a  balancing   of   the 

"You  nevei- })ay  it.  anyhow."  scales,  "he  lot)k>  like  er  devil,  an'  done 

"Then,  anoth'  tiling-. ■■   coniinued  Wil-  skear>    e'ryhody.    an'    ma    chillens    cain't 

liams.  ill  his  retlective  toiif.      ■'  If  t;e  was  eat.  an"  I  cain't  sleep,  an'  he  ain't  I'iglit  in 

all  i-iii'ht  in  his  haid  I  could  stan'  it:    hut.  liis  haid.  an'—" 
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"  You  told  me  all  those  things." 

After  scratching  his  wool,  and  beating 
his  knee  with  his  hat,  and  gazing  otF 
through  the  trees  and  down  at  the  ground, 
Williams  said,  as  he  kicked  nervously  at 
the  grav^el,  "  Well,  jedge,  I  think  it  is 
wuth — "     He  stuttered. 

"Worth  whatr' 

"  Six  doUehs,"  answered  Williams,  in 
a  desperate  outburst. 

The  judge  lay  back  in  his  great  arni- 
cliair  and  went  through  all  the  motions  of 
a  man  laughing  lieartily,  but  he  made  no 
sound  save  a  slight  cough.  Williams  had 
been  watching  him  with  apprehension. 

"Well,"  said  the  judge,  "do  you  call 
six  dollars  a  salary?" 

"No,  sell,"  promptly  responded  Wil- 
liams. "  Tain't  a  salary.  No,  'deed! 
'Tain't  a  salary."  He  looked  with  some 
anger  upon  the  man  who  questioned  his 
intelligence  in  this  way. 

"Well,  supposing  your  children  can't 
eat?" 

"And  supposing  he  looks  like  a  devil? 
And  supposing  all  those  tilings  continue? 
Would  you  be  satisfied  with  six  dolkirs  a 
week?" 

Recollections  seemed  to  throng  in  Wil- 
liams's mind  at  these  interrogations,  and 
he  answered  dubiously.  "Of  co'se  a 
man  who  ain't  right  in  his  haid,  an'  looks 
like  er  devil —  But  six  doUehs — "  After 
these  two  attempts  at  a  sentence  Wil- 
liams suddenly'  appeared  as  an  orator, 
with  a  great  shiny  palm  waving  in  the 
air.  "  I  tell  j'eh,  jedge,  six  dollehs  is 
six  dollehs,  but  if  I  git  six  dollehs  for 
bo'ding  Hennery  Johnson,  I  uhns  ill  I 
uhns  it  I"' 

"  I  don't  doubt  that  you  earn  six  dol- 
lars for  every  week's  work  you  do,"  said 
the  judge. 

"Well,  if  I  l)o"d  Hennery  Johnson  fer 
six  dollehs  er  week,  I  uhns  it!  I  uhns 
it!''  cried  Williams,  wildly. 

XIV. 

Reif Snyder's  assistant  had  gone  to  his 
supper,  and  the  owner  of  the  shop  was 
trying  to  x)h<cate  four  men  who  wished 
to  be  shaved  at  once.  Reifsnyder  was 
very  garrulous — a  fact  which  made  him 
rather  remarl<:able  among  barbers,  who, 
as  a  class,  are  austerely  speechless,  hav- 
ing been  taught  silence  by  the  hammer- 
ing reiteration  of  a  tradition.  It  is  the 
customers  who  talk  in  the  oi'dinary  event. 


As  Reifsnyder  waved  his  razor  down 
the  cheek  of  a  man  in  ihe  cliair,  he  turned 
often  to  cool  the  impatience  of  tlie  others 
with  pleasant  talk,  which  they  did  not 
particularly  heed. 

"  Oh,  he  should  have  let  him  die,"  said 
Bainbridge,  a  railway  engineer,  finally 
replying  to  one  of  the  barbers  orations. 
"Shut  up,  Reif,  and  go  on  with  your 
business !"' 

Instead,  Reifsnyder  paused  shaving  en- 
tirely, and  turned  to  front  the  speaker. 
"Let  him  die?''  he  demanded.  ''How 
vas  that?     How  can  you  let  a  man  die?" 

"  By  letting  him  die,  you  chump,"  said 
the  engineer.  The  others  laughed  a  lit- 
tle, and  Reifsnyder  turned  at  once  to  his 
work,  sullenly,  as  a  man  overwhelmed  by 
the  derision  of  numbers. 

"How  vas  that?"  he  grumbled  later. 
"How  can  you  let  a  nuin  die  wlien  he 
vas  done  so  much  for  you?" 

"'When  he  vas  done  so  much  for 
you?'"  repeated  Bainbridge.  "You  bet- 
ter shave  some  people.  How  vas  that? 
Maybe  this  ain't  a  barber  shop?" 

A  man  hitherto  silent  now  said,  '  If  I 
had  been  the  doctor,  I  would  have  done 
the  same  thing." 

"Of  course,"  said  Reifsnyder.  "Any 
man  vould  do  it.  Any  man  that  vas  not 
like  3^ou,  you— old— Hint  -  hearted— ti.sh." 
He  had  sought  the  final  words  with  pain- 
ful care,  and  he  delivered  the  collection 
triumphantly  at  Bainbridge.  Tlie  engi- 
neer laughed. 

The  man  in  the  chair  now  lifted  him- 
self higher,  while  Reifsnyder  began  an 
elaborate  ceremony  of  anointing  and 
combing  his  hair.  Now  free  to  join  com- 
fortably in  the  talk,  the  man  said:  "They 
say  he  is  the  most  terrible  thing  in  the 
world.  Young  Johnnie  Bernard  —  that 
drives  the  grocery'  wa,gon — saw  him  up 
at  Alek  W^illiams's  shanty,  and  he  says 
he  couldn't  eat  anything  for  two  days." 

"Chee!"  said  Reifsnydei'. 

"  Well,  what  makes  him  so  terrible?'' 
asked  another. 

"Because  he  hasn't  got  any  face,"  re- 
plied the  barber  and  the  engineer  in  duet. 

"  Hasn't  got  any  face?''  re])eated  the 
man.  "How  can  he  do  without  any 
face !" 


lie   lias   IK)   face   in    t!i 
In   (lie  place  where  h 


fi-ont  of  his   h 
face  ouiilit   to 


Bainbridge  sang  these  lines  ])athetical- 
ly   as   he   arose   and   hung  his  hat  on  a 
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liook.  Tlie  mail  in  the  cliair  was  about 
to  abdicate  in  his  favor.  "  Get  a  gait  on 
you  now,"  he  said  to  Reifsnyder.  "  I 
go  out  at  7.31." 

As  the  barber  foamed  tlie  lather  on  tlie 
cheeks  of  tlie  engineer  he  seemed  to  be 
thinking"  lieavily.  Then  suddenly  he 
burst  out.  "How  would  you  like  to  he 
with  no  face?"  he  ci'ied  to  the  assemblage. 

''Oh,  if  I  had  to  have  a  face  like 
yours — "  answered  one  customer. 

]>ainbridge's  voice  came  from  a  sea  of 
lather.  "You're  kicking-  because  if  los- 
ing- faces  became  })opuhir,  you'd  have  to 
g-o  out  of  business." 

"I  don't  think  it  ^vill  become  so  much 
popular,"  said  Reifsnyder. 

"Not  if  it's  got  to  be  taken  o^  in  the 
Avay  his  was  taken  off',"  said  another 
man.  "I'd  rather  keep  mine,  if  you 
don't  mind." 

"  I  g^uess  so  :"  cried  the  barber.  "  Just 
think!" 

The  shaving-  of  Bainbridge  had  arrived 
at  a  time  of  comparative  liberty  for  him. 
"I  w^ouder  wliat  the  doctor  says  to  him- 
self?" he  observed.  "He  may  be  sorry  he 
made  him  live." 

"It  Av^.s  tlie  only  thing-  he  could  do." 
replied  a  man.  The  others  seemed  to 
agree  with  liim. 

"Supposing  you  ^vere  in  his  place." 
said  one.  "and  Johnson  had  saved  your 
kid.      What  wouhl  you  doT' 

"  Certainly  !" 

"Of  coursel  You  would  do  anything 
on  earth  for  him.  You'd  take  all  the 
trouble  in  the  world  for  him.  And  spend 
your  last  dollar  on  him.      ^Vell.  tlien?" 

"I  wonder  how  it  feels  to  be  without 
any  face?"  said  Reifsnyder,  musingly. 

The  man  who  had  previously  spoken, 
feeling-  that  he  had  expressed  himself 
well,  repeated  the  whole  thing.  "You 
would  do  anything  on  earth  f(~>r  liim. 
Y^on'd  take  all  the  troui)le  in  the  v.-orld 
for  him.  And  spend  your  last  dollar  on 
him.      ^Vell.  then:'" 

••  No.  but  look."  ^aid  RtMfsnyder;  "  ^up- 
])osing-  you  don't  got  a  face!" 

XV. 

As  soon  as  \ViHiam>  was  liidden  from 
th<>  view  of  the  old  judge  he  began  to 
gesture  and  talk  to  himself.  An  elation 
had  evidently  peneti-ated  to  his  vitals,  and 
caused  him  to  dilate  as  if  he  had  been 
lilled  with  gas.  He  snapped  his  lingers 
in    the    air.    and    whistled    fragments    oi 


triumphal  music.  At  limes,  in  liis  prog- 
ress towai'd  his  shanly.  he  indulged  in  a 
shuttling  movement  tliat  was  really  a 
dance.  It  was  to  be  learned  from  the 
intermediate  monologue  tliat  he  had 
emerged  from  his  trials  laurelled  and 
proud.  He  was  the  unconquerable  Alex- 
ander Williams.  Nothing  could  exceed 
the  bold  self-reliance  ofhis  manner.  His 
kingly  sti'ide.  his  heroic  .song,  the  deri- 
sive flourish  of  his  hands — all  betokened 
a  man  wiio  had  successfully  detied  tlj" 
world. 

On  his  way  he  saw  Zeke  Paterson  com- 
ing to  town.  They  hailed  each  other  at 
a  distance  of  tifiy  yards. 

■■  How  do.  Broth*  Paterson  :" 
"How  do.  Broth'  ^Villiams:" 
They  were  both  deacons. 
"Is  you'  folks  "svell.  Brotli"  Paterson:" 
"Middlin'.  middlin".   How's  you'  folks. 
Broth'  Williams.'" 

Neither  of  them  had  slowed  his  pace  in 
the  smallest  degree.  They  had  simph' 
begun  this  talk  when  a  considerable  space 
separated  them,  continued  it  as  they  pass- 
ed, and  added  polite  questions  as  they 
drifted  steadily  apart.  Williams's  mind 
seemed  to  be  a  balloon.  He  had  been  so 
inflated  tliat  he  had  not  noticed  that  Pat- 
erson had  detinitely  shied  into  the  dry 
ditch  as  they  came  to  the  ]>oint  of  ordi- 
nary contact. 

Afterward,  as  he  went  a  lonely  way. 
he  l)urst  out  again  in  song  and  panto- 
mimic celebration  of  his  estate.  His  feet 
moved  in  prancing  steps. 

When  he  came  in  sight  of  his  cabin, 
the  tields  were  bathed  in  a  blue  dusk,  and 
the  light  in  the  window  was  pale.  Ca- 
vorting and  gesticulating,  he  gazed  joy- 
fully for  some  moments  upon  this  liglit. 
Then  suddenly  another  idea  seemed  to  at- 
tack his  mind,  and  he  stopped,  with  an 
air  of  being  suddenly  dampened.  In  the 
end  he  approached  his  home  as  if  it  were 
the  fortress  of  an  enemy. 

Some  dogs  dis])uted  his  advance  for  a 
loud  moment,  and  then  discovering  their 
lord,  slunk  away  embarrassed.  His  re- 
proaches were  addressed  to  them  in  muf- 
lled  tones. 

Arriving  at  the  door,  he  pushed  it  open 
with  the  timidity  of  a  new  thief.  He 
thrust  his  head  cautiously  sideways,  and 
liis  eyes  met  the  eyes  of  his  wife,  who  sat 
by  the  table,  the  lami>- light  defining  a 
half  of  her  face.  "  'Sh  :"  he  said,  useless- 
Iv.      His   iilance   travelled  swiftly  to  the 
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inner  door  which  sliielded  the  one  bed- 
cliamber.  Tlie  pickaninnies,  strewn  n))on 
the  floor  of  the  ]ivinfT--rooni,  were  softly 
snoring-.  After  a  liearty  meal  they  liad 
promptly  dispersed  themselves  about  the 
place  and  g'one  to  sleep.  " 'Sli !"  said 
Williams  again  to  his  motionless  and 
silent  wife.  He  had  allowed  only  his 
head  to  appear.  His  wife,  with  one  hand 
upon  the  edge  of  the  table  and  the  other 
at  lier  knee,  was  regarding  him  with  wide 
eyes  and  parted  lips  as  if  he  were  as))ectre. 
She  looked  to  be  one  wdio  was  living'  in 
terror,  and  even  the  familiar  face  at  the 
door  had  thrilled  her  because  it  had  come 
suddenly. 

Williams  broke  the  tense  silence.  "Is 
he  all  right?"  he  wliis[)ered,  waving  his 
eyes  toward  the  inner  door.  Following 
his  glance  timorously,  his  wife  nodded, 
and  in  a  low  tone  answered, 

"I  raikon  he's  done  gone  t'  sleep.'' 

Williams  then  slunk  noiselessly  across 
his  threshold. 

He  lifted  a  chair,  and  with  infinite  care 
placed  it  so  that  it  faced  the  dreaded  inner 
door.  His  wife  moved  slightly,  so  as  to 
also    squarely   face    it.      A    silence    came 
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upon  them  in  which  they  seemed  to  be 
waiting  fora  calamity,  pealing  and  deadly. 

Williams  finally  coughed  behind  his 
hand.  His  wife  started,  and  looked  upon 
him  in  alarm.  "  'Pears  like  he  done  gwine 
keep  quiet  ter-night,"  he  breathed.  They 
continually  pointed  theirspeoch  and  their 
looks  at  the  inner  door,  ])aying  it  the  hom- 
age due  to  a  c()r|)se  or  a  {)hantom.  Another 
long  stillness  followed  this  sentence.  Their 
eyes  shone  white  and  wide.  A  wagon  rat- 
tled down  the  distant  road.  From  theii- 
chairs  they  looked  at  the  window,  and  the 
effect  of  the  light  in  the  cabin  was  a  ])re- 
sentation  of  an  intensely  black  and  sol- 
emn night.  The  old  woman  ado])ted  the 
attitude  used  always  in  church  at  funer- 
als. At  times  she  seemed  to  be  u})on  the 
point  of  breaking  out  in  prayer. 

'•  He  mighty  quiet  ter-night,"  whisper- 
ed Williams.  "  Was  he  good  ter-day?" 
For  answer  his  wife  raised  her  eyes  lo  the 
ceiling"  in  the  supplication  of  Job.  Wil- 
liams moved  restlessly.  Finally  he  tip- 
toed to  the  door.  He  knelt  slowly  and 
without  a  sound,  and  ))laced  his  ear  near 
the  key-hole.  Hearing  a  noise  behind 
him,  he    turned    quickly.      His  wife   was 
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stniiiiu'  ;it   liini  nf^liast.    Slie  st()(Kl  in  front  poised   in  die  conleniplative  sky  over  the 

of  tlicslovc,  and  In'rai'ins  were  spread  out  ninninu-  ne«:n).  anil  could  heed  liiis  reacli- 

iii  t  lie  iial  iiral  movement  to  pi'olecl  al  I  lier  inu'  voice — ■"DcK'teli  Trescoll  !"' 
sleeping:- diicUlin^s.  In  the  cai»in.  Mrs.  Williams,  supported 

J5iit    Williams    ai'oso    witliout    liavinu'  hy  I'elays  from  the  l)attalion  of  children, 

touclied     the    door.       "I      raikon     lie     er-  stood  (piakinu- watch  uniii  tlie  truth  of  day- 

sle(>p/'  he   said,   Mnu-erin<i-  his    wool.      He  liulit  came  as  a  re-en  t'orcement  and  made 

(U'batcd  wit  h  himself  for  some  time.    Dur-  tliem     arrou-ant.    strultinLf.    swashbucklei- 

in^' this  iiitervaliiis  wife  i-emained.a  L;reat  ehihlren,   and   a    motlnn-  who  proclaimed 

fat  statue  of  a  mother  sliielding-  her  chil-  her  illimitahie  coura^re. 
dren. 

It    was   plain   that  his   mind  was  sw(^pt  •^^• 

suddenly  hy  a    wave  of    temerity.      With  Theresa  Pa-e   was  giving-  a  l)arty.      It 

a    sounding'    step   he   moved    toward    tlie  was  tlie  (Mitcome  of  a  loni:' series  of  argu- 

(h)or.        Ilis     liiiLi^M's    werci    alnu^st     ujx)!!  nienls  addressed  to  her  mother,  which  had 

the    knol)    when     he    swiftly   duelled    and  l)een  overheard  in  part  by  her  father.     He 

dodii-ed    awaw  cla))!)in,u-  liis   hands   to  the  had  at    last  said   live  words.  "Oh.  let  her 

back  of  his  liead.       It  was  as  if  the  ])ortal  have   it."      The  mother   had   then    irladly 

had  Ihi-eatened    him.      I'Ikm'c   was  a  little  capitulated. 

tumult   iK^ir    (he   stove,  whei'o   'Mrs,  Wil-  Theresa    had    written    nineteen    invila- 

liaiiis's  (les])erate  i'(^lreat  had  involved  her  tions.  and    distributed  them    at   recess    to 

feet  with  the  i)r()strate  childi-en.  her  schoolmates.      Later  her  mother  had 

Afterthe  panic  Williams  l)ore  traces  of  composed  five  lari^-e  cakes,  and  still  later 

a  feeliui;"  of  sliame.       He  returned  to  the  a  vast  amount  of  lemonade. 
char^(\    He  lirmly  i^-rasped  tiie  knob  with  So  the  nine  little  o"i»'ls  and  the  teu  little 

his   l(^ft    hand,  ami    with   his  other    hand  boys  sat  quite  primly  in  the  dinintr-room. 

turned  the  key  in    the   lock.      He  pushed  while  Tiiei-esa  and  her  mother  ])lied  them 

the  dooi',   and   as   it   swung   ])ortentously  with  cake    and    lemonade,  and   also  with 

o])en    he  s[)ran<j;'  nimbly  to  one  side  like  ice-cream.      This  ])rininess  sal  now  quite 

the  feai'ful  slave  liberating-  the  lion.   Near  strangely   n])on    them.      It    was  owing  to 

the  stove  a  group  had  formed,  the  terroi'-  the    presence  of   Mrs.  Page.      Previously 

sti'icken  mother  with  her  arms  stretched,  in  the  parlor  alone  with  tlieir  games  they 

and    the  aroused    children  clinging  fren-  had  overturned  a  chair:   the  boys  had  let 

ziedly  to  her  skirts.  more  or  less  of  their  hoodlum  sjiirit  shine 

The  light  stri^amed  after  the  swinging  forth.     But  when  circumstances  could  be 

door,  and   disclosed   a    room    six    feet    one  possibly  magnitied  to  wai'rant  it.  the  gii-ls 

way  and  six   feet  the  othei*  way.      It  was  made  the  l)oys  victims  of  an  insutl'erable 

small    enough    to  (Uiable   the   radiance  to  i)ride,  snubbing  them  nuM'cilessly.      So  in 

lay    it    plain.        Williams    ]ieered    wai'ily  t  he  dining-i'oom  they  resembled  a  class  at 

around  the  corner  made  by  the  door-post.  Sunday-school,  if  it  were  not  for  the  sub- 

Su(ld(mly  he  advanced,  retired,  [ind  ail-  terraneaii    smiles,    gestui-es,    rebul!^^s.  and 

vanced   again   with  a  howl.      His  palsied  ])outings    which    stamped    the  atfair  as  a 

family  hail  e.\pect(Hl  him  to  spring  back-  childi'en's  ]iarty. 

wai'd.  and  at  his  howl  they  hea])ed  them-  Two  little  girls  of  this  subdued  gather- 

s(dv<\s  wondrously.    l)iii  Wil liams  sinij^iy  ing    were    ]i]anted    in    a    settle  with   their 

stood  in  the  lit  t  le  I'oom  emit  I  ing  his  how!s  backs  to  the  broad   window.      They  were 

before    an    open    window.        "He's    gonial  beaming  lovingly  upon  each  other  with  an 

He's  gone!      He's  gone!""      His  eye  anil  his  effect  of  scorning  the  boys, 
liand   iuid  si)eediiy  prov(>d    the   fact.      He  Heai'ing  a  noise  behind  her  al  the  win- 

iiad  even  thi-own   open   a   little  cn])board.  dow.  one  little  girl  turned  to  faci^  it.      In- 

Presently  he  e;nne  living  out.  He  stantly  she  screamed  and  sprang  away, 
gi-abbed  hishal,an<l  hurled  the  outer  door  covering  her  face  with  her  hands.  "What 
back  upon  its  hingrs.  Then  he  tumbled  was  it:  What  was  it.'""  cried  ever^' one  in 
headlong  into  the  nigiit.  He  was  yelling :  a  voav.  Some  slight  movtunent  of  the 
"  Docteh  Trescott!  Docleh  Trescott !""  He  eyes  of  the  wee]>ing  and  >huddering  child 
ran  wildly  through  tlu^  tidds.  and  gallop-  informed  the  company  that  she  had  been 
ed  in  th(^  direction  of  town.  Hecontinued  fi-ighlened  by  an  appearance  at  the  win- 
to  call  toTrescott.  as  if  the  latter  was  with-  dow.  At  once  th<\v  all  faced  the  imper- 
in  easv  hearing.     It  was  as  if  Trescoit  was  turbable  window,  and  for  a  moment  there 
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was  a  silence.  An  astute  lad  made  an 
immediate  census  of  tlie  otlier  lads.  The 
prank  of  slipping  out  and  looming"  spec- 
trally at  a  window  was  too  venerable. 
But  tlie  little  boys  were  all  present  and 
astonished. 

As  they  recovered  their  minds  they 
uttered  warlike  cries,  and  through  a  side- 
door  sallied  rapidly  out  against  the  ter- 
ror.   They  vied  with  each  other  in  daring. 

None  wished  particularly  to  encounter 
a  dragon  in  the  darkness  of  the  garden, 
Ibut  there  could  be  no  faltering  w^hen  the 
fair  ones  in  the  dining-room  were  present. 
Calling  to  each  other  in  stern  voices, 
they  went  dragooning  (wev  the  lawn,  at- 
tacking the  shadows  with  ferocity,  but 
still  with  the  caution  of  reasonable  beings. 
They  found,  however,  nothing  new  to  the 
peace  of  the  night.  Of  course  there  was 
a  lad  who  told  a  great  lie.  He  described 
a  grim  figure,  bending  low  and  slinking 


off  along  the  fence.  He  gave  a  number 
of  details,  rendering  his  lie  more  splendid 
by  a  repetition  of  cei'tain  forms  which  he 
recalled  from  romances.  For  instance, 
he  insisted  that  he  had  heard  the  creature 
emit  a  hollow  laugh. 

Inside  the  house  the  little  girl  who  had 
raised  the  alarm  was  still  shuddering  and 
weeping.  With  tlie  utmost  difficulty  was 
she  brought  to  a  state  approximating 
calmness  by  Mrs.  Page.  Then  she  want- 
ed to  go  home  at  once. 

Page  entered  the  house  at  this  time. 
He  had  exiled  himself  until  he  concluded 
that  this  childreirs  party  was  finished  and 
gone.  He  was  obliged  to  escort  the  little 
girl  home  because  she  screamed  again 
when  they  opened  the  door  and  she  saw 
the  night. 

She  was  not  coherent  even  to  her  mo- 
ther. Was  it  a  man?  She  didn't  know. 
It  was  simply  a  thing,  a  dreadful  thing. 
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XVII. 
Ill  W.itcnnelon  Alloy  liie  FaiTa<i-ul.s 
\v('i'(^  spciidiiiLi-  llicir  cx-ciiiiiu'  as  usual  on 
the  little  fickcty  [)()i'('li.  SoiiH'titncs  tlicy 
iiow  led  Li'ossij)  to  otluM'  jx'oplc  on  oilier 
ricia'ty  j)or('li('s.  'J'lic  thin  wail  of  a  hahy 
a['oso  from  a  utnir  liousc.  A  man  had  a 
lerrilic  alloi'catioii  with  his  wife,  to  which 
the  al  Icy  |)aid  no 
attention  at  all. 

'J'hci'c  ai)])cai'cd 
suddenly      hcl'oi'c 
the    Farra.uuts    a 
nionstci'    niai^iiiLi' 
a  low  and  sweep- 
ing- how.      Tliei'c 
was   an    instant's 
j)aiis(\   and     then 
oeeiii'i-ed       sonie- 
tliiiiu-  that  reseni- 
ided  the  etl'eet  of 
an     ni)lieaval     of 
the    earth's    snr- 
faee.        The      old 
woman        hurled 
herself  hack  ward 
with    a    di-(>adful 
ery.     Youn^'  Sim 
had  heel,  ])ei'ehed 
j^i-acefully     on     a 
i-ailin.U-.     Atsiuhl 
of    the    monslei'    he    simply 
fell   over  it   to   the   urouml. 
He  made  no  sound,  his  eyes 
stuck      out.     his      nerv<dess 
hands  tried  to  urapph^  the  rail  to 
])i'ev<'nt    a    tuinhle.  and    then    1 
vanislied.    l>ella.  l)lul)l)erinii-,  and 
with  hei'  hair  suddenly  and  mys- 
l(M'iously  dishevelled,  was  crawl- 
in,U-  on  her  hands  and  l<nees  fcar- 
sonudy  up  the  steps. 

Standiiiu'  hefore  this  wreck  of 
a  family  uat  heriiiii".  the  monster 
continued  to  how.  It  even  raised  a  depre- 
catory (daw.  ■■  l>on'  make  no  holluu-ation 
'hout  me.  .Mi>s  Ka'u'Ul."  it  said.  ])olittdy. 
"No,  'deed.  1  jes  di;ip  in  tei-  ax  if  y(>r 
well  t  his  ev(Miin'.  M  iss  Ka'^-ut.  Pon*  make 
no  hot  lieration.  No.  'ileed.  T  u'wine  ax 
you  to  i^-o  to  er  tl.iiiK  t>  witii  mt\  ^liss 
Fa'u'Ut.  I  ax  yon  if  1  can  liave  the  niau'- 
niferccuit  u-ralitude  of  you'  company  on 
that  'casioii.  :\[i>s  Fa'-iil  " 

Tlu^  UMi'l  cast  a  mi^erahle  ^dancc  Ih^- 
hind  ii(U'.  She  was  still  era  wlinu- a  way. 
On  the  a-rouiul  heside  tlie  i^ondi  younu" 
Sim  raised  a  stranu'o  hleat.  wiiich  ex- 
pressed  both    his    fright   and    his    hick   o( 


wind.  Presently  the  monslei*.  wiili  a  fasli- 
ionable  amble.  a>cended  ihe  slej)s  after  the 
-•irl. 

She  ui'ovelled  in  a  cornel'  of  llie  iO(»iii 

as    the    creature   t<»ok    a    chair.      It   sealed 

ilstdf  very  eleL'anlly  on  the  ed<re.     It  lield 

an  old  cap  in  l)tith  hands.       '■1)011"  make 

no  hothei-alioii.  Miss  Fa'.irul.      I)oir  make 

no  l)ollu'raiions.     No.  "deed.      I 

jes  diap   in    ler  ax  you  if  you 

won*  do    me   the    ]»ri»ud    of  ac- 

ceplin"    ma    liuml.)le    invitation 

to  er  daince.  ^liss  Fa"^^!.*" 

She  shielded  her  eyes 

with  her  arms  and  tried 

to    crawl   past    it. 

but     the      freiiial 

monster    blocked 

/^v  the  way.      "  I  jes 

/^>  drap     in     ter    ax 

you       "bout       er 
<  daince.  Miss  Fa"- 

e-ut.       I    ax    you 
if     I     kin      have 
'  the  macniferceiit 

uratilude  of  you' 
company  on  that 
"casion.  ]\Iiss  Fa- 
gu.t." 

In    a    last    out- 
break of  despaii'. 
the      e-irl.     shud- 
deriuLi'  and   wail- 
in  u'.  threw  herself 
face      downward 
on       the       lloor, 
while    the     mon- 
ster   sat    on    the 
ediie  of  the  chair 
u-ahblinu-    courte- 
ous     invitations, 
and    holdini!:    the 
old    lial    daintily 
10  its  stomach. 
Al  the  hack  of  the   house.  Mrs.  Farra- 
e-ul.   who    was   of   enormous    wei^iht.  and 
who  for  eio-lit  yeai's  had  done  little  more 
than  sit  in  an  arm-chair  and  describe  lier 
various    ailments,    had     with    speed    and 
aii'ilily  scaled  a  hii:h  board  fence. 

Will. 
The  black  mass  in  lln^  middle  of  Tres- 
coll's  pi'o]HM'ty  was  hardly  allowed  to 
ciH>l  before  the  builders  were  at  work  0*11 
anotlier  bouse.  It  had  spruns:  upward 
at  a  fabulous  rale.  It  was  like  a  mairical 
composition  born  of  I  he  aslies.  The  doc- 
tor's ollice   was  the  lirst  part  to  be  com- 
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pleted,  and  he  had  already  moved  in  his 
new  books  and  instruments  and  medi- 
cines. 

Trescott  sat  before  his  desk  when  the 
chief  of  police  arrived.  "  Well,  we  found 
him,"  said  tlie  latter. 

"Did  you?"  cried  the  doctor.   "Where?'' 

"  Shambling  around  the  streets  at  day- 
light this  morning.  I'll  be  blamed  if  1 
can  figure  on  where  he  passed  the  night." 

"  Where  is  he  now?" 

"Oh,  we  jugged  him.  I  didn't  know 
what  else  to  do  with  him.  That's  what 
I  want  you  to  tell  me.  Of  course  we 
can't  keep  him.  No  charge  could  be 
made,  you  know." 

"I'll  come  down  and  get  him." 

The  official  grinned  retrospectively. 
"Must  say  he  had  a  fine  career  while  he 
was  out.  First  thing  he  did  was  to  break 
up  a  children's  party  at  Page's.  Then 
he  went  to  Watermelon  Alley.  Wlioo! 
He  stampeded  the  whole  outfit.  Men, 
women,  and  children  running  pell-mell, 
and  yelling.  They  say  one  old  woman 
broke  her  leg,  or  something,  shinning 
over  a  fence.  Then  he  went  right  out 
on  the  main  street,  and  an  Irish  girl  threw 
a  fit,  and  there  was  a  sort  of  a  riot.  He 
began  to  run,  and  a  big  crowd  chased 
him,  firing  rocks.  But  he  gave  them  the 
slip  somehow  down  there  by  the  foun- 
dry and  in  the  railroad  yard.  We  looked 
for  him  all  night,  but  couldn't  find  him." 

"  Was  he  hurt  any?  Did  anybody  hit 
him  with  a  stone?" 

"Guess  there  isn't  much  of  him  to 
hurt  any  more,  is  there?  Guess  he's  been 
hurt  up  to  the  limit.  No.  They  never 
touched  him.  Of  course  nobody  really 
wanted  to  hit  him,  but  you  know  how  a 
crowd  gets.     It's  like— it's  like — " 

"Yes,  I  know." 

For  a  moment  the  chief  of  the  police 
looked  reflectively  at  the  floor.  Then  he 
spoke  hesitatingly.  "You  know  Jake 
Winter's  little  girl  was  the  one  that  he 
scared  at  the  party.  She  is  pretty  sick, 
they  say." 

"Is  she?  Why,  they  didn't  call  me. 
I  always  attend  the  Winter  family." 

"No?  Didn't  they?"  asked  the  chief, 
slowly.  "Well — you  know — Winter  is 
— well,  Winter  has  gone  clean  crazy  over 
this  business.  He  wanted— he  wanted  to 
have  you  arrested." 

"  Have  me  arrested?  The  idiot!  What 
in  the  name  of  wonder  could  he  have  me 
arrested  for?" 
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"  Of  course.  He  is  a  fool.  I  told  him 
to  keep  his  trap  shut.  But  then  you 
know  how  lie'll  go  all  over  town  j^apping 
about  the  thing.  I  thought  I'd  better 
tip  you." 

"  Oh.  he  is  of  no  consequence;  but  then, 
of  course,  I'm  obliged  to  you,  Sam." 

"That's  all  right.  Well,  you'll  be 
down  to-night  and  take  him  out,  eh? 
You'll  get  a  good  welcome  from  the  jail- 
er. He  don't  like  his  job  for  a  cent.  He 
says  you  can  have  your  man  whenever 
you  want  him.    He's  got  no  use  for  him." 

"  But  what  is  this  business  of  Winter's 
about  having  me  arrested?" 

"  Oh,  it's  a  lot  of  chin  about  your  hav- 
ing no  right  to  allow  this — tliis — tliis  man 
to  be  at  large.  But  I  told  him  to  tend  to 
his  own  business.  Only  I  thought  I'd 
better  let  you  know.  And  I  might  as 
well  say  right  now,  doctor,  that  tliere  is 
a  good  deal  of  talk  about  this  thing.  If 
I  were  you,  I'd  come  to  the  jail  pretty 
late  at  night,  because  there  is  likely  to  be 
a  crowd  around  the  door,  and  I'd  bring 
a — er — mask,  or  some  kind  of  a  veil,  any- 
how." 

XIX. 

Martha  Goodwin  was  single,  and  well 
along  into  the  thin  years.  She  lived  with 
her  married  sister  in  Whilom ville.  She 
performed  nearly  all  the  house-work  in 
exchange  for  the  privilege  of  existence. 
Every  one  tacitly  recognized  her  lal^or  as 
a  form  of  penance  for  tlie  early  end  of 
her  betrothed,  who  had  died  of  small-pox, 
which  he  had  not  caught  from  her. 

But  despite  the  strenuous  and  unceas- 
ing workaday  of  her  life,  she  was  a  wo- 
man of  great  mind.  She  had  adamantine 
opinions  upon  the  situation  in  Armenia, 
the  condition  of  women  in  China,  the 
flirtation  between  Mrs. Minster  of  Niagai-a 
Avenue  and  young  Griscom,  the  conflict 
in  the  Bible  class  of  the  Baptist  Sunday- 
school,  the  duty  of  the  United  States  tow- 
ard the  Cuban  insurgents,  and  many 
other  colossal  matters.  Her  fullest  experi- 
ence of  violence  was  gained  on  an  occa- 
sion when  she  had  seen  a  hound  clubbed, 
but  in  the  plan  which  she  liad  made  for 
the  reform  of  the  world  she  advocated  dras- 
tic measures.  For  instance,  she  contended 
that  all  the  Turks  should  be  })ushed  into 
the  sea  and  drowned,  and  that  Mrs.  Mins- 
ter and  young  Griscom  should  be  hanged 
side  by  side  on  twin  gallows.  In  fact, this 
woman  of  peace,  who  had  seen  only  peace, 
argued  constantly  for  a  creed  of  illimita- 
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\,\>:    fcrorily.      Slif    w.'is    i )i  vii  I  iif'i"ihl<'    ow  a^r*'  <Titic    in   town.      Tlii.s   inikno\vn   wo- 

l,lif:-.<'    fjii':-t  )oii  >.    \)<-c:i\\s(i    c  v.-n  Liial  ly    slj«;  iiiaii.  liidil*  ii    in  a    kilclien  as    in    a    well, 

ov'-n-odc  a  II  oj^ponr^iits  vvilli  a  snill".     'i'liis  \v;is  .siii<;  to  liav*- a  considerable  elfect  of 

siiiir   '■■■'.>■■'  '"HI  active,  f()V<->t.       IL   was   to  Ikt  tin-  one  kind  oi-  tlie  oilier  in  llie  life  of  the 

;i  nt;i;."»nists    lil.'-   .'i     \>;mir   (*vci'    (lie    lie;id.  town.       Kvery  lime   it  moved  a  yard,  slie 

;i)i(|   noil'-  •.v;i-.  known  to  i"<-e(;ver  IVoni  lliis  had   |)ei->(nially  eont riijiited  an  ineli.      She 

e.|)ie     i<,n    of   e;.;;ilte<l    con  t  <'ni  |  »i .       It    left  er)iild  hannjier   so    stoutly   upon  the  door 

th'iii     Vvindles^     ;iiid     eoiM)neic(!.        They  of  ;i  j)roi»o^)ili(Hi  that  it  would  hreak  fr«»m 

lie',*:!'  ;(;.';iiii   eame   lor\v;ird    as  eandid;ites  its   hin^z-e-s  and   fall   upon   her.  hut  at  any 

for  :  uppi'e.ssioii.      And  Marlha.  walked  her  I'ate  it   moved,      Siie   was  an   enji:ine.  and 

l.ilelieii    willi    a   stern   hrow,   an   invineihhi  the    fact    that   she  did    not    k'liow   tliat  slie 

heiii;_>    like  Napoleon.  \'.as  an  entjiiw   roiitril»uled  larjrfdy  to  the 

,\e  v<'rl  heless     her    aeq  iia.intanres,    from  (ll'eet.       <  >ne   i-eas(m   that   she  was  formid- 

Ihe  pain  of  I  h'-ir  d<*feals,  had  her-n  Ion;.'-  in  ahle    v.a^  that   sIm-    did    not    even    ima^'inf' 

seei'l    revolt.       If    was    ill    no  wise    ;i    eon-  that  she-  was  f(jrniidahle.       She  remained  a 

spiraey.  h('e;i  use  they  did   nr,tc;i  re  to  sta  t<;  weak',   in  iioeen  t .  and    piff-headed  fj-«atui'e, 

their  op<ii    rekcllloii.    hut     never!  h<des>    it  who    aloiif?     would    d*iy    the    nnivei'sr-    if 

wa-     understood     that     .aiiy     wom.in     who  she     lhou'_'ht     the-     univei-.se    inei-ited    this 

»-oiild    not    eoineid'-   with   one   of    Martha's  jiroceedin*^-. 

eoiiteiitioiis    was  enlilh-d    to    the    support  One    day    ('arrie    lMni<:<'n    eame    across 

ol  others  in  the  small  eire|e.       It  amount,  fi'om  her  ldt(di<-n   with  sjieed.      She  had  a 

ed    to  an   arraii'jeirieiit    \,y   which   all    wer«^  ^'■reat     deal     (,)f    orist.         'M)!)."    she    cried, 

re(|iiired      lo     di.-;he|  ie\'e     any     theory     \'i>v  ""llenry  .lohn>(»n    uot    away    from    whei-e 

wliieli     .Mailli;i     fou:_'iit.       This,    howevei-,  th<'\'  was  iveepin;.'-  him.  and  came  to  town 

did    not     pr<-',eiil    them    from    spealdiiL^  of  last  nijjht, and  scared  every  hotly  almost  to 

hei'    mind     with    pr<»foun«l    respeet.  (|e;itli."' 

Two  pcoph-  Lore  tlie    hriiiit   of  her  ahil  Martha   was  shiniiijja  di^li-jian.  ])C)lis]i- 

ily.      I  l<r  M-,t<'r  k'ale  \v;is  visihiy  afraid  of  iii'j'  madly.       No  i-easonahle  person   c<»uld 

la-r.    wlule    ('.irrie     hun^'en    sailed     acro.^s  s(:e   cause    for    this  opej-ation.  h(-cause    the 

from     iier    l.ite|i<-ii    to    sit    resp<ct  fu  I  ly    at  ])an  al  ready  l-I  i^tened  like  sil  ver.    "Well!" 

.Marlh.i'-,    l'<<t    ami    harii    the    hiisiness    of  she  e  jaeu  lated.     Sin-  inijiarted  to  the  woi'd 

111*'   world.      To  hi'  sure,  :i  fterw  ai'ils.  iiiidfU'  a    deep    nii'aniiijj-.       "Tliis.   my    jtrophecy, 

.inothei'   sun     -iic   alw;i\s  lau'jh''<l  at   .Mar-  haseiuiieto  pass.""       It    was  a  hahit. 
tli.i   and  preldidi'd  to  deriik-  her  ideas,  hut  The  o\'erplus  of  information    was  chok- 

iii    tlx'    pre..-iiee  of   the    soverei;jii    she   al-  i u^'  ( 'a ri'ie.       llcfiu'e   slic   could  <j-o  on    she 

w;iys  r'uii.aiind   -.ili'iit   <  >!•  .ad  nil  ri  ii'_''.      i\ate,  was    ohliufd    to    st  ru:_'<_'h'    tor    a    momeiil, 

til.'    SI   ler.  v.si-;    of    iM,  .•.,ii^e,|ii(i,r<-   at    all.  "And.  <.li.    lilth-    Sadie    Winter    is   awful 

Ihu-   piiiM'ipal    d'lu-ioii    wa>    tli.at    she   did  siclc .  a  lid  t  hey  s^y  .1  a  i.e  A\' i  n  t''r  was  ai'ouiid 

;ill   tie-  W(.rl;    in   tie'    up^tall•■^    rooms  of  the  t  h  is  morn  i  ni:  1  ry  ini4- to  nt-t    I  )ocloi' 'i'i*esco(t 

liou-<-.    wliik'     .M.aillia     di<l     it     down.st.iirs.  arre-t.-d.       And    jiooi-    old     Mrs.    Fai-rae;ut 

Th''   Iriitli   was  -eiui  <uil\    hy   the  hiishaiKl,  S|U';iiiird    her  ankle    in    tryiiiLi"   to  (dimh  a 

who   lr<;it.d    M;,rih;i   with  ;i   Iciiidiie-s  that  fciie-'.       .\iid    IiK-rc's   a    (U'owd    around    the 

was   half   h.oil.r,  h.Jf  d.  I  •■rener.        .Martiia  j.iil   ;ill   tli.'  tim.v      Ti,<'y    |.ut    Henry   in  jail 

herself  h.ad   no  s'i~pici<m  tli.at   sIk-   was  the  hccaus.-  ili-^y  didn"!   Icnow  what  <'lse  to  do 

only   pillar    of    I  lir  (h  .mivt  ic  idiiicc.       The  with    him.    I   ;^uess.       They   say   he    is   jiei'- 

situaluui  w  , IS  without  driiiiii  iniiv,     .M.ariha  {"ectly  terri'ule.  " 

niad«'    (kliiiitioiis,   hut    die    dr\<.ir(l     them  .Martha    liiiall>-     released    the    dish-pan 

entir('ly    l<.   IJP'     \  niiriii,!  IIS    and    (iriseom  and     con  f  ro)it(<l     lie'     lieadhuiu-     sp<'aker. 

and  tie-  ( 'hiiir.r  ;i!i(|  (.liirr  sul.jecis.      Her  "W.ui:"  ^iie    s.iiil   a-.iin.  poisin-'   a   ^"reat 

dre.ams,    whieh   m    early   d,i\s  had  iiem    of  hrow  n    iml:".       Kate   had    heard    the   excited 

lose   of    meadow  s   ,iiid    ill.'   shadi-  of  1  ii'es.  new   I'ouier.   .Hid    <liaft<-(l    down     from    the 

of  tlf    t"aee  (if   a   mail,  were    iiow   inv(dve(l  novel     ill     iH'r    room.        She     was     a    shiv- 

ot  lierw  ise,  a  lid  t  li'\    w  I'l'.' c.  .m  p.i  ii  iijiied   in  cry    lilth'    woman.        ller    slnuilder  hladcs 

tie-    kilehcii    curiou-ly,  ( 'ut.,i.    tlie   lid   w .  i  setuiied    lo    ix'    two    jianes    <  d"    ice.    for   slie 

li'i'    kelth'.    .\riiifiiia.    tii«'    wasiiiiii^of    ijie  Was  coii^l  ;i  n  1  ly  sh  ruiji^i  ni!- a  lid  shi'ue-e-inf;'. 

dishes,  ;iiid    liii'    wholf    1  h i ii -    l»«in--   /pim-  "Serves   him    ri<jhl    if    he  was    to    lose    all 

hied.        Ill  ic'j-.ird   tosoei;il   1 1  ii  vdrii  ifa  1 1  ors.  h  is  pa  t  ieu  I  ■>. ""  she  v,;,  i,)  suddenly,  in  hlood- 

she  who  was  sinipl\'  the   m.ius.  dfum  of  a  thii'sty    tones.        She    snijiped    her     woi'ds 

dead    p.i-.si(ui   was  prohahly  the   most    sav-  out  as  if  her  lips  w  ej'c  scissors. 
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"Well,  he's  likely  to,''  shouted  Carrie 
Dungen.  "  Don't  a  lot  of  people  sa}-  that 
they  won't  have  him  any  more?  If  you're 
sick  and  nervous.  Doctor  Trescott  would 
scare  the  life  out  of  you,  wouldn't  lie? 
He  would  me.     I'd  keep  thinking." 

Martha,  stalking  to  and  fro,  sometimes 
surveyed  the  two  other  women  with  a 
contemplative  frown. 

XX. 

After  the  return  from  Connecticut,  lit- 
tle Jimmie  was  at  first  much  afraid  of  the 
monster  who  lived  in  the  room  over  the 
carriage-house.  He  could  not  identify  it 
in  any  wa}".  Gradually,  however,  his 
fear  dwindled  under  the  influence  of  a 
weird  fascination.  He  sidled  into  closer 
and  closer  relations  with  it. 

One  time  the  monster  was  seated  on  a 
box  behind  the  stable  basking  in  the  rays 
of  the  afternoon  sun.  A  heavy  crepe 
veil  was  swathed  about  its  head. 

Little  Jimmie  and  many  companions 
came  around  the  corner  of  the  stable. 
They  were  all  in  Avhat  was  popularly 
known  as  the  baby  class,  and  consequent- 
ly escaped  from  school  a  half-hour  before 
the  other  children.  They  halted  abrupt- 
ly at  sight  of  the  figure  on  the  box. 
Jimmie  waved  his  hand  with  the  air  of  a 
proprietor. 

"There  he  is,"  he  said. 

"O-o-oI''  murmured  all  the  little  boys 
— "o-o-ol"  They  shrank  back,  and 
grouped  according  to  courage  or  experi- 
ence, as  at  the  sound  the  monster  slowly 
turned  its  head.  Jimmie  had  remained 
in  the  .van  alone.  "  Don't  be  afraid  !  I 
won't  let  him  hurt  you,"  he  said,  de- 
lighted. 

"  Hull!''  they  replied,  contemptuously. 
"We  ain't  afraid.'' 

Jimmie  seemed  to  reap  all  the  joys  of 
the  owner  and  exhibitor  of  one  of  the 
world's  marvels,  while  his  audience  re- 
mained at  a  distance — awed  andentranced, 
fearful  and  envious. 

One  of  them  addressed  Jimmie  gloom- 
ily. "Bet  you  dassent  walk  right  up  to 
him."  He  was  an  older  boy  than  Jimmie, 
and  habitually  oppressed  him  to  a  small 
degree.  This  new  social  elevation  of  the 
smaller  lad  probably  seemed  revolution- 
ary to  him. 

"Huhl''  said  Jimmie.  with  deep  scorn. 
"  Dassent  I?    Dassent  I.  hey?    Dassent  I?" 

The  group  was  immensely  excited.  It 
turned  its  eyes  upon  the  boy  that  Jimmie 


addressed.  "  No,  you  dassent,"  he  said, 
stolidly,  facing  a  moral  defeat.  He  could 
see  that  Jimmie  was  resolved.  "  No, 
you  dassent,"  he  repeated,  doggedly. 

"Ho!''  cried  Jimmie.  "You  just 
watch  I — you  just  watch  1" 

Amid  a  silence  he  turned  and  marched 
toward  the  monster.  But  possibly  the 
palpable  wariness  of  his  companions  had 
an  effect  upon  him  that  weighed  more 
than  his  previous  experience,  for  sudden- 
ly, when  near  to  the  monster,  he  halted 
dubiously.  But  his  playmates  imme- 
diately uttered  a  derisive  shout,  and  it 
seemed  to  force  him  forward.  He  went 
to  the  monster  and  laid  his  hand  deli- 
cately on  its  shoulder.  "Hello,  Henry," 
he  said,  in  a  voice  that  trembled  a  trifle. 
The  monster  was -crooning  a  weird  line 
of  negro  melody  that  was  scai-cely  more 
than  a  thread  of  sound,  and  it  paid  no 
heed  to  the  bo}'. 

Jimmie  strutted  back  to  his  compan- 
ions. They  acclaimed  him  and  hooted  his 
opponent.  Amidst  this  clamor  the  larger 
boy  with  difficulty  preserved  a  dignified 
attitude. 

"  I  dassent,  dassent  I?"  said  Jimmie  to 
him.  '"Now,  you're  so  smart,  let's  see 
you  do  it  I'' 

This  challenge  brought  forth  renewed 
taunts  from  the  others.  The  larger  boy 
putfed  out  liis  cheeks.  "  Well.  I  ain't 
afraid,"  he  explained,  sullenly.  He  had 
made  a  mistake  in  diplomacy-,  and  now 
his  small  enemies  were  tumbling  his 
prestige  all  about  his  ears.  They  crowed 
like  roosters  and  bleated  like  lambs,  and 
made  many  other  noises  which  were  sup- 
posed to  bury  him  in  ridicule  and  dis- 
honor. "  AVell.  I  ain't  afraid,"  he  con- 
tinued to  explain  through  the  din. 

Jimmie,  the  hero  of  the  mob,  was  piti- 
less. "  You  ain't  afraid,  hey  ?"  he  sneered. 
"If  you  ain't  afraid,  go  do  it,  then.*' 

"Well,  I  would  if  I  wanted  to,"  the 
other  retorted.  His  eyes  wore  an  expres- 
sion of  profound  misery,  but  he  preserved 
steadily  other  i)ortions  of  a  ])ot- valiant  air. 
He  suddenly  faced  one  of  his  persecutors. 
"If  you're  so  smart,  why  don't  you  go 
do  it  ?"'  This  persecutor  sank  pi-omptly 
thi'ough  the  group  to  the  rear.  Tne  in- 
cident gave  the  badgered  one  a  breathing- 
spell,  and  for  a  moment  even  tui-ned  the 
derision  in  another  direction.  He  took 
advantage  of  his  interval.  "I'll  do  it 
if  anybody  else  will."  he  announced, 
swaggering  to  and  fro. 
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C*;tii(ii(late.s  for  Uie  adventure  did  not 
come  forward.  To  defend  themselves 
fi'oin  tliis  rouiiter  cliarge,  tlie  other  hoys 
a^ain  s(,'t  up  tlieir  crowing  and  l>lealing-. 
For  a  wliile  they  would  lieai'  notliing 
from  liim.  Each  time  he  opened  his  lips 
tlieir  chorus  of  noises  made  oratory  im- 
])ossil)le.  But  at  last  he  was  ahle  to  re- 
[)eat  that  lie  would  volunteer  to  dare  as 
much  in  the  alTair  as  any  other  hoy. 

"  AVell,  you  go  first,"  the}'  shouted. 

But  Jimmie  intervened  to  once  more 
lead  the  populace  against  the  large  hoy. 
"  You're  mighty  hrave,  ain't  you?"  he  said 
to  him.  "You  dared  me  to  do  it,  and 
I  did— didn't  I  ?  Now  who's  afraid?" 
The  others  cheered  this  view  loudly,  and 
they  instantly  resumed  the  baiting  of  the 
lai'ge  boy. 

He  shamefacedly  scratched  his  left 
shin  with  his  right  foot.  "Well,  I  ain't 
afraid.''  He  cast  an  eye  at  the  monster. 
"  Well,  T  ain't  afi-aid."  With  a  glare  of 
hatred  at  his  squalling  tormentors,  he 
finally  announced  a  grim  intention. 
"Well,  ril  do  it,  then,  since  you're  so 
fresh.      Now  I" 

The  mob  subsided  as  with  a  formidable 
countenance  he  turned,  toward  the  ini- 
])assive  figure  on  the  box.  The  advance 
was  also  a  regular  progression  from  high 
dai'ing  to  ci-a veil  hesitation.  At  last,  when 
some  yards  from  the  monster,  the  lad 
came  to  a  full  halt,  as  if  he  had  encoun- 
tered a  stone  wall.  The  observant  little 
boys  in  the  distance  ])romptly  hooted. 
Stung  again  by  these  cries,  the  lad  sneak- 
ed two  yards  forward.  He  was  crouched 
like  a  young  cat  ready  for  a  backward 
spring.  The  crowd  at  tlie  rear,  beginning 
to  resi)ect  this  display,  uttered  some  en- 
couraging cries.  Suddenly  the  lad  gath- 
ered himself  together,  made  a  white  and 
desperate  rush  forward,  touched  the  mon- 
ster's shoulder  with  a  far-outstretched  lin- 
g-er,  and  s))e(l  away,  while  his  laughter 
rang  out  wild,  slirill.  and  exultant. 

The  crowd  of  boys  reverenced  him  at 
once,  and  began  to  throng  into  his  cam]). 
and  look  at  hiin.  and  be  his  admirei'S. 
Jimmie  was  di>e(>uiliied  for  a  moment, 
but  he  and  the  lar-'cr  boy.  without  agree- 
ment or  word  of  any  kind,  seemed  to  reo(\o-- 
nize  a  truce,  and  they  swiftly  coml)ined 
and  began  to  parad-e  before  the  others. 

''Why,  it's  just  as  ea^y  as  nothing." 
putl'ed  the  larger  boy.      "Ain't  it.  Jim  r'" 

*' Course."  blew  Jimmie.  "  Wiiy.  it's 
as  e-e-easv." 


They  were  people  of  another  class.  If 
they  had  been  decorated  for  courage  on 
twelve  battle-fields,  they  could  not  have 
made  the  other  boys  more  ashamed  of 
the  situation. 

Meanwhile  they  condescended  to  ex- 
plain the  emotions  of  the  excursion,  ex- 
pressing unqualified  contempt  for  any 
one  who  could  hang  back.  "Why.  [t 
ain't  nothin'.  He  won't  do  nothin*  to 
you,"  they  told  the  others,  in  tones  of  ex- 
asperation. 

One  of  the  very  smallest  boys  in  the 
party  showed  signs  of  a  wistful  desire  to 
distinguish  himself,  and  they  turned  their 
attention  to  him.  pushing  at  his  shoul- 
ders while  he  swung  away  from  them, 
and  hesitated  dreamily.  He  was  event- 
ually induced  to  make  furtive  expedition, 
but  it  was  only  for  a  few  yards.  Then 
he  paused,  motionless,  gazing  with  open 
mouth.  The  vociferous  entreaties  of 
Jimmie  and  the  large  boy  had  no  power 
over  him. 

I\Irs.  Hannigan  had  come  out  on  her 
back  porch  with  a  pail  of  water.  From 
this  coign  she  had  a  view  of  the  secluded 
portion  of  the  Trescott  grounds  that  was 
behind  the  stable.  She  perceived  the 
group  of  boys,  and  the  monster  on  tlie 
box.  She  shaded  her  eyes  with  her  hand 
to  benefit  her  vision.  She  screeched  then 
as  if  she  was  being  murdered.  "Eddie I 
Eddie!     You  come  home  this  minute!" 

Her  son  querulously  demanded.  "Aw, 
what  for?" 

"  You  come  home  this  minute.  Do  you 
liearT' 

The  other  boys  seemed  to  think  this 
visitation  upon  one  of  their  number  re- 
quired them  to  preserve  for  a  time  the 
hang-dog  air  of  a  collection  of  culprits, 
and  they  remained  in  guilty  silence  until 
the  little  Hannigan.  wi-athfully  protest- 
ing, was  pushetl  through  the  door  of  his 
home.  Mrs.  Hannigan  cast  a  piercing 
glance  over  the  g'roup.  stared  with  a  bit- 
ter face  at  the  Trescott  house,  as  if  this 
new  and  handsome  edifice  was  insulting 
her.  and  then  followed  her  son. 

There  was  wavering*  in  the  party.  An 
inroad  by  one  mother  always  caused  them 
to  oai'efully  sweep  the  horizon  to  see  if 
there  were  more  coming.  "This  is  my 
yard."  said  Jimmie.  proudly.  "We  don't 
have  to  go  home." 

The  monster  on  the  box  had  turned  its 
black  crepe  countenance  toward  the  sky, 
and  was  wavinu'   its    arms    in   time   to  a 
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r<'li^i()iis  cliniit.       "  Lofjk  ;it  liiin  now," 
(•ri(Ml   a   lillN'   l><)y.      'Tln'V    I  mind,   .iiid 

W'iW'V.     l,l'MMSli\<(l     l>.v     tli(>    so 
Icmiiit  V  Mild    niyslcry  of  llic 
iii(l('liii;il»l('     ;^<'sl  HITS.        'I'lic 
w  ;iil  of  I  lie  melody  W  MS 
iMoiirii  I'll  I      ;iiid      slow. 
They    <li<'\v     l.;i<-k.        II 
seemed       to       spellhllid 
them    willi    tlie    power 
of     ;i,     rilliei;il.         Tliey 
were  so  m l)S(H'lM'd    t  li.il 
I  hey  did    iiol,    lie:ii-   the 
doel.or's     hii^'^y     drive 
lip  !,(>  l,li(^  sliihle.      Tres 
coM,    o<,|,    oiij,    lied     his 
lioi'se,  .-iiid   :ippro;iclie(l 
I  he^roiip.   .1  immie  s;i  w 
him     lirsl^   :iiid    :it 
his     look     of    (lis 
m;i\'      I, he      others 
wlie(de(l. 

"\Vli:it;s:illMiis, 
.1  iinmii^  ^"  ;isl<ed 
TreseoK,  in  siir 
prise. 

The       I:.. I        ;id 
\;ineed         to        1  he 
front,   of   his  com 
p.'inions,       h.-illed, 
Mild  sMid  nolhiii^'. 
Trescott's  JMce 

gloomed     sli<4lit.ly 
MS  he  S(%'Uiiie,d  the 


W  IimI  were  yoii  - 

doiii*j;\  .)immi<'^"' 

"  VV<!  WMS  |)Im  y 
iiT,"  Mns\ver<'d 

.1  immie,  hiiskil  y. 

"  l*lM,yiii^-        M,l, 
wliM.!,^" 

"  JnsI,  phi.y  iiT." 

'rrcscoM,   looked 
^•rM,V(dy     m1,    Uie.     oMk-i-     hoys,    mikI     Msk«'d      no    ri^hl    l<>    Msk    so   niMiiy    hoys  lo   he   his 
Ihem  to  pl<'MS(;  jj;o  iioiin'.       They  proceeded      quests. 

to  the  s(,r(;el,  miieh   in  Ihe  niMnner  of  friis  ()ne<'    on    the    sidew.ilk,    lio\v(«v(>r,  Uiey 

l,rM,l,(^d  M,rid  rev<'M  led  MSSMSsins.       The  crime      sp<'edily      ror;_'(»|       Iheii-     sli;ime      ms     Ires 
of   l,res|)MSS    on    Miioliier    hoy's    phice    wms      pMSsers,  mikI  the  l.irve   hoy   l;iuiM-lied   l<»rMi 
still  M,  crime,  when  l.hey  liMd  only  M<-c<'pt('d      in  m,  description  of  his  sikmcss   in    IIk'    ImIc 
Mm;    ot.lK^r    hoy\    coi-di;il     invilMlion,    mikI      IriMi    of  <'<)nrM;^-e,        As   they    went    rMpidly 
Miey    were,    nscd    lo   h(;in;^-   sent,   out,   of  mII      up     the    street,    Hk-    little     h<»y     who     li:i<l 
mMiinei-  of  oMi-th-ns  upon   l,li<-   siidch-n   Mp       niMde  the  fiirlivc  expeditlim  cried  on'  con 
peMrMiictMjfM  rMt.hcr  or  M,  mother.     .Iimmi(>      ruhntly    from    the    re;.r,  ' '  N'cs.  m  nd    I    w<^nl, 
hM(]   wrel,('h(!dly  WMlched  llie  <lepMrtnre  of     Mlm(»st    up  l<.  him,  <li(lti"l    I,   Willie^'' 
his  compMnions.       II,  involvcMJ   tin'  loss  of  The    hir^jc    hoy   crushed     him    in    m    few 

}ii.s   position   ms  m,   hid    who  <;()iil,r()iled    I, he      words.       " "  I  I  iih  1  '  he  scolled.       ''VOiiorily 
privileges  of  his  father's  <^r(>ijnds,  l)nl,  IIkmi      went    m,    liltle    WM,y.       I    weiil    cleM,i-    up    to 
he    kn(;w    I,1imI,    in    Ihe    he;j;iii  nin;.';    he    IimcI      hirn.^' 
Vol-.  X(,'vil.    No  r.rii-  i8 
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The  i)a(,'e  of  tlie  other  ])()ys  was  so  mail-  "  Good-nlo^llillL^    Mis.  Winter/"  he    said. 

]_v  that  tlio  tiny  thiii<^-  liad  to  trot,  and  lie  cheerfully.  aslhed<.)or  was  opened.   "1)00- 

reinained   at   the    rear,  gettin^;'   entanj^'led  tor  Mo.>er  has  Ijeeii  ohlisz-'-d  to  h*ave  town 

in    their    le<.>s    in    his    attempts    to    reach  to-day.  an<!    he   lias  asked  me  to  come  in 

the  front   rank  and    become  of  some   im  his  slead.    How  i<  the  little  girl  this  morn- 

|)ortanc(\  (h)duing  this  way  and  that  way.  in<^/" 

and  always  piping'  out  his  little  claim   to  .Mrs.  Winter  had  regarded  him  in  stony 

glory.  surprise.    At  last  she  .>aid:  "'Come  in!  Til 

-'^'^h  .see    my    husband.*"     She  bolted   into  the 

"  J]y  -  the  -  way,  Grace,"  said    Tre.scott,  house.       Trescoit    entered   the   hall,    and 

looking   into    the    dining-room    from    his  turned  to  the  h-fi  into  the  sitting-room. 

olHce  door.  "I  wish  you  would  send  Jim-  Presently  Winter  shuttled  throuirli  the 

niie  to  me  before  school-time."  door.      His  eye->  Hashed  toward  Trescott. 

When    Jimmie   came,   he    advancetl   so  He  did  not   betray  any  desire  to  advance 

quietly  that  Trescott  did   not  at  first  note  far  into  the  room.     "' What  do  you  wantr"' 

him.      'M)h,"   he   said,    wheeling    from    a  he  said, 

cabinet,  "here  you  are.  young  man."  "What  do  I  want?    What  do  I  wantr"" 

"  Yes,  sir."  re])eated  Trescott.  lifting  his  lieaii  sudden- 

Trescoit    dropped    into    his    chair   and  ly.      He  had  heard   an    utterly  new  chal- 

tapped  the  desk  with  a  thoughtful  linger,  lenge  in  the  night  of  the  jungle, 

".limniie,  wliat   were    you    doing    in    the  "Yes.  that's    what    I   want    to    know."' 

hack  garden  yesterday  -you  and  the  other  snapped  Winter.      "  What  do  you  want.'"' 

boys — to  Henry?""  Trescott  was  silent  for  a  moment.      He 

"  We  wereiTt  doing  anything,  pa.""  consulted    Moser's    memoi'amla.      "I    see 

Trescott  looked  sternly  into  the  raised  that  your  little  girl's  case  is  a  tritie  seri- 

eyes  of  his  son.    "Are  you  sure  you  were  ous."  he  remarked.    "T  would  advise  you 

not    annoying    him   in    any    way?       Now  to  call  a  physician  soon.    1  will  leave  you 

what  were  you  doing,  exactly/"  a  copy  of  Doctor  ]Moser"s  record  to  give  to 

"  Wh  .',  we  -  -  why.   we  —  now  —  Willie  any  one  you   may  call.""      He  paused   to 

])aizel   said   I  dassent  go  right  up  to  him,  transcribe    the    recoi'd    on    a    ]Kige    of    his 

and  1  did;    and  tlnm  he  did;    and  then —  note-book.      Tearinu'  out    tlie  leaf,  he  ex- 

the  other  boys  wc-rc 'fraid ;  and  then — you  tended  it  to  Winter  as  he  moved  toward 

coined."  the  door.      The  latter  shrunk  against  the 

Trescott  groaned  deeply.      His   counte-  wall.     His  head  was  hanging  as  he  i*each- 

nance  was  so  clouded  in  sorrow  that  the  ed  for  the  {laper.    This  caused  him  to  grasp 

lad,  bewildered  by  th(Mnyst<^ry  of  it,  burst  air.  and  so  Trescott  sim})ly  let  the  i)a])er 

suddenly    forth    in    dismal    lamentations,  liutter  to  the  feet  of  the  other  man. 

"There,    there.       l)oii"t    cry,   Jim."    said  "Good-morning.""   said    Trescoit     fixnii 

Trescott,  going  round  the  desk.   "Only — "  the  hall.      This  ]dacid   retreat   seemed    to 

]  [e  sat  in    a   great    leather  reading-chair,  suddenly  arouse  Winter  to    ferocity.      H 

and  took  the  boy  on  his  knee.      "Only  I  was   as    if   he    had    then    recalled    all    the 

want  to  explain  to  you — "  trutiis   which  he  had  formulated  to  hurl 

at  Trescott.     So  he  followed  him  into  the 

After  Jimmie  had    gone  to  school,  and  hall,  and  down  the  hall  to  the  door,  and 

as  Trescott  was  about  to  start  on  his  round  t  iirough  the  door  to  the  iiorch.  harking  in 

of  morning  calls,  a  nuvssage  arrived  from  tiery  rage  from  a  respectful  distance.     As 

Doctor  ?kIoser.      It  set  forth    that  the  lat-  Trescott  imperturbably  tui-ned  the  niare"s 

ter"ssister  was  dying  in  tliet)ld  homestead,  head  down  the  road.  Winter  stO(Kl  on  the 

t\v(uity    miles   away    up    the   valley,   and  ]-)orch.  still  yelping.      He  was  like  a  little 

asked  Trescott  to  care  for  his  ])atients  for  th^g. 

the  day  at  least.      There   was  also  in  the  XXII. 

envelope  a  little  history  of  each  <^ase  and  "Have  yoti  heard  the  news?""  cried 
of  what  IkuI  already  been  done.  Trescott  Carrie  l^ungen.  as  she  sped  toward  Mar- 
replied  to  the  nu^ssenger  that  he  would  tha's  kitchen.  "  Hav(^  ycni  heard  the 
gladly  assent  to  the  arrangement.  news.-""      Her  eyes  were  shining  with   de- 

He  noted  that  the  first  name  on  Moser's  light, 

list  was  \Vint(M'.  hut  this  did   not  seem   t(^  "  No.""  answered   ^lartln/s  sister  Kate. 

strike  him  as  an  im])ortant  fact.      When  bending  ftn-ward  eagerly.     "What  was  it? 

its   turn  came,  he  rang  the    Win'.er   bell.  What  was  it?"" 
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Carrie  appoarotl  trimnpliatiily  in  tlie  "  If  I  had  Ix'eii  Doctor  Ti'cscott,"  ex- 
opeii  dooi'.  ''Oh,  there's  heeii  an  awful  claimed  Martha,  loudly.  "  I'd  have  knock- 
scene  between  Doctor  Trescott  and  Jake  ed  that  itiiserable  Jake  \Vintei'\s  head  off." 
AVinter.  I  nev^er  thought  that  Jake  Win-  Kate  and  Carrie,  exchanoino-  olances, 
ter  had  any  pluck  at  all,  but  this  njorninjr  made  an  alliance  in  the  air.  "'I  doiTt 
he  told  the  doctor  just  what  he  thouo-ht  s(H3  why  you  say  that,  Mai'tha,"  i-eplied 
of  him."  Carrie,  with    considei'abhi   boldness,  o-ain- 

"Well,    what   did    he    think    of    him:'"'  in^-    support  and    symj)atliy    from   Kate's 

asked  Martha.  smile.        "  1   don't  see  how^  anybody  c;in 

"Oh,  ]\i)  calbnl  him  ev^erything-.      Mrs.  be  blamed   for  <i;ettinf>'  ano-i-y   wIkmi   their 

Howarth  heard  itthrough  her  frontblinds.  little  girl  gets  almost  scared  to  death  and 

It  was  terrible,  she  says.    It's  all  over  town  gets  sick  from  it.  and  all   that.      Besides, 

now^      Everybody  knows  it."  everybody  says — " 

"  Didn't  the  doctor  answer  back  ?''  "Oh,    I    don't    care    wdiat    evei'ybody 

"No!  Mrs.  Howarth — she  says  he  nev-  says.'' said  Martha, 

er  said  a  w^ord.      He  just  walked  down  to  "  Well,  you  can't  go  against  the  whole 

his  buggy  and   got  in,  and   drove  oti'  as  town,"  answered  Carrie,  in  sudden  sharp 

co-o-o-1.      But  Jake  gave  him  jinlcs,  by  all  defiance, 

accounts."  "  No,  Martha,  you  can't  go  against  the 

'■  Ibit    what  did    1h^    say?"'   ci'ied    Kate,  wdiole   town,"  piped    Kate,  following  her 

shrill  and  <;xcited.      She  was  evidently  at  leader  rapidly, 

some  kind  of  a  feast.  "'The    whole    town,'"    cried    Alartha. 

"  Oh,  he  told  him  that  Sadie  had  never  "I'd    like  to   know    what   you    call    '  tlu^ 

been  well  since  that  night  Henry  Johnson  whole   town.'       Do  you    call    these    silly 

frightened  her  at  Theresa  Page's    party,  people  who  are  .scared  of  Henry  Johnson 

and    he    held   him    responsible,  and    how  '  the  whole  tow^n '?'' 

dared  he  cross  his  threshold — and — and —  "  Why,  Martha,"  said  Carrie,  in  a  rem- 
and ^""  soning  tone,  "  you  talk  as  if  you  W'OuIdn't 

"  And  what?"  said  Martha.  be  scared  of  him  !"' 

"Did  he  swear  at  him?"  said  Kate,  in  "No  mor(^  would  I,"'  retorted  r\Ijirtha. 

fearsome  glee.  '' O-oli,  Martha,  how    you   talk!"'    said 

"No — not  much.     He  did  swear  at  him  Kate.      "  Why,  the    idea!      Everybody's 

a    littl(%  but  not  more  than    a  man   does  afraid  of  him." 

anyhow  when  he  is  I'eal   mad,  Mrs.  How-  Carrie  was  grinning.      "You've  never 

arth  says."  seen    hiin,  hav(;   .you?"'   she   asked,  seduo 

"  O-oh !"    breathed    Kate.        "And    did  tively. 

he  call  him  any  names?"  "  No,"'  admitted  Mai'tha. 

Martha,  at  her   work,  had   been    for  a  "  Well,  then,  how  do   you    know    that 

tim(5   in   (l(M;p    thought.      She    now    intci*-  you  wouldn't  be  scared?" 

I'upted  the  others.      '' It  don't  seem  as  if  Martha  confronted   hei*.      "Have    you 

Sadie  Winter  had    been    sick  since    that  dVQv    seen   him?     No:*     Well,    then,  how 

time  Henry  Johnson  got  loose.    She's  l)een  do  you  know  you  would  ho  scared?'' 

to  school  almost  the  whole  time  since  then,  The  allied   forces  broke  out  in  chorus: 

hasn't  she?"  "  I^ut,  Martha,  evei-ybody says  so.     Every- 

They  combined  upon  her  in  immediatfi  body  says  so." 

indignation.     "School?  School?    I  should  "  Everybody  says  what?" 

say    not.       Doift    think    for    a    inoment.  "  Everybody  that's  s(mmi    him  say  they 

School!"'  w(U"e  fi'ightened  almost  to  death.      "Tisn"t 

Martini    wheeled    from    the  sink.      Sh<i  only  women,  but  it's  men  too.    It'sawful." 

held  an    iron   spoon,  and  it   seemed  as   if  Martha    wagged     her    he;i(l    solemnly, 

she  v/as  going   to  attack   them.      "  Sa(li(^  "  I'd  try  not  to  be  afraid  of  him." 

Winter  has  passed  her(!  many  a  morning  '' i>ut   sui)posing   you    could    not   help 

since  then  carryinghers(dio()l-bag.   Wlier*?  it?"  said  Kate, 

was  she  going?     To  a  wedding?"  "Yes.    and    look    here,"   cried    (*;irrie. 

The  others,  long  accustomed  to  a  men  "I'll  tell  you  another  thing.      The   Ifaii- 

tal  tyranny,  speedily  sui'rendercHl.  nigans    ai'(^    going    to    niov(;    out    of    the 

"  Did  she?"' stamm(3red  Kate.     '"  1  never  house  next  door.'' 

saw  her."  "On  account  of  him?"  demanded  ^lar- 

Carrie  Dungeii  inade  a  weak  gesture.  tha. 
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('ai'i'ic  nodded.       "  ^li's.  ]  I;miii<^aii  says  and    iiilliieiilial    citizens,   but    lie    had    nu 

so  liersolf."  tiling-  to  say  of  it. 

"  Well,  of  all  tliing-s:""  cjaeiilated  ]\Iai'-  After    tliey    were    all    seated.    T)-escolt 

tlia.      *' doing-   to   move,  eli:'      You   don't  looked  expectantly  fi-oin  one  face  ti>  an- 

sayso!      AVliei'e  tliey  going- to  move  tof  other.      There    was    a    little    silence.      ll 

"Down  on  ()r('hard  Avenue."  was  broken   by  John  Twelve,  the  wholc- 

"AVell.  of  all  things!      Nice  housed'  sale  grocer,  win)  was  worth  ?f!4UU.U(»0.  and 

"I   don't  know  about  that.      J    haven't  i-eported  to  be  worth  over  a  million, 

heard.      ]>ut   there's    lots    of    nice    houses  "  AVtdh  doctor."  he   said,  with   a   short 

on  Orchard.''  laugh.    ""  I    suppose    we    might     as    wt-il 

"  Yes,  but  th(\v'i'C  all  talcen."  said  Kate,  admit  at  once  that   we've  couie   to   intei-- 

"  There  isn't  a  vacant  house   on  Orchard  fere  in   something  which   is  iu)ne   (»f  our 

Avenue."  business." 

"  Oh  yes,  thei'c  is,"  said  ]\Iartha.     "The  "Why.    what    is    it?"    a>ked    Trescott. 

old  Hanipstead  hous(^  is  vacant."  again  looking-  from  one  face  to  another. 

"Oh,    of    course."    said    Kate.      "'Ihit  He  seemed  to  ap{)eal  i)articularly  to  Judge 

then  I  don't  believe  Mrs.  JIannigan  would  Hagenlhorpe.  but    tiie   old    man    had   his 

like  it  there.      I  wonder  where  they  can  chin    lowered   musingly  to  his   cane,  and 

he  g'oing-  to  move  to:'"  would  not  look  at  him. 

"I'm  sure  1  don't   know."  sighed  ]\Iar-  ""It's    about    what    nobody    talks    of 

tha.      "  It  must  be  to  some  })lace  we  don't  much,"  said  Twelve.      '"  It's  about  lleniw 

know  about."  Johnson." 

"Well,"  said    Oai-rie   Dungen.  aftei"   a  Trescott   squared  himself  in  his  chair, 

general  I'eflective  silence,  ■' it'seasy  enough  "Yes.'"  he  said, 

to  iind  out.  anyhow."  Having  delivei'ed  himself  of  the  title. 

"Who    knows      around    here?"    asked  Twelve    seemed    to    become    more    easy. 

Kate.  "  Y'es."  he  answered,  blandly.  "  we  wanted 

"Why,  I\[rs.  Smith,  and  there  she  is  in  to  talk  to  you  about  it." 

her  gar  len,"  said  Cai-rie.  jumping  to  her  "  Y'es  ?"  said  Trescott. 

feet.      As    she    dashed    out    of    the    door.  Twelve  abruptly  advanced  on  the  main 

Kate  and  Martha  crowdiul  at  the  window,  attack.       "Now     see     here.    Trescott.   ^ve 

Carrie's    voice    lang   out    from    near    the  like  you.  and  we  have  come  to  talk  right 

steps.      "]\lrs.  Smith!      ]Mrs.  Smith!      Do  out  about  this  business.      It  may  be  none 

von  know  where  the  Hannigans  are  ao-  of  our  affairs  and  all  that,  and  as  foi'  me. 


ing  to  move  to:'" 

XXIII. 

The  autumn  sniot(»  the  leaves,  and  tht^ 
trees  of  Whilomville  were  ])an()})lied  in 
crimson    ;ind    xcllow.      The    winds    o-i-ew 


I  don't  mind  if  you  tell  me  so;  but  I  am 
not  going  to  keep  quiet  and  see  you  ruin 
yourself.      And  that's  how  we  all  feel." 

"I  am  not  I'uining  myself."  answei'ed 
Trescott. 

"No,  mavhe  vou  are  not  exactlv  ruin- 


stronger,  aiul    in    the   melancholy    ])urple  ing  yourself."  said  Twelve,  slowly,   "but 

of  MuMiights  the  home  shine  of  a  window  you    ai-e   doing    yourself   a    gi-eat    deal   of 

IxH'anu'    a    liner    thing.      The    little    boys,  harm.      \'ou    have    changed    from    being 

watching  the   sear  and  sorrowful   leaves  the  heading  doctor  in   town  to  about  the 

drifting-  down    from  the  maples,  dreamed  last  one.      It  is  mainly  because  there  are 

of  the  n(>ar  time   when  they  could  hea])  always  a  large  number  of  jieople  who  are 


bushels  in  the  streets  and  burn  them  dur- 
ing- the  abrupt  ev(uiings. 

Thi'ee  men  walked  down  the  Niagara 
Avenue.  As  th(\v  api)roaclied  ,hulg(^  Ha- 
genthorpe's  house  lit^  canit^  ilown  his 
ualk'  to  nu>et  tluun  in  the  manner  of  one 
who  has  been  wait  in.g. 

"  Ai-e  you  ready,  judu'e:"  one  said. 

"All  i-(\uly,"   he  answered. 

Th(^    four    tluui    walked    to    Trescoii's 


very  tlunightless  fools,  of  course,  hut  then 
that  doesn't  change  the  condition." 

A  man  wlio  had  not  heretofore  s])oken 
saitl.  solemnly.  "  It's  the  ^^omen." 

"  Well,  what  I  want  to  say  is  this,"  re- 
sumed Twelve:  "Even  if  there  are  a  lot 
of  fools  in  the  woi'ld.  we  can't  see  any 
reason  why  you  should  ruin  youi'self  by 
opposing  them.  You  can't  teach  them 
anything,  you  know." 

"I  am  not  trving  to  teach  them  anv- 


house.      He  rectuved   them   in    his   othce. 

where  he  had  been  reading.      He  seemed     tiling."      Trescott  smiled  wearily.      "I 

surprised  at  this  visit  of  four  very  active     It  is  a  matter  of — well—" 


:,  c  .-s-IST-'  ri'^-''™^*" 


"'it's  about  what  nobody  talks  of — MUCH,'  SAID  TWELVE.' 


"And  there  ai'e  a  good  iiiaiiy  of  us  that 
admire  you  for  it  immensely,"  interrupted 
Twelv^e;  "  but  that  isn't  going  to  change 
the  minds  of  all  those  ninnies." 

"It's  the  women,"  stated  tlie  advocate 
of  this  view  again. 

"  Well,  what  I  want  to  say  is  this," 
said  Tw^elve.  "We  want  you  to  get  out 
of  this  trouble  and  strike  your  old  gait 
again.  You  are  simply  killing  your 
practice  through  your  infernal  pig-head- 


ediu^ss.  Now  this  thing  is  out  of  the 
ordinary,  but  there  must  be  wju's  to — to 
beat  tlie  game  somehow,  you  see.  So 
we've  talked  it  ovei' — about  a  dozen  of  us 
— and,  as  I  say,  if  you  want  to  tell  us  to 
mind  our  own  business,  why.  go  ahead; 
but  we've  talked  it  ovei',  ajid  we've  come 
to  the  conclusion  that  the  only  way  to  do 
is  to  get  Johnson  a  place  somewhei*e  oft' 
up  the  valley,  and — " 

Trescott  wearily  gestured.     "You  don't 
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]<ii<)\\ .  til  \"  frinul.      I'lvcrybotly  is  so  afraid  room   was  <>i>eii.  Ik-    eiittM'ed.      The    room 

of    liiiii.  iIm'N     cairi    <'\('ii    L;i\«'    liim    ^oocl  was    ijallietl    in    ihc    lialf-lij.''hl    ihal    came 

cai-r.       Nobody  can  attend   to  him  as  1  do  from   the   fiMir  dull  ))aiies  of  mica  in   ibe 

]))\s(.l  f. "  front    of   the    great  stove.       As    his    eyes 

"  IJiil    I    iiave   a  iitth^   no-n'ood  farm  \\\^  ui'ew  used  to  tlie  sliadows  lie  saw  liis  wife 

hcvoiid  (Mareiice  Mountain  that  I  \\  as  i^o-  curled  iu  an  arm-chair.      He  went  to  her. 

iiiL:'    to     uive    to    Henry."   crii'il    Twelve.  "Why.    (Irace.'"     he     said,    "didn't     you 

a'^Li'rieved.       "And   if  you — ami   if  you—  hear  me  caliinu' you  r" 

if    vou    -  tlirouu-h    your    house    hurninu"  She  made    no    answer,  and   as  lie  Lent 

down,  or    anythiiiu'    -  why.  all    the    boys  over   tlie    chair    lie   heard    her    trying    to 

were   prepared  to  take  him  right  otf  your  smother  a  sob  in  tiie  cushion, 

liamls.  and     antl — '"  "  (Irace  !"  lie  cried.       "  You"j-e  crying  :"' 

Tre--cott  aros(^  and  went  to  the  window.  She  i-aised  uer  face.       "I've  got  a  head- 
He  turned  his  back  upon  them.      They  sat  aclie.  a  dreadful  headache.  Ned." 
wailing    in   silence.      Wlnm    Ik^   returiunl  "  A  headat-her"  he  i-ej)eated.  in  surjtrise 
ht^  kept    his  fac«^    in    the   slunhnv.       "No.  and  incredulity. 

.lohn     Twelve."   In^     said,    "it     can't     be  He  pulled  a  chair  close  to  hers.     Later, 

done."  as  In^  cast  his  eye  over  the  zone  of  light 

There  was  anotlnn'  stillness.     Suddenly  shetl  l)y  the  dull  red  jianes.  he  saw  that  a 

a  man  St  irred  on  his  chair.  low   table   had    been    lirawn    close   to  the 

"  Well.  then,  a  [)ublic  institution  — "  In^  stove,    and    that    it    w;is    burdened    with 

b<^<:-an.  many  small  cups  and  ]>lates  of  uncut  tea- 

"No."said    Trescotl:    "public    institu-  cakt>.      He  reuiemhered  that  the  day  was 

tions  are  all  very  good,  but  he  is  not  go-  Wednesday,  and  that  his  wife  received  on 

ing  to  one."  Wednesdays. 

Li    the   backgrounil    of   the    group    old  "Who   was    here   to-day.  Gracier"   he 

Judge     Hagenthorj)e     was     thoughtfully  ask-ed. 

smoothing  the  ])olished  iv«M'y  head  of  his  From  his  shoulder  thei'e  came  a  mum- 

can(\  hie.  "  ^L's.  Twelve." 

"Was    she  —  um."  he   said.       "Wliy^ 

■^-^^    •  didn't  .Vnna  Hagenthorpe  come  over:" 

Tresc(^tt  loudly  stamped  the  siunv  from  Tiie    mum[)Ie    from   his    shoulder    con- 

his   feet   and    shook    tlu^    tlaia\s    from    his  ti nueil.  "  She  wasn't  well  enough." 

shouhhu's.      When    he  entered  the  house  d'ancing   down    at    the  cu])s.   Trescott 

he  wtmt  at  once  t(i  the  iliu ini;-  room,  and  mechanically  counted  them.      There  were 

then    io  the   sitting-room,      .limmie    was  ti  fietm  of  them.       "  There,  there."  he  said, 

there.  re>ading  painfully    in  a   laru'e    boolc  "  D('»n"t  cry.  (ii-ace.      Don't  cry." 

concerning  giratl'es  and  liters  and  croco-  Tiie  wind  was  whining  round  the  house, 

diles.  ami  the  snow  beat   aslant   upon   the  win- 

"  Where     is     your     miUher.    .limmit^'"  dows.      Sometimes   the  coal    in   the  stove 

asked  Trt^scott.  stntled   with   a   crnmhling  sound,  and  the 

"I  don't  know,  pa."  answered  tht^  b(-)v,  four  panes  of  mica  flashed  a  sudden  new 

"  I  think  she  is  upstairs."  ci-imson.      As  he  sat  holding  her  head  on 

Trescott  went   t(^    the  fool    of  the  siairs  his   shouidei'.  Trescott    fouml    himself   oc- 

and    calleil.   but    there    came    no    ans  ver.  casionally  trying  to  count  the  cups.    There 

S(^eing  that  the  di^or  of  the  little  drawing-  were  tifltn^n  o(  them. 


T(^  >[()in:()w. 

v,\'  i:t.!ZAi5i:TH  r.Airri^N  i^itaiax 

f-yiU':   Min    iias   set. 

1.    So   iia^    my    heart    ])ast    hope's  horizon    fled. 
The    sun    lias   ^et  — 

Yet.  on    liie    morrow    will    it    fail   ascent.' 
H«>arts   out    o\    dai-ivuess   rise   ao-ain.   I    Icnow. 
r>ut   oh!    we   dread    tiie    nigiit.  my   heart    anil    L 
We  dread   the   niuht  1 
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rnilEKE  were  leu  of  us  wlieu   we  stai-i 
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two  liorses,  oue  pony,  one  brouco,  aud 
two  inules.  We  had  been  busy  for  sev- 
eral days  padding"  pack-saddles,  niendiug" 
blankets,  (deanin^i' f^uns,  and  hiving- in  our 
stock  of  food — lh)ur,  sug'ar,  bakingf-i)o\v- 
der,  bacon,  rice,  oatmeal,  and  dried  fruit. 

"  Adios'/'  "Good  luck!"'  and  we  turn- 
ed our  faces  westward.  It  was  the  Alamo 
Ranch  at  Maucos,  in  southwestern  Colo- 
rado, the  time  July,  and  we  were  ofl'  for 
that  glorious  phiteau  country  thi'ough 
which  the  g-reat  I'iver  of  the  West  has 
cut  a  series  of  ])rofound  chasms  and 
rough  desolate  valh\ys,  known  to  the 
world  as  the  Cafions  of  the  Colorado. 

Most  people  who  go  to  see  the  Grand 
Canon  leave  the  Santa  Fe  Railroad  at 
Flagstati',  and  after  an  all-day  stag-e  ride 
over  a  shoulder  of  the  San  Francisco  Moun- 
tain, across  a  small  corner  of  the  Painted 
Desert,  and  throug-li  the  majestic  pines  of 
the  Coconino  Forest,  alight,  tired  but  ex- 
])ectant,  in  a  little  camp  of  tents  close 
upon  the  brink  of  tlie  cafion. 

He  who  ling(M-s  here  in  the  ])i'esence  of 
this  stupendous  and  yet  beautiful  and  al- 
luring- episode  in  world-making-  sooner 
or  later  becomes  conscious  of  a  ha,un ting- 
desire  to  know  wliat  sort  of  a  land  it  is 
of  which  he  catches  fitful  g'limpses  across 
this   bewildering-,  palpitating-  space.      No 


sig-n  of  a,  human  being  ever  comes  across 
to  you.  it  is  much  too  far  for  sound,  and 
you  wondei-  whether  the  tiny  g-i-eenish 
uplifts  uj)()ii  the  farther  brink  can  be 
more  than  sapling's.  And  where  does  it 
come  from,  that  broken  streak  of  water 
shinnnering-  betwe(ui  the  clill's,  and  now 
and  then  roaring-  u])  at  you  on  the  wind 
like  the  g-reat  mad  river  it  I'eally  is,  a  mile 
beneath?  It  seems  to  come  out  of  a  red 
wall  ten  miles  to  youi'  right.  Jhit  over 
that  and  across  a  nai-row  gleam  of  desert 
I'ises  a  hazy  ]\uv  of  rosy  clill's.  with  a  faint 
blue  mountain  dome  beyond.  (.^los(i  un- 
der this  they  tell  you  tlu^  g'reat  river  is 
coming-  down,  already  l)uried  deej)  be- 
tween gigantic  walls.  You  follow  its 
course  toward  the  west  through  a  maze 
of  g-orgeons  temples  and  i)innacles  and 
towei'S.  until  these  merge  into  the;  illimit- 
able blue  of  the  sky,  or  ar(^  lost  in  the 
fading-  tints  of  sunset  clouds. 

This,  then,  is  why  our  faces  are  set 
westwai'd.  We  want  to  see  where  the 
old  Colorado  conies  from  and  where  it 
goes.  We  want  to  ])luck  out  tin;  heai't 
of  its  mystery  in  those  hidden  hundreds 
of  miles  of  awesome  g-org-es.  We  want 
to  wand(M'  in  the  country  beyond  the 
river  which  the  pioneers  have  told  about, 
and  where  the  geologists  have  conjured 
from  the  I'ocks  such  impressive  secrets  of 
the  world's  Avorkshoj).      And  we  want  to 


TROrHLK    AT    DANDY    CKOSSIN(^ 


soak    iti    Ai'i/oim    sunshine    and    revel    in  rado  ami  the  imposinp;  Walisatch  Range 

Ai'i/.oiia  sk-i<'s.  and   slee])  und^M-  the  stars,  in  Utah  on  the  west.      It  si i-etche.s  far  up 

wliieli  ai-e  so  hrio-lit    and    clear  that  thev  intt)  Wyomino- on  t lie  north,  wliile  to  tlie 

cannot  l)e  very  far  away  from  Arizona.  south  it  hroadcuis  out  over  a  lar^'t^  part  of 

The  great  plateau  counti-y  lies  hetwtHui  the  u]>per  lialf  of  Arizona  and   over  the 

the    high    mountain     ranges    which    run  northwest   corner  of  New   Mexico.      The 

north  and  south  atu'ossthe  ^^tate  of  Colo  highei'    of   the    great    plateaus    ai'e    more 
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than  eleven  thousand  feet  above  the  sea, 
vast,  level,  timbered  platforms  bordered 
by  winding'  cliffs. 

A  multitude  of  drainage  channels 
traverse  the  plateaus  in  broad  sweeps  of 
sandy  valley,  or  in  complex  systems  of 
chasms  and  canons  cut  from  a  few  hun- 
dred to  five  or  six  thousand  feet  below 
the  various  surfaces.  The  streams  which 
have  worn  and  swept  away  the  rocks 
over  wide  areas,  leaving  gullied  buttes 
and  mesas  rising  from  monotonous 
stretches  of  sandy  plain,  are  in  these  days 
mostly  dry,  except  as  now  and  then  they 
become  the  temporary  flood  channels  of 
the  storm-swept  uplands. 

Obliquely  across  tlie  northwestern  seg- 
ment of  the  great  plateau  runs  the  Colo- 
rado River,  slicing  off  from  the  rest  a 
long,  rough  tract  wliich  borders  the  deso- 
late basin  country  farther  west. 

The  Colorado  River  is  formed  by  the 
junction  of  the  Green  and  Grand  in  south- 
eastern Utah.  Its  upper  foaming  stretch, 
running  in  the  Cataract  Canon,  is  about 
fifty  miles  long,  and  from  thirteen  hun- 
dred to  twenty-seven  hundred  feet  deep. 
At  the  lower  end  of  this  the  Fremont 
River  comes  in  from  the  west.  When 
Powell  came  down  the  Colorado  in  his 
memorable  exploring  expedition,  his  men 
were  not  pleased  with  this  tributary,  and 
named  it  the  Dirty  Devil,  a  name  which 
in  local  parlance  clings  to  it  still.  Here 
the  walls  of  the  cafion  break  away  on 
either  side,  giving  access  to  the  Dandy 
Crossing. 

Below  this  the  walls  close  in  again  to 
form  the  Glen  Caiion,  one  hundred  and 
fifty  miles  long,  but  bordered  by  lower 
and  more  broken  cliffs.  Into  tliis  seg- 
ment of  the  canon  the  San  Juan  enters 
close  at  the  base  of  Navajo  Mountain. 
The  Colorado  can  be  crossed  at  three 
points  along  the  Glen  Caiion — at  Hall's 
Crossing,  near  the  mouth  of  the  Esca- 
lante,  at  the  Hole-in -the-Rock  Crossing, 
near  by,  and  at  the  Crossing  of  the  Fa- 
thers—  El  Vado  de  los  Padres  —  below 
the  entrance  of  the  San  Juan. 

These  crossings  are  now  little  used,  ex- 
cept by  miners  who  pass  here  to  reach 
placer  beds  along  the  stream. 

At  its  lower  end  the  Glen  Cafion  pierces 
the  cliffs,  the  Colorado  receives  the  Paria 
from  the  west,  and  runs  for  a  mile  or  so 
sedately  in  the  open.  Here  is  Lee's  Ferry, 
where  a  large  boat  carries  across  the  few 
horsemen  and  teams  which  pass  this  w^ay. 
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But  the  w^alls  close  in  again,  and  for 
sixty-five  miles  the  river  is  closely  boi-der- 
ed  by  cliffs  from  two  to  three  thousand 
feet  high.  This  is  the  Marble  Caiion.  At 
its  foot  the  Colorado  Chiquito— the  Little 
Colorado — enters  from  the  east. 

From  this  point  until  it  sweeps  out  upon 
the  desert,  more  than  two  hundred  and 
eighteen  miles  away,  the  Colorado  runs 
at  the  bottom  of  a  great  valley  from  four 
to  twelve  miles  across,  sunk  from  three- 
quarters  of  a  mile  to  a  mile  and  a  quarter 
below  the  surface  of  the  great  ])]ateau,  and 
bordered  b}^  an  endless  succession  of  vast 
rock  amphitheatres,  with  gorges  and  caii- 
ons  reaching  far  back  from  the  valley, 
while  from  its  depths  and  along  its  sides 
rise  graceful,  majestic,  tapering  buttes  in 
infinite  variety.  This  rock-walled  valley 
of  amphitheatres  and  buttes.  wonderful  in 
color  beyond  all  possibility  of  description, 
is  called  the  Grand  Caiion,  or  the  Grand 
Chasm,  of  the  Colorado. 

Through  the  long  reaches  of  its  upper 
cafions  the  Colorado  River  holds  a  south- 
westerly course.  But  at  the  head  of  the 
Grand  Caiion  it  turns  westward  in  great 
sweeps,  now  nortlnvest,  then  southwest, 
and  again  northwest,  until  it  rolls  out  of 
its  self-w-rought  prison  and  enters  upon 
its  six  hundred  miles  of  placid  journey 
south  to  the  Gulf  of  California. 

We  headed,  by  way  of  Bluff'  City  on 
the  San  Juan  River,  for  the  Dandy  Cross- 
ing. 

One  day  in  the  saddle  in  the  plateau 
country  is  much  like  another,  save  for  the 
ever-changing  scene  and  the  mild  advent- 
ures of  the  Mvay.  Before  dawn  the  Ind- 
ian is  off  to  track  and  bring  in  the  beasts, 
which  have  been  turned  adrift  to  forage 
for  themselves  through  the  night. 

Now,  one  by  one,  jumpled  heaps  of 
blankets,  scattered  on  the  ground,  heave 
and  shift,  and  at  length  disclose  each  a 
man,  who  quickly  satisfies  the  modest 
claims  of  the  toilet,  and  at  once  gets  to 
\vork  at  the  breakfast.  A  fire  is  made, 
the  biscuit  are  baked  in  an  iron  pot  set 
upon  coals,  wath  a  small  fire  alight  upon 
the  lid.  The  ground  is  seat  and  table. 
There  is  no  dallying  with  the  breakfast. 
The  mules  are  packed  early,  for  it  gets 
hot  right  away  after  sunrise. 

So  the  beasts  get  their  last  sip  of  wa- 
ter, the  canteens  are  filled,  and  tiie  cara- 
van moves  off  in  single  file.  The  gait  is 
usually  a  jog-trot  or  a  walk.  The  dis- 
tance covered  in  a  day  depends  upon  the 
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situation  of  water  along  the  I'oute.  The 
average  is  from  twenty  -  live  to  thirty 
niil(;s. 

Tlie  march  in  summer  is  always  stren- 
uous in  the  Southwest,  because  of  the 
bui'iiing  sun.  But  in  the  high  country 
refreshing  breezes  are  atmost  always  astir, 
and  the  vast  sweep  of  the  vision, the  great 
masses  of  marvellous  color  in  sand  and 
clitf  and  butte,  the  matchless  sky,  and 
the  glorious  freedom  of  the  life,  banish 
all  thought  of  hardship,  and  hide  fatigue 
in  the  inspiration  of  a  careless  holiday. 

You  skirt  the  bases  of  gigantic  clitfs, 
which,  seen  from  near  and  far  below,  look 
like  the  sides  of  mountain  ranges.  You 
scramble  up  through  rugged  gullies  to 
the  top,  and  find  that  they  are  level  pla- 
teaus scantily  clad  with  soil,  and  broken 
by  shrub  and  pifion  and  cedar.  The 
Spanish -bayonet  bristles  and  great  scraw- 
ny cactuses  stare  at  you  as  you  pass.  The 
eye  wanders  off  to  other  uplands  scored 
and  furrowed  by  gorges  of  wildest  form, 
and  catches  farther  still  away  the  shad- 
owy uplift  of  mountain-peaks — the  Hen- 
rys, the  La  Sals,  the  Blues,  and  the  long- 
dome  of  old  Navajo,  faint  and  tremu- 
lous through  miles  of  shimmering  space. 
Away  off  on  the  San  Juan  desert  great 
sand  pillars  swirl  upward  on  the  wind 
and  sway  and  crumble  and  fade,  while 
the  under  surfaces  of  fleecy  cloud  banks 
sailing  over  its  dreadful  wastes  are  lurid 
from  the  hot  reflection  of  the  sand. 

You  swing  across  the  plateau  and  slide 
and  clamber  down  again.  But  with  the 
descent  of  a  few  hundred  feet  you  are  in 
another  world.  The  vision  no  longer 
revels  in  those  upland  si)aces  which  raise 
the  spirit  into  exultant  mastery.  It  ma}' 
be  a  desperate  labyrinth  of  gorges  along 
which  now  you  fare,  whose  grotesque  and 
threatening  walls  crowd  in  upon  the  way 
in  stolid,  brutal  insistence.  It  may  be  a 
broad  valley  with  dry.  level,  grassy  bot- 
tom, and  bordered  by  miles  of  majestic 
cliffs  stretching  away  in  broad  panelled 
and  buttressed  sweeps,  and  beset  with  al- 
coves here  and  there,  whose  blissful  shad- 
ows lure  you  from  the  way.  But  there 
is  more  than  shade  in  these  cool  recesses, 
for  it  is  only  when  you  get  well  back  in 
shadow,  so  that  the  eyes  are  released  from 
the  glare  of  the  sun,  that  you  realize  ilie 
full  richness  and  beauty  of  the  great 
masses  of  simple  color  which  dominate 
these  wastes.  Perhaps  ahead  of  you  the 
vallev  narrows,  the  buttressed  cliff's  form- 


ing a  gigantic  colonnade  down  which  you 
ride,  while  great  rock  pillai^s  and  colos- 
sal obelisks  tower  here  and  there  above 
the  walls,  gleaming  in  gray  or  buff'  or 
pink  or  red  against  the  rich  blue  back- 
ground of  the  sky.  Or  the  valley  may 
open  out  upon  a  sweep  of  sandy  plain,  its 
buff'  and  yellow  stretches  beset  with  bil- 
lowy masses  of  the  sage,  now  gray,  now 
lilac-tinted  through  the  shimmering  air. 
with  an  elusive  i)urple  among  the  shad- 
ows of  its  leaves,  which,  as  you  rustle  by 
them,  tling  a  faint  aroma  on  the  air.  You 
look  across  this  tremulous  stretch  of  lilac 
and  purple  and  gold,  like  a  brilliant  rest- 
less sea  struck  niotionless.  with  its  waves 
abreak,  to  the  far  horizon  upon  which  rise 
miles  of  gorgeous  buttes — white,  yellow, 
purple,  orange,  and  brown — all  alive  with 
the  intense  shadows  wliicli  come  and  go 
upon  their  rugged  faces. 

Now  and  then  the  hot  quivering  air 
plays  strange  tricks  with  the  vision  as 
you  ride  over  the  sandy  reaches  of  the 
bottoms.  The  cliffs  shoot  up  in  wavering 
pinnacles,  rock  columns  rise  and  hang  in 
swaying,  pointed  masses  above  their  real 
selves,  then  slo\Vly  dwindle  and  fade  or 
draw  upward  and  flash  out  of  sight,  A 
few  times  I  have  seen  beautiful  lakes  sud- 
denly appear  across  the  pathway,  with 
foam -tipped  waves  breaking  in  silence 
upon  green  shores,  which  glided  along 
the  burning  sand  to  vanish  in  a  breath. 

From  the  high  uplands  you  sometimes 
see  scudding  clouds  shoot  down  long  wa- 
vering shower  slants,  which  vanish  at 
the  touch  of  the  hot.  dry  air  before  they 
reach  the  earth.  You  may  see  afar,  or 
encounter,  brief  veil-like  showers,  which 
are  conjured  into  being  with  never  a 
cloud  in  all  the  sky. 

Although  rain  fall  is  infrequent  upon  the 
wide  expanses  of  the  plateau  in  sunnner, 
tliunder-showers  of  terrilic  violence  some- 
times sweep  across  them.  And  I  know 
of  no  more  severe  test  of  serenity  of  spirit 
than  to  face  one  of  these  in  its  unmiti- 
gated violence.  If  there  were  but  a  rock 
or  tree  or  bush  under  which  you  could  se- 
cure at  least  the  moral  sttpport  of  a  shelter, 
the  strain  would  be  less  severe.  But  you 
may  summon  fortitude  at  last  to  face  the 
rage  and  fury  of  the  wind  and  rain,  and 
even  to  exult  in  the  flash  and  roar  and 
clatter  of  the  bolts  which  fall  in  quick 
succession  all  abotU  you.  When  the  de- 
mon of  the  storm  is  once  in  possession 
vou  lose  all  thouo-lit  of  danger,  and  are 
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fairly  regretful  when  at  last,  with  a  sud- 
den swish,  the  last  pulse  of  the  down- 
pour sweeps  by,  and  the  black  chaos  goes 
roaring  off.  But  when,  as  not  rarely 
happens  in  these  violent  showers,  out  of 
the  seething  alembic  monstrous  hailstones 
are  hurled  down  upon  you,  neither  seren- 
ity nor  bravado  is  of  much  avail.  You 
get  black  and  blue  welts  upon  your  back 
and  shoulders  just  the  same,  and  your 
horses  go  wild  with  the  terror  and  pain 
of  the  tiendish  bombardment.  These 
hailstones  are  often  from  half  an  inch 
to  an  inch  in  diameter,  occasionally  as 
large  as  a  hen's  egg.  And  I  have  assist- 
ed at  one  of  these  way-side  dramas — my 
head  and  shoulders  under  a  saddle  which 
a  relenting  fate  had  thrown  beside  me 
on  the  ground — in  which  the  larger  mis- 
siles measured  between  three  and  four 
inches  in  their  brutal  diameters.  But 
they  lent  enchanting  beauty  to  the  scene 
as,  a  few  minutes  later,  we  crunched  our 
rueful  way  over  them  sparkling  in  the  sun. 

Here  and  there  you  come  upon  small 
ruins  of  the  old  cliff-dwellers,  plastered 
on  the  faces  of  the  cliffs,  or  atop  of  dizzy 
pinnacles  of  rock,  or  in  sags  of  the  hills, 
where  trickling  springs  may  still  be  found. 
Broken  pottery  in  places  litters  the  ground 
about  these  ruins,  and  the  old  burial- 
places  tell  in  no  doubtful  fashion,  to  him 
who  knows  how  to  read  the  story,  the 
age  and  populousness  of  these  long-for- 
gotten homes. 

Your  animals  must  be  well  cared  for  in 
the  long  arduous  jaunts,  no  matter  how 
man  is  neglected.  Because,  in  these  dry, 
desolate  countries,  to  be  left  afoot  is  to 
face  such  hardships  as  few  care  to  risk. 
Your  horse  is  fed  first,  watered  first,  and 
first  unburdened  for  his  rest.  How  he 
will  fare  in  the  night  forage  is  the  last 
thing  in  your  consciousness  before  you 
sleep.  How  he  has  fared,  the  first  query 
of  the  morning.  And  all  day  long  he 
is  your  comrade.  Sharing  thus  the  va- 
ried fortunes  of  the  way,  you  fall  into 
terms  of  intimacy  and  often  affection. 
The  animals  of  the  Southwest  coun- 
try are  wonted  to  long  journeys  and 
serious  hardship.  But  that  which  most 
relentlessly  saps  the  energy  and  daunts 
the  spirit  is  lack  of  water.  A  horse  or 
mule  may  now  and  then  go  on  for  two 
hot  days  and  a  night  without  it;  but  this 
may  be  his  ruin,  for  he  is  apt  to  lose 
heart  and  give  up  if  such  demands  be 
frequent.     The   men  in   a  company  like 


ours  can  carry  water  enough  for  them- 
selves in  canteens  and  a  small  keg  for 
tw^o  dry  days.  But  dry  camps  are  not 
cheerful,  and  you  ought  to  be  mighty 
certain  of  water  of  some  sort  before  dai-k 
on  the  second  night. 

Now^  and  then  you  ride  forward  for  a 
chat  with  a  comrade;  you  may  beguile 
the  way  with  a  song.  The  Indian  strikes 
up  some  weird  refrain  ;  then  one  shrieks 
at  the  pack -mules  as  they  stray.  But 
the  order  is  mostly  single  file,  and  the 
trail  is  mostly  silent.  It  is  a  dreamy, 
vacuous  life  which  you  slip  away  into  as 
the  hot  hours  pass.  You  are  half  con- 
scious of  the  splendid  sky  and  the  length- 
ening shadows  on  cliff  and  plain  as  you 
jog  on  and  on,  but  the  vision  of  memory 
is  often  more  vivid  than  the  impression 
of  the  hour. 

So  at  last  you  come  to  the  camping- 
place.  There  are  no  tents  to  pitch,  no- 
thing necessary  but  forage  for  the  horses, 
water,  a  little  wood,  and  a  few  square  feet 
of  earth.  The  horses  are  turned  adrift, 
supper  is  materialized,  and  if  the  night 
be  at  hand,  hurriedly  and  sleepily  de- 
spatched. Each  man  pre-empts  a  little 
patch  of  ground,  which  he  levels  off  as 
best  he  can.  The  blankets  are  spread 
early,  for  the  nights  are  always  cool;  and 
as  the  stars  come  out  you  may  see  here 
and  there  the  gleam  of  pipes  alight,  as, 
half  ensconced  in  his  nest,  the  smoker 
wooes  the  last  and  sweetest  solace  of  the 
day  before  he  tastes  oblivion.  Then  sun- 
rise is  at  hand  again.     So  the  days  go. 

We  had  ridden  steadily  down  the  long 
reaches  of  the  White  Caiion  for  two  days, 
skirting  the  brinks  of  dizzy  clitfs,  scram- 
bling across  gorges,  and  winding  in  and 
out  among  rocks  and  buttes  and  piiions, 
when  a  sudden  turn  of  the  trail  brought 
us  upon  the  crest  of  a  low  bluff,  with  the 
Colorado  River,  our  goal  for  seven  days, 
s\veeping  on  to  the  south.  This' was  the 
Dandy  Crossing,  and  the  first  sign  of  hu- 
manity since  we  left  Bluff  City  was  a 
rough  cabin  on  the  far  side  of  the  river, 
here  about  one-eighth  of  a  mile  across. 
We  drew  up  tlie  caravan,  fired  a  shot  in 
the  air,  and  waited.  Presently  three 
black-clad  figures  issued  from  the  cabin, 
filed  solemnly  around  in  front,  and  squat- 
ted in  a  row  upon  the  ground.  Then  we 
both  waited. 

The  black  row  brooded  motionless.  We 
fired  again.  Presently  we  caught  faint- 
ly, "  What  ye  want?"      "We  want  to  get 
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across;  send  over  the  boat."  "  Tliey  ain't 
no  boat;  yc  can't  git  over."  This  was 
plea.sant.  Tlie  nearest  other  available 
(•i-ossing-  was  ninety  miles  as  the  crow 
Hies,  and  full  thrice  as  far  as  mules  must 
o().  At  last  we  gathered  amid  the  i-oar, 
"  They's  a  skiiT  somers  upstream,  and 
mebbe  ye  kin  git  'er."  So  we  scram- 
bled for  three  or  four  miles  along  the 
slielving  rocks  at  the  river's  brink,  the 
cliffs  towering  a  tliousand  feet  over  us, 
and  then  stopped,  clinging  as  best  we 
could  to  the  last  shelf  upon  a  wall  which 
rose  sheer  from  the  water.  But  we  had 
sighted  a  miserable  liovel  on  the  other 
side,  and  presently  hailed  with  joy  a 
blessed  woman,  clad  largely  in  a  sun- 
bonnet.  She  said,  "They  is  an  old  boat 
yar,  but  I  ain't  strong  enough  to  git  'er 
acrost."  Night  was  at  hand,  so  we  turned 
back  to  a  less  precipitous  place  where 
our  stock  could  forage,  made  camp,  and 
sat  in  council. 

The  river  is  big,  it  is  ])road,  it  is  mud- 
dy, it  is  swift,  and  even  in  its  quieter 
places  sullen  and  forbidding.  Great 
smooth  swirls  come  and  go  upon  its  sur- 
face; it  swishes  viciously  past  the  rocks 
and  bushes  on  the  brink.  And  it  has  a 
bad  reputation.  It  drowns  people  and  it 
drowns  stock.  It  often  claimed,  but  for- 
tunately lost,  its  tribute  from  Major  Pow- 
ell's plucky  little  company  in  1869.  No- 
thing short  of  human  life  appeased  it 
when  Colonel  Stanton  and  his  men  went 
through  the  cafions  twenty  years  later. 
The  folks  who  know  it  best,  the  cattle- 
men and  the  miners,  dread  and  hate  it 
''She's  a  durned,  cussed,  ugly  devil,  and 
ye'd  best  not  monkey  with  'er."*said  one 
of  our  native  councillors  who  knew. 

But  we  thought  that  we  would  make  an 
attempt  anyhow,  so  one  of  our  number 
mounted  our  veteran  horse  and  plunged 
in.  There  was  splashing  and  turmoil  in 
the  water,  horse  and  man  disappeared. 
and  when,  in  a  few  seconds,  the  rider  was 
dragged  ashore  in  grieved  surprise,  and 
the  horse  scrambled  up  the  bank  a  hun- 
dred yards  below,  trembling  and  snorting, 
we  were  ready  to  concede  that  the  task 
before  us  was  not  what  in  the  juvenile 
vocabulary  would  be  called  a  '"cinch." 
Then  we  had  supper,  and  slept  upon  the 
situation — and  the  rocks. 

In  the  morning,  one  of  us  crawled 
around  the  clilt'  and  along  the  rocks  far 
up  the  bank,  secured  a  stranded  log.  and 
floating  and  swinnning  with  the  current. 


finally  reached  the  other  side.  The  boat 
was  an  old  ramshackle,  leaky,  flat-bot- 
tomed, ten  -  foot  skitt",  with  patched  and 
clumsy  oars,  but  in  small  loads  we  got 
our  .saddles  and  packs  acro.^s,  and  then, 
aftera  careful  reconnoissance  of  the  banks 
on  both  sides  for  a  safe  entering-place  and 
landing,  we  tackled  the  stock.  None  of 
our  animals  had  been  tried  in  deep  and 
i-apid  streams  before,  and  it  was  evident 
from  our  first  attempts  that  if  we  pushed 
them  olf  into  deep  water  to  take  their 
chances,  they  would  either  scramble  back 
again  or  drown.  The  only  thing  to  do 
was  to  tow  them  over,  one  by  one.  This 
would  have  been  a  more  agreeable  under- 
taking if  the  oars  had  been  less  nonde- 
script in  form  and  less  fragile,  if  the  boat 
had  leaked  in  fewer  places  and  in  less 
abandoned  fashion,  and  if  she  hadn't 
threatened  to  fall  to  pieces  every  time  the 
oarsman  pulled  unequally  upon  the  sides. 
It  would  make  a  long  list  if  one  were 
to  set  down  all  the  surprising  things 
which  a  horse  or  a  nmle  will  undertake 
to  do  when,  with  a  rope  around  his  neck, 
held  in  the  boat  a  rod  or  so  otf  shore,  he 
is  suddenly  pushed  otf  a  steep  bank  into 
deep  water.  He  tries  to  go  to  the  bottom 
first,  but  he  is  too  buoyant  for  success  at 
that ;  then  he  tries  to  get  back  to  the  bank, 
but  the  rope  pulling  from  the  boat  and 
shouting  men  ashore  brandisiiing  clubs 
discourage  that.  He  surges  right  and 
left,  he  snorts,  he  splashes,  he  groans,  and 
when  at  length  he  realizes  that  he  can't 
})ossibly  get  ashore  again,  he  concentrates 
all  his  hitherto  diverse  purposes  into  a 
fixed  intention  to  get  aboard  the  boat. 
He  has  now  been  hauled  close  astern, 
and  has  lost  all  notion  of  the  shore.  The 
oarsman  meanwhile  is  pulling  madly 
toward  the  other  bank,  the  whole  circus 
sweeping  every  second  down  the  stream. 
AVith  every  lurch  upon  the  rope  the  joints 
in  the  crazy  craft  open,  and  the  Colorado 
River  seems  determined  to  get  aboard 
along  with  the  horse.  Floundering  up 
and  down  in  the  struggle  to  raise  his 
fore  feet  over  the  stern,  his  knees  thump 
against  the  outside  of  the  boat.  He  swims 
first  around  one  side,  then  around  the 
other,  as  far  as  the  short  rope  will  let  him 
go.  He  rolls  on  his  side  as  a  vicious 
whirl  in  the  water  catches  him,  and  seems 
to  lose  his  bearings.  His  eyes  bulge,  his 
breath  grows  short,  he  groans  rather  than 
snorts,  and  at  last,  when  the  man  sitting 
astern  with  the  rope  raises  his  nose  over 
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the  thwart,  with  a  great  sigh  he  gives  up 
and  swims  along-  behind,  blowing  and 
puifing  and  with  strained  eyes,  but  quietly 
and  smoothly.  The  fight  is  over.  In 
this  lull  in  the  panic  we  secure  evident 
recognition  of  words  of  cheer  and  en- 
couragement with  which,  even  in  mid- 
stream, we  strive  to  re-establish  claims 
to  friendliness  and  good-will  so  rudely 
strained  by  the  deep  damnation  of  that 
pushing  off.  Presently  the  boat  begins 
to  slew  around.  The  oarsman  cannot 
keep  her  on  the  course  headed  for  a  rocky 
point  far  down  the  stream  upon  which 
and  nowhere  else  the  landing-  must  be 
made, because  of  quicksand  at  every  other 
place.  It  is  evident  in  an  instant  that 
the  beast  has  caught  sight  of  the  far 
shore,  and,  regardless  of  the  boat,  is  head- 
ing for  it.  So  the  rope  is  payed  out  and 
let  go,  and  he  bears  away  gallantly  for  the 
point. 

It  was  fortunate  that  the  first  horse 
which  we  piloted  thus  across  let  us  drag- 
him  nearly  all  the  way, because  we  secured 
for  him  the  proper  landing,  where  he  and 
the  others,  as  one  by  one  they  joined  him, 
stood  as  landmarks  for  those  which  were 
to  follow.  We  had  a  distinct  and  varie- 
gated campaign  with  each  animal,  but  the 
lines  of  the  story  fall  much  the  same  in 
all.  At  last  we  got  them  safely  over, 
and  gratefully  returned  in  one  piece  the 
gallant  craft  which  saved  the  day.  We 
had  lost  a  few  illusions  about  the  ease  of 
primitive  travel  on  the  frontier,  but  we 
had  gained  a  distinct  preference  for 
bridges,  and  we  had  conquered  the  Col- 
orado. 

.*  Here  upon  a  long  sand  bar  w^e  camp 
and  lie  over  a  day  to  wash,  dry,  mend, 
eat,  and  brace  up  for  the  next  stage  of 
our  journey.  At  night  we  make  a  huge 
fire  of  river  drift-  wood.  And  here,  if 
ever,  the  grim  walls  looming  far  up  on 
either  side,  a  clear-cut  strip  of  starry  sky 
between,  and  the  swirl  and  roar  of  the 
river  close  at  hand,  is  the  time  and  place 
for  a  story. 

There  are  so  many  kinds  of  story 
which  a  camp  fire  invites  that  one  might 
hesitate  in  choice.  But  the  spirit  of  the 
situation  and  the  hour  leads  most  directly 
to  a  sober  tale  of  world-making  which 
geologists  have  read  out  of  the  stone 
story-book  opened  wider  in  this  land  of 
the  great  plateaus  than  almost  anywhere 
else  on  earth. 

I  have  upon  my  writing-table,  holding 


down  a  pile  of  unruly  papers,  the  oldest 
relic  of  America  which  human  eyes  have 
ever  rested  on.  It  is  a  rough  fragment 
of  rock  which  I  broke  off  from  a  long, 
low  granite  ridge,  a  part  of  which  is  now 
called  the  Laurentian  Hills  in  Canada — 
the  first  land  to  emerge  from  that  uni- 
versal, shoreless  sea  which  once  swept 
unhindered  round  the  earth.  After  the 
appearance  of  my  paper-v/eight — the  ava- 
tar of  the  North  American  Continent — 
some  scattering  rock  islets  and  ridges  got 
their  heads  also  into  the  sunlight  iiere 
and  there,  along  the  line  of  the  Appala- 
chian chain,  among  the  tips  of  the  Rock- 
ies, and  over  the  central  and  northern  re- 
gions of  the  future  great  republic. 

Then  these  rock  islands,  and  others 
which  the  throes  of  the  uneasy  earth  sent 
up  to  join  them,  and  the  shallow  bottoms 
here  and  there,  were  pounded  through 
ages  by  resistless  seas,  and  powdered  and 
weathered  into  bowlder,  pebble,  sand,  and 
silt.  This  wreckage  filled  in  the  borders 
of  the  land,  and  slowly  built  up,  layer  by 
layer,  the  bottoms  of  the  interinsular 
seas.  This  layered  ruin  of  earlier  rock 
was  then  baked  by  plutonic  fires  into  new 
rock,  and  again  became  the  sport  of  the 
elements,  and  took  new  forms  and  places 
in  the  earth's  foundation.  And  so,  after 
never  mind  how  many  millions  of  years, 
the  continent  of  North  America  grew  into 
some  semblance  of  its  present  form.  But 
for  a  long-  time  the  South  Atlantic  sea- 
board was  under  water;  Florida  was  not; 
and  what  now  we  call  the  Gulf  of  Mex- 
ico sent  a  deep  bay  up  the  Mississippi  half- 
way to  the  Great  Lakes;  while  a.  vast  in- 
land sea, the  Mediterranean  of  early  Amer- 
ica, stretched  northwestward  from  the 
Gulf  across  the  Rocky  Mountain  country, 
over  the  region  of  our  great  plateaus,  and 
far  on  tow^ard  the  Arctic  Ocean. 

Just  here  the  sequence  of  events  grows 
dim  as  centuries  file  along.  At  any  rate, 
the  great  inland  sea  was  gradually  filled 
by  the  wash  from  the  shores  and  by  the 
water-borne  wreckage  of  the  hills  in  the 
back  country.  Then  it  lost  its  connec- 
tion with  the  sea,  and  became  a  vast  fresh- 
water lake,  or  chain  of  lakes,  with  rather 
unstable  bottoms,  whose  shores  and  depths 
were  haunted  by  strange  living  creatures. 
Finally  the  whole  basin  got  filled  up  and 
dry,  except  for  the  w^ater  pouring  down 
out  of  the  northern  hills.  Thus  a  great 
new  drainage  area  was  formed,  which 
headed  far  in  the  crumpled  mountains  to 
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llie  iiorlli.  and  stretclied  oiY  soutliwest- 
wiiril  toward  a  niif,^hly  arm  of  the  sea.  of 
which  the  Gulf  of  California  is  the  dwin- 
dling relic.  Tliis  drainage  area  became 
in  time  the  plateau  country,  and  tlie  new- 
watercourse,  the  Colorado  River,  so  nois- 
ily in  evidence  beside  our  camp,  forswoi-e 
its  inherited  fealty  to  the  Atlantic,  long- 
maintained  through  the  Gulf  of  Mexico, 
and  henceforth  paid  loyal  tribute  to  the 
Pacific.  Please  remember  that  I  am  just 
telling  the  story  as  I  have  gleaned  it  from 
the  students  of  the  rocks  in  book  and 
lecture  and  in  far-otf  camps  among  the 
hills.  So  if  a  njillion  years  or  so  should 
slip  away  unheeded  in  my  tale,  or  if  the 
shores  of  nameless,  vanished  seas  should 
in  my  memory  break  in  wider  beach-lines. 
Of  a  little  farther  inland  than  in  fact  they 
did.  I  claim  the  license  of  way-side  nar- 
rative. 

It  is  tiresome  to  try  to  conceive  of  tlie 
long  reaches  of  lime  during  wliicli  this 
great  inland  sea  was  filling  up.  and  it  is 
fortunate  that  the  geologists  who  deal  in 
such  lordly,  lavish  fashion  with  the  years, 
handling  them  in  parcels  of  a  few  millions 
or  a  hundred  millions  or  so,  finally  lump 
them  together  under  a(/es— Carbonifer- 
ous. Pei'mian.  Triassic,  Jurassic,  Creta- 
ceous, etc..  names  which  are  not  insist- 
ent in  the  suggestion  that  tliey  were,  after 
all.  made  up  of  hours  and  minutes,  which 
only  one  by  one  have  slipped  away. 

But  if  you  go  out  into  the  plateau  coun- 
try five  hundred  miles  from  any  ocean  you 
will  not  doubt  this  inland  sea.  For  you 
may  ride  for  liours  along  shaly  rock  escarp- 
ments on  which  the  ripples  of  the  ancient 
shores  are  as  plain  and  plenty  as  ever 
you  saw  them  on  the  Jersey  coast.  You 
can  jnck  up  shells,  too.  which  at  least  sug- 
gest clams,  stone  though  they  be  to-day. 
In  the  northern  part  of  the  plateau  coun- 
try, now  cut  ott"  from  the  rest  by  tlie 
Uintah  Motuitains.  the  bones  of  monkeys 
and  crocodiles,  of  birds  with  teeth  and 
thi'ee-toed  horses,  of  sea-serpents — honor 
bright,  I  appeal  to  IMarsh  — and  of  a  mot- 
ley lot  of  named  and  nameless  uncouth, 
ludicrous  beasts,  are  piled  pell-mell  to- 
gether in  the  wlishes.  or  haU"  buried  in 
banks  and  clitYs  and  weathered  buttes 
which  once  were  the  shores  and  bottoms 
of  our  slowly  slioaling  inland  sea. 

It  is  a  vivid  memory  which  lingers 
with  the  writer,  of  an  undergraduate 
summer  spent  in  this  region  under  the 
tutelaire  of   Professor  [Marsh,  who   is   so 


wise  in  the  lore  of  these  crumbliDg  hills, 
and  eager  still,  as  tlie  years  pass,  with 
the  enthusiasm  which  led  him  then  to 
share  with  tlie  boys  the  toil  and  haid- 
ships  of  the  bone-huntei-s  in  the  fossil 
beds  u]^on  the  northern  segment  of  the 
great  ])lateau.  Most  vivid  of  all.  per- 
haps, is  the  recollection  of  a  long  hot 
week  whose  daylight  houi's  were  spent 
alone  astride  the  shelving  edge  of  a  low- 
weathered  butte.  with  hammer  and  stone- 
chisel,  pecking  away  the  rock  around  the 
fossil  head  of  a  preposterous  beast,  some- 
thing like  a  crocodile,  I  fancied,  which 
once  had  floundered  about  in  that  old  in- 
land sea.  Every  day.  as  soon  as  the 
click  of  the  chisel  began,  three  huge  gray 
wolves  came  peering  over  the  edge  of  the 
blutt"  a  hundred  feet  or  so  above  me.  and 
there  they  stood,  alert,  but  si'ent  and 
motionless,  all  through  the  hot  tlay.  A 
hallo  and  a  sudden  wave  of  the  hand 
would  send  them  scampering  off.  i»ut 
presently  they  were  there  again,  attentive 
as  ever  to  the  strange  thing  below.  It 
was  a  far  cry  back  from  my  contempo- 
raries upon  the  bluff,  who  seemed  to  have 
very  little  business  of  their  own  on  hand, 
to  the  old  inhabitant  at  my  feet:  and 
though  we  hadn't  much  in  common,  we 
all  got  on  very  well  together,  and  parted 
friends. 

But  I  have  lingered  behind  my  story, 
for  we  have  seen  the  old  inland  sea  filled 
up,  and  a  new  great  river,  which  will 
some  day  be  the  Colorado,  sweeping  down 
from  the  northern  regions  on  its  way  to 
the  Pacific.  This  stream  bore  great  floods 
of  water,  and  began  to  gather  enormous 
quantities  of  eroded  stuff"  from  the  lake- 
beds  over  which  it  passed.  So  that  after 
this  great  basin,  covering  an  area  of  con- 
siderably more  than  a  hundi'ed  thousand 
square  miles,  had  been  filled  in.  layer  In- 
layer,  some  two  or  three  miles  deep,  at 
such  an  inordinate  cost  in  mountains  and 
at  such  a  reckless  expenditure  of  time. 
and  the  stuff  had  all  got  nicely  packed 
and  settled  into  good  solid  earth  crust,  the 
whole  thing  began  to  wash  out  again,  to 
make  new  land  somewhere  else.  I  don't 
know  where  it  all  went  to,  but  in  the  la- 
ter periods,  at  least,  a  vast  amount  went 
down  the  Colorado.  But  gone  much  of 
it  is.  especially  of  the  upper  strata,  as  you 
may  see  for  youi'self  if  you  go  over  into 
southern  Utah  and  northern  Arizona, 
whither  to-morrow  Ave  shall  turn  our 
faces. 
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We  shall  get  up  on  top  of  some  of  the 
upper  strata  of  the  rock  which  filled  the  in- 
land sea,  now  forming-  what  are  known  as 
the  High  Plateaus  of  Utah,  and  then  bear 
off  south  toward  the  river  again,  down  a 
series  of  gigantic  steps  hundreds  of  feet 
high,  each  the  edge  of  one  of  the  old  up- 
per layers,  left  exposed  in  miles  of  gor- 
geous, fantastic  clitfs  by  the  wear  and  tear 
and  wash  of  the  centuries.  When  we 
get  down  from  the  remnants  of  the  top 
layers  Ave  shall  have  descended  over  six 
thousand  feet  upon  the  lower  level,  whose 
surface  lias  been  exposed  in  huge  patches 
over  hundreds  of  square  miles  by  the  ero- 
sion of  insatiate  streams.  Even  then  we 
sliall  not  have  reached  the  bottom  of  the 
inland  sea.  For  we  shall  make  our  way 
southward  for  forty  miles  across  a  rough 
desert  country,  on  the  top  of  what  our 
learned  friends  call  the  Carboniferous 
strata,  until  we  come  to  the  brink  of  the 
canon  at  its  grandest  part,  and  nearly 
opposite  to  the  camp  of  tents.  If  then 
we  could  descend  the  dizzy  mile  of  Car- 
boniferous cliffs  and  terraces  to  the  level 
of  the  river,  we  should  at  last  have 
reached  the  very  bottom  of  our  old  in- 
land sea,  and  gone  a  thousand  feet  into 
the  ragged  granite  ledge  beneath,  which 
claims  the  kinship  of  age  with  my  paper- 
weight from  the  Laurentian  Hills, 

The  secret  of  the  great  denudation  and 
of  this  w^onderful  achievement  of  the 
Colorado  in  carving  out  of  rock  a  series 
of  cailons  about  five  hundred  miles 
long,  and,  in  one  place  at  least,  more  than 
a  mile  deep,  with  a  multitude  of  tributary 
chasms  and  gorges,  is  very  simple  when 
you  know  it.  The  old  lake-bed  slowly 
rose.  At  first,  the  Colorado  River  and 
its  tributaries,  or  some  nameless  mon- 
strous ancestor  of  these,  sweeping  over 
the  slowly  rising  surfaces,  planed  them 
down  in  most  relentless  fashion,  and 
then  began  wearing  out  broad  shallow 
stream-beds.  But  then  the  country  rose 
more  rapidly,  and  the  water  had  to  cut 
deeper  channels  in  the  rocks  in  order  to 
get  out  and  away  to  sea.  Owing  in  part 
to  the  wear  of  the  water  itself,  but  more 
to  the  ceaseless  bombardment  of  the  sus- 
pended sand  which  it  bore  from  the  up 
country,  or  picked  up  as  it  w^ent  along, 
and  to  the  thump  of  pebbles  and  bowl- 
ders which  it  swept  on  in  flood-time,  the 
river  kept  cutting  down  as  the  strata 
rose,  until  finally,  wlien  what  was  left  of 
our   inland   sea-bottom  got  thrust  up  so 


that,  towering  far  above  its  erstwhile 
rocky  shores,  it  had  to  be  called  a  plateau, 
the  Colorado  and  its  auxiliaries  found 
themselves  at  the  bottom  of  a  series  of 
colossal  caiions  and  gorges,  where  they 
are  to-day. 

Then,  increasing  the  complexity  of 
things  hereabouts,  the  strata  in  the  rising 
plateau  got  overstrained,  and  bent  up  in 
great  swells  or  ridges,  forming  subsidiary 
tables  or  plateaus  of  great  extent.  In 
other  places  the  strata  broke  in  cracks,  a 
liundred  miles  long  sometimes.  Along 
these  cracks  the  rock  layers  on  one  side 
or  the  other  often  sank  below  or  were 
pushed  above  the  general  level,  forming 
those  abrupt  cliffs  or  escarpments  whicli 
the  wise  ones  call  "faults," 

So,  thrust  up  hundreds  of  feet,  over 
great  areas,  by  resistless  plutonic  forces, 
losing  large  tracts  of  its  upper  strata  by 
earlier  floods  and  streams,  gouged  out  by 
our  Colorado  and  its  tributaries,  still  ex- 
isting or  extinct,  and  withal  crumpled 
and  cracked  and  displaced  in  varied  fash- 
ion when  the  earth's  crust  w^rithed,  our 
old  inland  sea-bottom  certainly  has  won 
through  much  tribulation  the  right  to 
glory  in  its  stupendous  relics. 

But,  in  addition  to  all  the  rest,  a  mul- 
titude of  volcanoes  and  lava  streams  have 
at  one  time  or  another  burst  up  through 
the  tortured  strata  here  and  there,  some 
of  them  not  so  very  long  ago,  leaving 
imposing  mountains,  building  cinder 
cones,  and  deluging  the  land  with  molten 
rock. 

That  is  my  story.  Its  plot  in  years  is 
long  indeed.  It  exploits  the  foi'ces  which 
build  and  sculpture  worlds.  And  if  it 
lack  the  human  touch  which  lies  at  the 
heart  of  the  best  stories,  one  yet  may  link 
the  present  to  the  past  if  he  realize  that 
the  swift  turbid  stream  beside  us,  still  as 
sand  and  silt,  is  bearing  the  mountains  to 
the  sea;  that  the  click  of  pebble  against 
pebble  where  the  water  rushes  over  shal- 
lows, and  the  beat  of  rock  on  rock  along 
the  deeper  bottoms,  are  slow^ly  wearing- 
stone  to  sand;  that  the  great  river  is 
cutting  its  channel  deeper  and  wider 
year  by  year,  while  the  shower  gusts  and 
the  frost  are  yet  at  work  shaping  this 
wonderland  into  those  forms  of  grace 
and  majesty  which  are  the  heritage  of 
millenniums.  The  great  inland  sea  is 
gone,  but  the  ripples  are  on  its  beaches 
still.  The  strange  beasts  have  vanished, 
but  their  bones  cumber  the  ground.      The 
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oarth's  crust  lias  ceased  to  heave  and 
crack,  but  the  crumpled  broken  strata 
rise  in  iinposinf^"  hills  and  clitt's.  The 
volcanoes  are  cold  and  silent,  but  the  great 
cinder  cones  and  lava  beds  even  yet  are 
sinister. 

So  at  last  we  head  away  westward, 
up  the  nearly  dry,  rough  wash  of  Cres- 
cent Creek  or  Lost  Gulch,  and  are  soon 
out  upon  the  plateau  again  close  under 
the  eastern  slope  of  the  Henry  Mountains. 
We  skirt  the  northern  spurs  of  the  Hen- 
rys, entering  the  midreaches  of  the  Fre- 
mont Valley  among  outlying  Mormon 
settlements. 

Now,  day  after  day,  the  way  leads  west 
and  south  through  great  gashes  in  the 
ledges  of  the  Water-pocket  Fault,  across 
the  summits  of  lofty  plateaus,  past  clitf- 
girt  mountain  vales,  up  the  long  stretcli- 
es  of  the  Sevier,  until  at  last  we  climb 
the  height  which  divides  the  waterways 
leading  back  to  the  salt -lake  basins  of 
Utah  from  the  summit  sources  of  the 
Kanab  and  the  Yirgen,  children  of  the 
great  Colorado. 

As  we  cross  the  divide  we  are  between 
two  great  tables  which  rise  a  thousand  feet 
or  moi'e  above  us  to  the  right  and  left. 
These  are  the  Pansiigunt  and  the  Marka- 
gunt  plateaus,  standing  nine  and  ten 
thousand  feet  above  the  sea.  From  their 
southern  crests  you  may  look  off  upon 
a  vast  plain  six  thousand  feet  below, 
whither  we  are  bound,  and  across  which 
the  Grand  Caiion,  now  beyond  the  vi- 
sion, in  majestic  winding  sweeps,  takes  its 
westerly  course. 

The  Kanab  Creek  has  cut  a  rough 
winding  gorge  down  through  the  cliffs 
and  terraces  which  mark  the  descent  from 
the  high  plateaus  southward  to  the  great 
bench  of  the  Colorado.  In  this  we  clam- 
ber down  the  marvellous  series  of  ter- 
races, slo})ing  upward  to  their  edges, 
clearing  at  a  leap  ledges  which  it  took  a 
thousand  or  perha})s  a  hundred  thousand 
years  to  build,  and  as  many  more,  may- 
hap, to  wash  away  again.  How  we  and 
our  mules  flaunted  our  heels  in  the  face 
of  Time  that  day  I  If  we  were  geologists, 
we  should  check  the  ledges  oti"  as  we  de- 
scend— Eocene,  Cretaceous.  Jurassic,  Tri- 
assic,  and  out  u})on  the  Permian.  But 
being  just  common  folks,  thev  mav  be 
for  us  the  Pink  Cliffs.  White  ClitTs.  Ver- 
milion Cliff's,  Brown  Cliff's.  I  will  not  try 
to  describe  their  majesty,  nor  the  weird 
forms  and  the  efora'eous  colors  with  which 


in  the  lower  series  they  are  glorified.  At 
last  we  come  down  upon  tlie  lowest  of  the 
terraces,  the  Vermilion  Cliffs  sweeping 
away  right  and  left,  and  into  the  little 
liamlet  of  Kanab,  the  last  Mormon  out- 
post in  southern  L'tah,  close  upon  the 
northern  line  of  Arizona. 

The  Grand  and  Marble  canons  cut 
the  northwestern  corner  of  Arizona  com- 
pletely off  from  the  rest  of  the  Territory. 
Except  by  Lee's  Ferry,  and  the  long  hot 
road  which  leads  to  it,  or  by  a  far  western 
route,  this  corner  is  inaccessible  from  the 
south.  It  looks  small  enough  on  the  map, 
but  it  is  rather  larger  than  the  State  of 
Connecticut,  and,  save  for  a  few  scattered 
cattle-shacks,  has  no  human  habitation. 

For  the  next  two  weeks  we  wander 
over  this  stretch  of  the  plateau  which  lies 
along  the  northern  side  of  the  Grand 
Caiion.  under  the  guidance  of  one  of  the 
Saints,  who,  as  sheep -herder  and  cow- 
puncher  in  summer  and  winter,  has  learn- 
ed every  turn  and  curve  of  the  vast  des- 
olate surface,  and.  what  is  more  to  the 
point,  every  spring  and  water-pocket  and 
possible  mud  puddle. 

While  from  the  terraces  of  the  high 
plateaus  this  region  looks  almost  flat,  it 
is.  in  fact,  very  rough  and  broken.  Thei-e 
are  four  tables,  or  subsidiary  uplands,  ris- 
ing above  the  general  level,  each  one  a 
great  plateau,  and  each  in  its  way  worthy 
of  visit  and  description.  But  we  can  only 
name  them  here.  Far  to  the.  west  lies  the 
Shiwitz  Plateau,  overlooking  the  misera- 
ble Desert  Basin.  Next  eastward  is  the 
L'inkaret,  with  its  volcanic  cones  and 
lava  beds.  Mount  Trumbull  sloping  black 
and  sinister  above  the  rest.  Still  east- 
ward, across  the  ancient  valley  of  the 
Toroweap,  is  the  Kanab  Plateau,  its 
southern  end  forming  the  northern  wall 
of  some  twenty  miles  of  the  Grand 
Caiion.  Finally,  lying  along  the  whole 
eastern  side  of  the  district,  and  forming  a 
large  part  of  the  most  imposing  segment 
of  the  northern  wall  of  the  Grand  Caiion 
and  the  eastern  wall  of  the  Marble  Canon 
esplanade,  is  the  Kaibab  Plateau,  or  Old 
Buckskin,  as  hereabouts  it  is  familiarly 
called.  It  is  the  Kaibab  which  looms  up 
before  the  tourist  on  the  farther  side  of 
the  Grand  Canon  as  he  stands  upon  the 
brink  at  the  camp  of  tents.  It  is  from 
seven  to  nine  thousand  feet  above  sea- 
level,  stretches  a  hundred  miles  north 
and  south,  and  at  its  widest  is  somewhat 
more  than  thirtv  miles  across. 
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Over  tlie  middle  and  western  portions 
of  this  barren  iiortbei-n  Coloi-ado  bench, 
wliei-e  in  five  tliousand  square  miles  tliere 
may  be  a  dozen  s})ring-s  and  fickle  water- 
pockets,  bands 
of  wild  horses 
I'oam,  defying- 
pursuit,  worry- 
ing' more  docile 
stock, and  eating- 
grass  and  drink- 
ing water  wliicli 
are  none  too 
plenty  for  cat- 
tle and  for  bet- 
ter -  mannered 
liorses.  But  a 
fine  show  these 
splendid  crea- 
tures make  of  it 
when,  from  ten 
to  fifty  in  a 
bunch,  they 

catch  sight  of 
an  outfit  like 
ours  and  line 
out  for  a  run. 

We  bear  off  to 
the  southwest, 
over  the  long 
lava  slopes  and 
up  the  frowning 
crests  of  Mount 
Trumbull,  thence 
south  ward  along 
a  broad  shalk)w 
valley  called  the 
Toroweap;  toour 
right  a  gloomy 
line  of  volcanoes 
perched  upon  the 
Uinkaret,  with 
great  black  riv- 
ers of  lava  sweep- 
ing between 
them  down  into 
the  valley  close  ^  (^lu 
beside  the  trail, 
while  to  the  left, 

marvellously  buttressed  and  alcoved,  the 
western  edge  of  the  Kanab  Plateau  jour- 
neys with  us.  Soon  the  farther  wall  of 
the  Great  Canon  looms  up  ahead,  across 
the  valley,  two  thousand  feet  high,  and 
we  ride  out  upon  a  broad  esplanade  open- 
ing east  and  west.  The  Toroweap,  en- 
tering the  valley  of  the  great  Colorado, 
swings  us  back  among  the  centuries  to  a 
time  after  the  Colorado  Plateau  had   be- 
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come  cleai'ed  of  ils  upper  strata,  and  when, 
as  a  leisurely  stream  uj)  in  the  sunlight, 
the  great  river  swe{)t  down  from  the  moun- 
tains, receiving   here  and   th(n*e  its  tribu- 
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taries,  also  leisurely  and  sun -loving,  their 
burrowing  capacities  in  check  because  the 
descent  was  slow  and  the  channels  free. 
Such  a  tributary  to  the  Coloi-ado  River 
was  the  Torowea]).  But  there  is  no  stream 
in  the  Toroweaj)  Valley  now,  and  the 
dry  bed  ends  upon  the  dry  bed  of  the 
old  Colorado,  which  we  have  called  its  es- 
planade. 

But  what  of  the  Colorado  River?     Has 
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it  too  <,''ono  dry  ?      Let  us  sec.      Wc  leave  tlieni  uinoni^  tlie  trees  as  one  niig-lit  i-un- 

tlie  animals  and  saunter  on  in  tii(^  diicc-  away  cows.      But  as  we  were   not  out  to 

tion  of  llie  long  clitl'-line  on  llic  opposiK'  kill   llnnjis,  we  left   llieni  mostly  to   their 

side   of  the   esj)lanade.      jhit   not   far.   for  own  devices. 

almost  hefore  we  Icnow  it  the  hottom  has  However  pleasant   it  may  he.  after  the 

fallen  away,  and  we  are  peeriim"  over  the  hot  weeks  of  strenuous  travel  in  the  open, 

ed.n'e  of  a  chasm  three  thousand  feet  sheer  to  loiter  under  the  pines  and  among  the 

down    to   a   foaming   rivulet,   for   such    it  glades    in    the  heart    of  tlie    Kaihab.  you 

seems,  at  the  bottom.      This  chasm,  about  cannot    long   resist    those    liazy   glimpses 

as   wide  as  it  is  deej),  stretclu's  away  to  caught  liere  and  there  between  tiie  trees 

right  and  left,  nearly  in   the  axis  of  the  into  far  blue  de})lhs  upon  wliich  shadowy 

esi)lanade  on  which  we  stand.     This  is  the  outlines    of    temjdes    and    minarets,   and 

iniUM'  goi'ge  of  the  Colorado.  nameless  dreamy  masses  in  soft  I'icli  col- 

What  has  liai)i)ened  to  drop  the  Colora-  ors.  tloat  and   gleam.      However  deep   in 

do  three  thousand  feet  through  solid  i-ock  the    forest  oi-  cozy  Ijesiue  your  cam})  fire 

with  this  mockery  of  a  rivei- gaping  down  at   the    edge    of    one    of    those    matchless 

upon  it?  glad(>s.  the  sp(dl  of  the  great  al\vss  liovers 

The  geoh^gists  say  that  this  was  due  to  about  you  and  lures  you  to  its  sit:e.    You 

a  change  of  weather,  the  climate  becom-  ride   for  a    day   and   crawl    over  upon    a 

ing  ai'id  wliile   the  plateau  went  on   i-is-  great  peninsula  of  rock  —  Powell's  Pla- 

ing.      Evidenci^    of   such   a   change  is   at  teau.  they   name  it — which  looms  above 

liand  all  over  this  region   in  the  form  of  tlie  lieai't   of  this   under-world,  and  revel 

shallow.  anci(Mit    river  -  courses,   dry    like  in  the  vision.    1 1  was  from  this  command- 

the    Toroweap,    wiiicli     run    towai'd     the  ing  ])oint  that  Thomas  !Moran  caught  the 

Colorado,  their  bottoms  more  or  less  cov-  inspii'ation  of  colcu'  and  of  space  which  is 

ered  now  with  the  wash  of  the  hills  about  ti-anslated  u])Ou  his  great  canvas  lianging 

them.  These  were  relativ(dy  short  streams,  in  the  Capitol  at  Washington.      You  I'ide 

their  drainage  areas  small,  and  including  and  camp  and  ride  again  out  and  out  for 

no  mouj'tains  to  wring  moisture  from  the  miles  to  the  last  roclc  jiillar  which  stands 

clouds  or  store  the  winter  snows.    But  the  poised  on  P(^int  Sublime,  and  linger  hour 

parent  stream,  the  Colorado,  with  its  chief  aftei*  hour    in    the    thrall    of    a    waking 

tributaries,  heads  in  far  high  mountains,  dream. 

and    so   has  continued    to    carry   a    lai*ge  Then  away  you  go  again — for  it  makes 

volume  of  water.    Thus  as  the  whole  })la-  you   restless,  this    mighty    thing  of   tran- 

teau    slowly    ros(\  bearing    the    dri(xl-up  scendent  beauty — and   after  many   miles 

channels  u])on    its  surfac(\  the  Colorado,  r(\u'ii     a    towering    promontory     around 

narrowing  its  bed.  cut  its  way  deeper  and  which  the  river  malvcs  a  great  curve  as  it 

de(^})er.   forming    the    inner    gorge    upon  emerges    from     the    ]\Iarb]e    Canon    and 

whose  brink  we  stand.  sweoi)s  into  the  vast  chambered  space  be- 

Erom    whatever  point   in   the   western  low.      This  is  the  vantage-ground,  locally 

part  of  this  district  you  gam  an  outlot)ic.  known  as  Greenland  Point,  infrequently 

the  eye  is  drawn  to  a  long  dark  level  up-  visitetl  by  parties  of  the  nearest  ^Mormon 

lift  which  wholly  cuts  oil'  the  world  far-  villagers  for  a  view  of  the  Gi"and  Canon, 

ther   east.      This    is   the   Kaibal)  Plateau.  Two  ])rojecting  clitVs  ujion   this  ]>oiiit  are 

and  thither  now  we   turn,  for   (>veryi)ody  known    to    the   geologists  as  Ca2>e  P(\val 

has  told  us  that    it  is  a  paradise  u])  there  and  Cape  Final. 

in  the  forest.  \Ve  struijgle  for  four  days  \Vhen  ]\lajor  Powell  and  his  men  came 
across  the  desei't.  In^uiing  the  Kanab  lloating  down  the  river  they  setuned  a 
Canon  and  up  the  rough  trails  which  little  remoi'seful  for  the  mood  in  which 
lead  to  the  summit.  Wcvo  you  may  the  Dirty  Devil  had  Ixhmi  named,  and  as 
wander  for  days  in  an  open  forc^st  o(  tiiey  reached  the  nioulh  of  a  gorgeous 
noble  ])in(\s;  or  along  (\\([uisite  g'.ade^^.  side  canon  a  few  miles  below  our  Green- 
green-bottomed,  wliere  the  (piaking  aspen  land  Poiiit.  wheiu'e  issues  a  sparkling 
cluHU'S  th(^  eye.  and  etiged  wiiii  tiie  deli-  brook,  they  wei'(>  ins]ni'ed  to  call  it  the 
cate  spir(^s  of  spruce  and  lir.  Ih'ight  Bright  Angel.  P  was  at  a.  little  spring 
flowers  bloom  in  long  forest-s(M|-iestered  close  under  the  edge  of  the  summit  ledges 
parks,  and  you  may  even  hear  water  uur-  in  which  this  hap]n]y  christened  stream- 
glehere  and  there  amc^ng  the  rocivs.  l^oev  let  linds  its  scnn-ce  that  we  lingered  long- 
are    ])lenty   and   very   tame.      AVe   eliased  e>l  in  camp,  loath  to  I'elinquish  the  shelter 
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of  the  noble  forest  and  lose  the  glinipses 
of  wondei'land  down  throug-h  Ihe  glow- 
ing- corridor  of  cliffs  and  towers  wliicli 
the  Bright  Angel  has  fashioned  in  its  mad 
rush  to  the  bosom  of  the  Colorado.  But 
there  are  hundreds  of  hot  miles  between 
us  and  home,  and  so  at  last,  after  some 
days  of  forest  wandering-,  we  turn  our 
faces  toward  the  eastern  facade  of  the 
Kaibab,  heading-  for  Lee's  Ferry. 

Here  we  secure  a  small  boat  and  work 
our  way  toilsomely  up  into  the  lower 
boxes  of  the  Glen  Canon,  trying  to  re- 
alize, as  we  drift  back  again,  the  toils  and 
dangers  and  recompense  of  those  who 
have  floated  through  all  the  long-  stretches 
of  the  canons — Powell  and  Stanton  with 
their  parties,  and  twice  in  more  recent 
years  adventurous  persons  in  rude  skiffs, 
Avhose  names  I  do  not  know.  From  the 
ferry  crossing  you  look  down  the  upper 
reaches  of  the  Marble  Canon,  its  walls 
steadily  rising  until  they  close  in  per- 
spective over  gloomy  depths. 

It  is  a  thirsty  ride  of  seventy-five  miles 
along  the  Echo  Cliffs  from  Lee's  Ferry 
to  water  at  the  trading-post  at  Willow 
Springs,  whence  the  way  leads  on  to  the 
Mormon  city  of  Tuba  and  to  the  Pueblo 
Indian  ranches  in  the  valley  of  the  Moen- 
copie. 

I  have  not  woven  into  my  way-side 
narrative  the  human  interests  passing  in 
and  out  through  the  story  of  the  scarred, 
insistent  earth  which  so  inevitably  domi- 
nated our  waking  hours.  But  we  stopped 
beside  forlorn  hovels,  whose  Mormon 
inmates  had  memories  clear  enough  of 
better  times  in  other  lands,  and  hopes 
pathetic  and  dim  of  a  brighter  day  for  the 
chosen.  Cattle-men,  weeks  from  the  sight 
of  other  faces,  were  glad  to  leave  their 
cabins  under  lonesome  cliffs  and  ride  for 
miles  beside  us  to  hear  our  story  and  to 
tell  their  own.  Dusky  forms,  mostly  of 
Pah  Utes  and  Navajos,  would  dash  out 
upon  us  or  suddenly  materialize  at  our 
camp  fires  in  the  remotest  places,  and  in 
mutual  stares  and  smokes  and  pantomime 
we  aUvays  won  our  way  to  good  fellow- 
ship and  confidence. 

From  Tuba  the  way  is  not  far  to  the 
eastern  fringe  of  the  Coconino  Forest,  and 
across  the  uplands  to  the  camp  of  tents 
upon  the  southern  brink  of  the  Grand 
Caiion,  where  the  stage  route  from  Flag- 
staff ends.  A  large  tract  on  both  sides 
of  the  caiion  in  this  region  has  been  se- 
questered for  a  national  ])ark. 


The  Cataract,  the  Glen,  and  the  Marble 
canons,  and  that  i)ortion  of  the  Grand 
Canon  which  lies  below  the  Toroweap, 
are  gorges  of  overpowering  grandeur,  but 
they  are  perfectly  comprehensible.  When 
you  have  won  your  way  along  and  across 
them,  and  now  in  sun  and  now  in  shadow 
have  studied  their  sombre  walls,  you  can 
(>asily  enough  describe  tliem  and  recall 
better  -  known  cafions  and  gorges  which 
serve  fairly  well  by  comparison  to  illus- 
trate their  extent  and  majesty.  But  face 
to  face  with  this  other,  comparisons  are 
futile,  and  figures  and  estimates  seem  im- 
pei'tinent.  Each  change  of  season,  each 
new  day,  and  every  ))assi ng  hour  reveals 
new  elements  of  grandeur  in  the  cliff's, 
fresh  phases  of  transcendent  beauty  in 
their  colors. 

The  great  caiion  is  shy  of  the  camera, 
and  the  marvellous  blue  haze,  now  lumi- 
nous, now  faint,  now  shot  with  purple  as 
the  light  falls  red  upon  it  at  sunset,  is  al- 
ways there  holding  its  reserve  inviolate. 
Single  cliff's  and  towers  of  rare  strength 
and  beauty  you  ma}^  secure  upon  your 
films,  but  the  caiion  never. 

The  outline  panoramas  sketched  by 
Holmes  for  the  geological  survey  recall 
some  very  striking  forms  and  grouping 
of  masses,  and,  simple  as  they  are,  con- 
vey, I  think,  better  than  photographs  an 
im})ression  of  space  and  distance. 

The  first  white  men  to  look  upon  the 
Grand  Canon  were  some  old  Spaniards, 
who  went  out  from  the  Moqui  villages  in 
15H.  A  few  of  them  scrambled  down 
the  cliffs  a  little  way,  and  took  a  world 
of  satisfaction,  when  they  got  back,  in 
pointing  out  to  their  wiser  comrades,  who 
had  staid  al)ove,  some  ])iniiacles  of  rock 
})art  way  down  ap])arently  as  large  as  a 
man.  but  which  they  ti-iumphantly  de- 
clared were  bigger  than  the  great  tower 
of  Seville. 

Major  Powell,  who  knows  the  Colora- 
do well,  says  im))ressive  things,  in  vei-y 
charming  fashion,  about  the  Grand  Can- 
on. But  he  iinds  the  task  perilously  ex- 
acting, and  at  last,  yielding  to  the  frenzy 
of  cc^mparison,  plucks  u])  j\[ount  Washing- 
ton by  the  roots  to  the  level  of  the  sea,  and 
drops  it  head-Iirst  into  the  abyss,  calling 
you  to  witness  that  the  watei'S  still  flow 
between  the  walls.  Anon  the  Blue  Ridge  is 
])lucked  up  and  even  hurled  into  the  can- 
on; but  there  is  room  aplenty  still,  ]\fr. 
Warner,  wearying  of  description,  stows 
away  the  Yosemite  in   an   inconspicuous 
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si(l('  i^oruc  and  (l(ili(>s  you  to  liiid  it.    Tlioii  siihliine,  to  .select  a  .siiiLile  point  upon  tlie 

}i(;  .sit.niiioiis  (Iroains  of  tlie   Oi'ictil.  calls  canon's    brink    of    which   you    can    say. 

IJabylon   haclc   across  tiic  years,  lixes   his  tins  is.  alter  all,  the  best.      AlloL^^llier,  it 

r\('.s    upon    a     fai'.   aei'ial     iieaven     which  has  seemed  to   me  tlial    of  all  the  })laces 

fjides  ;it    last  into  visions  of  the  N(nv.)ern-  which   I  have  visited  on  either  side  of  tlie 

s;(i('in.  and   so.   alto.uet  her.  comes  oil  with  i-iver  the  one  which  is  most  impressive  is 

ilyin.i^  coloi's   from    his   skilful,   lusty   tilt  a  lonu'  hi<:h  spur,  forest  clad   at  the   base 

with  the  im])ossible.  and    bare  at  the  end,  on   the   south   side. 

'i'h(Mnost  wis(»  and  sym})aLh(Mic.  as  well  about    forty  miles   l)elow    Hance"s   Camp, 

as  leariKHl  description  of  the  (Trantl  Can-  This  looms  fai- out  over  tlie  deei>s  between 

on  and    its  adjacent  country  is,  1    thinlc.  two  miiihty  gulf.s.  and  conniiands  a  stretcli 

tliat     of    Captain    Dutton,    unfortunately  of  many  miles   of  the   broadest  and   pro- 

bui'ied  for  most  I'cadei's  in  a  bulky  r(^])ort  foundest    sections    of    the   (irand  Canon. 

—  \'ol.   II. of  the  United  Slates  Geolo^i-  it  has  l)een  called  Sentinel  Point.      There 

cal  Survey.  is  water  upon  the   plateau  near  tlie  base 

After  all,  one   may  be   ulad    if  lu^   can  of  tlu^  spur. 

win   the   conviction    that    in    a    world    so  Do    not    i:o   before    you   have   seen    tlie 

strenuous   with    obvious  duties  and   con-  a'reat  valley  tilled  to  the  brim  with  seeth- 

scientious   imi)ulses   no   man   has    got  to  in_o-  billows  of  cloud,  and  watched  their 

describe  the  Grand  Canon.  fadinu*  under  the  touch  of  the  early  sun. 

But    if    you    would    really    know    tlie  You  must  see  a  shower  march  across  the 

canon     you     must     not      hasten     away,  vast  spaces  below,  leaving  trails  of  heig-ht- 

Many  interesting  journeys  along  its  bor-  ened    color   upon  the  streaming  faces   of 

dei'S,  afoot  and  ahorse,  aie  feasible  from  the  clitl's.      From   above  you   should  see 

the  camp.      You  may  ride  northeastward  the  night  close  in,  and  strain  the  eyes  to 

for  sixteen    miles    among    the    pihons   of  catch  the  outline  of  familiar  forms  grown 

the   Coconino    Basin    and   peer    into    the  faint    and   far   and   sti'ange.      And  when 

shivery     dej)ths     of     the     nari-ow     gorge  the   mocnilight  falls  full  into  the  depths, 

tlirough  ^vhicli  the  Little  Colorado  sinks  say  if  you  can  that  down  there  it  is  still 

into    the    arms    of    its    big    brother    frorii  a  part  of  the  earth  you  know. 

the  scorching  sands  of  the  Painted  Des-  You  should  scramble  down   the  trails 

ert.     You  may  visit  a  little  group  of  clitt'-  and  learn  that  it  is  a  real  river  foaming 

houses    in    the   gullies    which    lead    from  and  tossing  over  the  rocks.      But  you  will 

the   basin    up    into   the    m)rthern    fringes  not  win  your  way  to  the  inmost  spirit  of 

of    the    forest.       You     can     grope     your  the  place  unless  you  spend  a  night  alone 

way  itito   limestone  caves   far  down    the  down  in  those  awesome  chambers— as  far 

ledges.     You  may  waiuler  for  miles  along  out  o(  the  world  as  you  can  get.  it  seems, 

the     brink    of    the    canon,    winding     in  and  still  hold  the  link  intact.      The  going 

and   out   to  head   the   vast   amphitheatres  out   of  tiie  day  from   your  seclusion   and 

which  face  the   abyss,  picinng  up  old  ar-  the  splendor  of  the  world's  night  far  above 

row-heads  and   fi'agnuMits  of  archaic  pot-  you.  the    unearthly    sweep    of  the  moon- 

tery.      Here  a  ud  thei't^  small  stone   iniins  liu'ht    across  the  t'aces   of  the   awful  clitfs 

of  the  ancient   folk  stand  upon  ovtM'hang-  which  hem  you  in.  and  the  coming  of  the 

ing  ])innacles  and  spurs :  aiul  if  you  icnow  morning,  ushered   in   u])on  your   solitude 

the    Pueblo    Indians,  the   descendants    of  in  mysterious  fasliion  from  some  in  visible 

tlie    dill"  -  dw<'llers.  you     will     m)t    doubt  source — tlu^se  ami  the  memory  of  a  hun- 

that  dusk}'    forms   have   in    the    old   days  dred  weird  ha}>penings  of  the  night,  which 

lingered  motionless  upon  these  command-  I   may  not  liimnM*   to    set  down,  will   sea] 

ing   outlooks,  enthi-alled  by   tlu^    subiime  the  enchantnuuit  when,  again  stretched  in 

sj)ectach\    and    in    clos(>    commune    with  the  fi'iendly  shade    of  sonu^    gnarled   old 

those  mysterious  powers  in  earth  and  air  cedar   close    upon   the  bi'inlc.  you   let   the 

which    fashioned    it.      A    riile    of    ninety  hours   sli}i   by    in    di-eamy    visions    which 

miles   south  west  ward    will    briiiL;-   you    tti  each   monu-nt   weaves   afresh    (Uit    of    the 

the    bottom    of     the     canon    o\'    (.'aiaract  mass  and  color  of  cliff  and  ])innacle  and 

Creek',    where    a    tl winiUim:-    i-elic    of    tlie  gorge  and  their  V(m1  of  ethereal  blue. 

Su])ai    Indians  awaits    extiiunion   in   poor  So  at   last  we   have  learned   whei-e  the 

wicki(Mi])s     among     their     meagre     corn-  old  Colorado  counts   from,  and  have  seen 

fields  and  melon-patches.  it  swee})ing  through  dwindling  gorges  out 

It  is  not    easv.  where   everv  outlook  is  to  the  desert  of  the   far  Southwest.      We 
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liavo  won  from  tlx;  p-]>(Mt  ])lat(^au  a  )•('- 
liearsal  of  its  eventful  storv.  The  mys- 
tery of  llie  country  beyond  the  i-iver  lias 
been  mei-g'ed  in  i)ictur(\s  of  a  summer  holi- 
day. We  know  that  those*  tiny  nplifts 
ovei"  llier(^  upon  the  farthei'  bj-ink  are  not 
the  ])nny  twi^-Jels  wliicdi  they  seem,  but 
gij^'anlic  ])ines,  throuLih  \vhos(*  swayin<4" 
toi)s  Ihe  wind  moans  and  sin^s.  AVe 
couhl  even  j)i'()ve,  '"an  we  would."  out  of 
its  miles  of  s))]endid  ('iiHs.  that  the  (Iraiul 
Canon  is,  indeed,  the  mastei'pieee  of 
worhl  sculpture.  i>ut  when  the  hist  is  said. 
the  spirit,  as  at  the  lirst,  is  swayeil  most 
of  all  by  its  elusive,  unearthly  l)eauly. 
Perhaps  Mr.  Warner,  after  all.  w;is  wise 
to  drop  haltin<i-  phi-ases  and  tuiai  to  visions 
of  the  New  Jerusalem. 

Our  way  liomewai'd  h^ads  ])ast  the  ^lo 
qui  villag-es,  where  wo  lin^cM-  thr()u.i;-li 
th(^  w(ui'd  cer(Mnoni;il  of  the  snake  dance 
at  Walpi.      Thence  the  hot  trails  lead  us 


for  ei^-lit  days  over  the  wide  stretches  of  the 
Navajo  reservation,  throutrb  a  forest  ruin 
tui'ued  to  stone,  around  tlie  we.-itern  spur 
of  the  Cai-riso  Mountains,  aci-oss  tlie  San 
.luan  Kiver  into  the  Montezuma  Valley, 
past  the  lonijf  foot  of  the  Sierra  El  Late. 
alonu'the  western  front  of  the  Mesa  Verde, 
in  whose  recesses  tlie  ureal  clitt'-dwellin.frs 
are  concealed.  And  so  we  sti':ifro;]e  into 
the  ranch.  There  still  are  ten  of  us.  but 
it  is  in  })art  another  ten.  For  of  tlje  six 
sturdy,  willini:-  beasts  which  started  on 
the  way.  only  two  have  weathered  the 
])i'ivations  and  hai'dshi])S  of  the  tliirteen 
hundred  arid,  toilsome  n)iles  wbicb  make 
uj)  the  I'ecord  of  our  summer  wanderiufi'. 
The  hardsliips  of  the  way  are  soon 
forii'otten.  but  in  the  luT.s  of  busy  life 
the  inenu^ry  is  fain  to  conjure  back 
the  spell  of  those  serene  deeps,  wbicb 
woven  once,  noi*  time  nor  space  sball 
ever  break. 


DESTINY. 

B\    .\NNA    C    BKACKRTT. 

The  Angel  said: 

"   ,4    LL   ])laces   ai*e   to    thee   tins   tbresbina'-floor ; 
l\     Vainly    l)efore   thee   stamls   its  o]")en   dooi'. 

Here  shall   thou    dwell,  nor   evtM-  mayst   tbou    quail: 
Here   stand,  and  swing  tlu*  nevtM'-resiino-  ihiil. 

Her(*  out  of  ein])ty  cbatV  tbresb   thou  full  grain 
To  wave  triumphant   "under  sun   and  rain. 

Nay,  out    (^f  sands  of  waiting  sih^  tbou  l)eat 
With   tireh^ss  strok(\   JTo])e"s  golden-tossing  wheat. 

Thr<*sh   tbou   bmniliation's   i)ittei'  seed 
To   lofty    ])ride  sutUcient    for   thy    neeil  : 

And   fear  and  teri'or  bt\it   tluMi   out.  O  soul. 
To  courage  bigii    that   lUires  to   face  the   Avhole. 

Tluui    from   the  ]iain   tossed   all   abcMit    tby   feet 
Tiiresb   sti'ong  content,  and   peace,  and  joy   t-oniplete. 

Count  thou   euoue-b   tby  faith  (^f  yesterday 
Until   to-niorrow"s   tiud    its  tardy    way, 

Nov  dream   tiu)u  that   thy  lot   tluMi   canst  evade: 
Stand   tirni!      Swinu-  sure!""  the   low-voiced   Ane-el   said 


Then   spread   bis   wings,  bigii    poixnl   in    steady   iligbt 
Wb(U'e  all   I'lie  stars   were  sbiniiiu"  in   the  niu'ht. 
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BEING   AX    EPISODE    IX   THE    LIFE    OF    RICIIARI)    RYDEK,  OTHERWISE    GALLOPING 
DICK,    SOMETIME    GENTLEMAX    OF    THE    KOAD. 

BY    II.  B.  MARRIOTT   WATSON. 


ri^HERE  was  many  an  adventure  befell 
X  me  in  a  pretty  broad  circuit  of  life 
that  tickled  my  ribs  to  a  proper  tune; 
and  I  have  cackled  over  some  escapades 
with  a  wider  mouth  than  ever  I  sat  out 
the  most  roaring-  comedy  of  the  play- 
houses. Not  but  what  there  were  some 
liig-h -step ping  pieces  to  my  taste  in  the 
town — well  enough  to  clap  eyes  on,  no 
doubt,  but  cockatrices  mighty  greedy  of 
the  gullet,  as  you  could  spy  at  a  glance. 
And,  after  all,  a  wench  is  no  food  for  hu- 
mor, but  for  anothei'  purpose  altogether. 
I  pin  no  faith  upon  'em  at  the  best.  But 
of  all  tlie  chances  that  I  encountered,  what 
most  rarely  served  my  palate  was  this  un- 
expected meeting  in  the  West  Country, 
which,  I  will  admit  at  the  outset,  and  ere 
I  saw  clearly  the  shape  of  my  predica- 
ment, set  my  heart  a-bobbing  fast  enough. 
It  fell  in  this  way. 

'Twas  on  a  Monday  in  the  late  summer 
of  that  year  of  grace  1685  that  I  rode  up 
from  the  valle\'S  of  the  North  in  the  com- 
pany of  Tony  Flack,  and  we  came  to  a 
pause  upon  the  hind  quai'ters  of  Exeter 
town.  Tony  himself  was  for  caution,  and 
would  have  us  turn  away  to  a  little  road- 
side tavern  that  we  botli  knew  for  a  safe 
resting-place,  with  a  stanch  innkeeper  to 
boot.  But  I  was  for  Exeter  itself,  for,  to 
say  the  truth,  my  stomach  was  sour  with 
those  rank  swipes  of  the  country-side,  and 
'twas  some  days  since  I  had  champed  my 
teeth  about  a  town.  The  facts  argued 
with  Tony,  chicken-hearted  as  he  was, 
and  I  will  not  deny  it;  for  there  right  be- 
fore us  lay  the  argument,  in  the  shape  of 
a  rumbling,  muddy,  parti-colored  chaise 
that  was  creeping  up  the  hill.  Now  it 
had  so  fallen  out,  more  by  way  of  a  jest 
than  by  any  material  design,  that  we  had 
scarified  the  occupant  of  this  saine  car- 
riage some  ten  miles  back  in  the  thick  of 
a  waste  moorland  that  afternoon.  'Twas 
a  mere  idle  freak,  taken  out  of  wanton- 
ness and  upon  a  merry  dinner,  and  by  no 
means  for  the  sake  of  the  guinea  or  two 
that  we  found  in  his  pockets.  Tony 
gives  the  nag  a  slap  of  his  sword,  and  off 


she  goes  a-spinning  down  the  highway  for 
dear  life,  with  the  coachman  all  asweat 
with  teri'or,  and  the  melancholy  visage 
of  a  gentleman  in  his  red  periwig  hang- 
ing out  of  the  window;  while  tliere  we 
stood,  the  two  of  us,  laughing  a  broad- 
side. The  nag  had  a  piebald  front  to  her, 
and  the  chaise,  as  I  have  said,  was  in 
several  colors;  and  thus  it  happened  that, 
the  lights  falling  suddenly  on  'em  in  that 
tail  of  the  day,  as  we  came  out  upon  the 
back  of  Exeter,  Tony  drew  up  and  shoved 
his  paw  forwai'd,with  a  miglity  blank  face. 

"  See  there.  Dick  !"  says  he.  "And  what 
d'ye  make  of  that?" 

'Twas  ])lain  eiiough  what  I  made  of  it, 
but  I  only  laughed. 

"I  make  a  chaise  and  the  half,"  says 
I,  "and  I'll  warrant  to  make  two  by  the 
time  we  reach  Exeter,"  for,  to  be  sure, 
swipes  or  no  swipes,  we  had,  each  of  us, 
a  good  warm  lining  to  the  stomach. 

Tony  cast  me  a  sui-ly  glance.  "  Eot 
you!"  said  he,  "an'  if  the  liquor  spoil 
youi'  wits,  I'll  be  damned  if  it  shall  mine. 
Nor  I  won't  run  my  neck  into  the  noose 
for  you  nor  any  like  you." 

"You're  a  white-livered  sort  of  cur, 
you  are,  Tony,"  said  I,  with  another  laugh. 
"  And  I  suppose  the  trai)S  will  be  waiting 
for  us  in  a  posse  outside  the  White  Hart. 
And  I  shouldn't  wonder  if  the  topsman 
himself  was  to  snatch  oil*  his  hat  to  us  as 
we  ])assed  by." 

"Sink  me!"  growled  Tony,  "you  for- 
get 'twas  broad  daylight  when  we  took 
'em." 

"Well,"  says  I,  "I  have  a  notion  to 
sleep  in  Exeter,  and  I  mind  me  of  a  very 
dainty  belly  under  my  belt.'' 

W'ith  tliat  we  brought  up  in  a  disputa- 
tion, and  being  in  a  merry  mood,  what 
with  the  wine  and  the  sight  of  the  win- 
dows twinkling  in  the  town  above  mo,  I 
gave  him  a  pretty  salvo  of  wit,  which 
sent  him  presently  into  a  sullen  temper. 

"As  you  will,"  said  he  at  last,  "but  I 
am  no  fool,  and  none  knows  better  than 
you,  Dick  Ryder,  that  I  am  no  coward. 
And  I  will  be  hanged  for  a  connnon  cut- 
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pur^.-  if  I  u'o  foi-tli   ;i<:;iiti   upon  ;my  siicli     will  f.-tcli  u^  i.oili  up  in  Newifate  erelono^. 

111,1(1  hnsincss  willi  :i  tipsy  l)ra<i<i-art.'"  ami  llial".s  wlial   Tin  Kx.Kiiio- at."  says  lie. 

'•  l',i-a^uarl  :"    I    critMi,    starliiiu-  atianie,  I  lauLi-lietl.     ••  Y(.u  \v<n.jKi  ])rove  a  better 

and    twi^tin.u-  C'alyi)S()   round    auainsl    his     tohyman.  Tony."  said   I.   "•  if    yu  would 

think  ievs  of 
yi»urneck."  And 
tlien,  lookinL^  at 
liini.  I  roai'ed. 
■  Hut.  zounds.  1 
don't  wondf-r  at 
your  ft-ars!"  for 
]\i<  neck  was  liice 
a  ey^^nels.  only 
discolored  to  a 
i-usty  iron. 

But  Tony  was 
still  in  a  sour 
eiioui:li  mood, 
and  thoufrh  he 
jogii-ed  his  horse 
lo  my  sum- 
mons, he  spoke 
no  word  as  we 
went  up  the  liill. 
The  chaise  had 
vanished. but  for 
all  that  I  could 
see  liis  thou,L'"hts 
were  twitterins: 
about  it.  And  m 
this  way  we  r(Hle 
up  into  the  town. 
S})rinkled  ^vltll 
o-rowinu'  lights, 
aud  'twas  not 
until  we  came 
abreast  of  the 
While  Hai't  that 
Tony  oi)ened  his 
nuHith. 

■'  If  I  was  you. 
and  was  of  your 
kidney."  says  lie, 
with  a  snet>r, 
•'  1  should  think 
shame  to  dine 
upon  a  sanded 
tloor  and  drink 
(mt  of  ale-jugs. 
Xc^hing  short  of 
the  White  Hart 
would  suit  me: 
no.  not   if  I    was 

liorse's  rump.       Hut   Tony  saw   in   a    tlash      to    swing    for    it  —  if    I    was    you.    Dick 

that   he  had  g(^ne  too  far.  and  he  turned     KydtM-." 

verv  mild  au'ain.  •'l"»anime."  says  T.  suddenly,  and  rein- 

•"  I  nu'an  no  t)t!"ence."said  be:  ■■  wtOiave     inu"  in.    "that   sana^   thought   was   in    my 

been  good  comrades  toi:Tther,  Pick  Ivyder.      ^nvn  noddie!     And.  sure,  the  White  Hart 

Ibit  I  will  warrant  the^e  daredevil  hnmi^rs     it    sh:ill    be."      With    that    1    turned    the 
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niai'e's  nose  and  was  pointing-  for  the  door, 
when  Tony  stopped  nie. 

"What  the  devil  woukl  you  do?"  he 
cried  in  his  aharni.  "You  will  fetch  the 
noose  over  us  I" 

"Faith,"  said  I,  "hut  you  may  go  to 
the  devil  for  nie.  I  am  weary  of  your 
clacking-,  and  I  have  a  mind  to  dine  in 
good  company/' 

He  fell  back  with  a  curse,  and  Calypso 
moved  on.  But  turning-  back,  I  saw  him 
staring-  with  a  sulky  sneer  upon  his  face, 
and  I  could  perceive  from  his  attitude 
that  he  took  my  words  for  an  empty  piece 
of  boasting-.  Then  there  was  that  term 
"braggart"  stuck  in  my  gullet;  and  in 
a  second,  and  upon  the  impulse,  I  pulled 
the  mare's  nose  against  the  doorway  and 
bawled  for  the  ostler.  Tony  was  still 
visible,  standing-  agape  in  the  centre  of 
the  road;  but  I  paid  him  no  heed,  merely 
handing-  the  bridle  to  the  ostler,  and  then 
leaping  from  the  saddle,  I  walked  through 
the  doorway  as  bold  as  you  please.  Now 
within  the  doorway  there  was  a  space  of 
hall,  very  bare  and  plain,  and  upon  two 
sides  there  opened  doors  into  the  further 
parts  of  the  house;  but  the  third  was  filled 
with  a  screen  of  windows,  separating-  a 
little  privy  corner,  in  which  sat  the  inn- 
keeper, very  greasy  and  atl'able  of  look. 
I  threw  down  a  guinea  and  he  fetched 
out  a  pint  of  wine;  the  which  drunken, 
I  turned  on  my  heel  and  clattered  up  to 
a  great  door  set  with  brass  knobs.  But 
the  little  fat  landlord  was  on  my  heels  in 
a  moment. 

"You  cannot  enter  there,"  saj's  he,  in 
a  great  taking.  " 'Tis  a  private  room, 
and  not  for  strangers." 

But  with  the  wine  newly  bubbling  in 
my  head,  I  made  little  of  him.  "The 
devil!"  said  I.  "I  will  have  what  I  pay 
for,  and  I  will  enter  where  I  list." 

"But,  indeed,''  he  gasped,  "  'tis  a  place 
privily  set  a})art,  and  for  an  occasion." 

"  'Tis  good  news,"  I  answered,  with  a 
cackle,  "for  that  is  what  my  heart  is  set 
upon." 

He  clasped  my  arin.  "Sir!  sir!"  he 
cried,  "indeed  this  will  be  most  vexatious 
to  his  lordship,  and  will  lose  me  his  cus- 
tom." 

I  started  round  on  him  sliari)]y.  "If 
I  want  a  door  with  brass  knobs,"  says  I, 
angrily,  "I  will  have  you  know  that  I 
will  have  a  door  with  brass  knobs,  ve  lit- 


tle   louse. 


And   throwinii*    otif    his 


hand,  I  opened  the  door. 
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Now  'tis  certain  enough  that  had  I  con- 
served my  wits  more  properly,  and  that 
dismal  juice  was  not  so  tiuent  in  my 
blood,  I  would  never  have  risked  this 
piece  of  devilry.  Not  but  what  Dick 
Ryder  wears  a  better  face  on  him  in  the 
nick  of  peril  than  most,  but  this,  as  you 
will  see,  was  scarce  the  occasion  for  a 
wanton  adventure,  and  I  will  confess  that 
Tony's  counsels  were  wiser  than  my  own. 
But  I  was  heated  with  the  drink  and  tlie 
long  ride,  and  I  would  bear  no  gainsay- 
ing. And  so  back  I  Hung  the  door.  The 
same  instant  a  cackle  of  laughter  saluted 
my  ears  and  a  stream  of  light  Hashed 
in  my  eyes.  AVhat  I  made  out  was  a 
long  table,  very  elegantly  prepared,  and 
a  dozen  or  more  of  gentle-folk  seated  at 
the  board,  and  plying  their  knives  like 
good  trenchermen.  There  was  a  lire 
roaring  on  the  hearth,  and  altogether  the 
scene  was  very  merry  and  presented  a 
comfortable  face.  And  what  with  that  ap- 
pearance of  warmth  and  the  smell  of  the 
viands  tickling  my  nostrils,  I  hesitated  no 
longer  upon  the  threshold  where  I  stood, 
but  pulling  to  the  door,  I  strode  across 
the  room  and  sliot  my  eyes  about  the 
table.  J  ust  then  there  came  another  flood 
of  laughter,  and  in  the  noise  of  it  I  stood 
surveying-  the  company,  by  this  time  in 
something-  of  a  confusion,  and  wondering 
in  m,y  fuddled  wits  what  the  devil  I  was 
at;  when  suddenly  there  gels  up  a  gentle- 
man from  his  seat  near  by,  and  very  civil- 
ly otters  me  a  chair.  "  Oh,  well,"  thinks 
I,  "as  I  am  gone  so  far,  I  may  as  well 
flesh  my  nose  in  thevictuals;"  and  with  a 
word  of  grace  in  answer  to  his  courtesy, 
down  I  popped  upon  my  prats,  and  fell 
upon  the  viands  with  a  will. 

The  room  was  buzzing  with  sound,  and 
the  warmth  and  the  fare  i)leased  me  very 
well.  But  where  the  devil  I  was  gotten, 
and  who  the  devil  these  cullies  might  \h\ 
ami  why  in  God's  name  I  was  thus  polite- 
ly admitted  to  the  board — these  were  the 
enigmas  that  floated  about  in  my  head. 
Not  tliat  I  was  in  any  embarra^ssment ; 
for  it  was  enough  for  me  if  I  was  to  bo 
entertained  thus  royally,  waited  upon 
with  the  best,  aiul  conjoined  with  a  high 
com))any,  such  as  was  scattej-ed  about  nie 
— and  all  without  so  much  as  a  singh^ 
trespass  upon  the  pocket.  But  by-and-by 
my  civil  neighbor  turns  to  nu\ 

"You  are  late,"  he  says.  "I  sui)pose 
you  wei-e  held  at  the  court;  or  do  you 
ride  from  town?" 
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"  Well/"  says  1,  yery  careful,  for  I  ;im 
not  llie  mail  to  trip  myself  over  a  word, 
"in  ;i  maimer  you  may  say  yes,"  I  says: 
ami  i  took  11  (lraii<iht  of  tlie  lankai'cl 
afoi'e  me. 

■'Ah!'"  he  said,  and  seemed  to  ))uzzle 
his  wits  over  the  rejoinder;  but  I  con- 
ceive he  was  in  nt)  very  active  condition 
of  mind,  and  it  is  like  enough  that  what 
1  said  seemed  from  some  corners  of  aspect 
to  contain  a  sensible  answer.  So  he  fol- 
lowed after  my  example,  and  sii)ped  his 
wine  meditatively. 

"His  lordshij)."'  says  he.  soon  again, 
"  is  in  higli  feather  this  eviMiing."" 

"You  may  say  that."  said  I.  delivering 
a  glance  towards  the  head  of  the  table, 
where  sat  a  long-faced,  handsome-looking 
fellow,  whom,  to  say  sooth,  I  had  not  as 
yet  minded  in  the  satisfaction  of  my  ap- 
petite. '"He  is  tilling  a  j)aiuich,  I  war- 
rant," I  said,  with  a  laugh. 

"Hush!"  whispered  he.  with  a  scared 
look  on  his  face,  and  glancing  about  him. 
"you  will  be  overheard." 

"  Overheard  !"  I  said.  "Am  I  a  wench 
that  must  Avalk  mim-moutlied  through 
her  wine,  and  not  deal  in  the  King's  plain 
English^  I  permit  no  man  to  dictate  to 
me  upon  my  language — not  I." 

The  fellow  stared  at  me  for  a  time,  and 
then,  "  You  have  a  bold  tongue,"  said  he, 
with  what  I  could  perceive  was  a  hint  of 
the  ironic.  "I  have  no  doubt  you  ply 
it  well.      What  is  your  court  f"  says  he. 

Aye.  thei'e  was  the  rub — what  was  my 
court:'  And  what  the  devil  was  I  when 
you  came  to  tlie  kernel?  I  had  made  out 
nothing  as  yet.  l)eing  taken  u\)  with  the 
food  and  the  attentions  o(  this  gaping 
oaf.  But  I  was  not  to  he  confounded 
by  him.  not  if  T  kiuMv  my  own  temper: 
ami  court  or  no  court,  I  made  answer 
l)lutl'  as  vou  please.  "  The  same  as  vours." 
says  I. 

"Oh!"  s;iys  he.  breaking  inio  a  smile. 
"  I  wear  my  professions  very  discernible, 
then:" 

"Yes.  you  do."  said  I.  bluntly. 

"I  am  giad  I  have  met  you."  he  went 
on.  pleasantly,  "and  I  shall  make  it  my 
duty  to  pursue  our  acquaintance.  It  is 
odd.  indeed.  And  what  think  you,  sir, 
of  the  Fassett  bu-^ine-'>:" 

He  spoke  wiiii  the  air  of  hanging  on 
my    words,  and    I    was    convinced    that. 

whatever    this   d d    matter  was,  "twas 

something  of  which  I  must  needs  be  cog- 
nizant.     S(-)  \n  I  plunged. 


"  Ah.  you  may  well  ask."  says  I.  nod- 
ding my  hiad.  "  Gad!  and  I  .see  you  are 
agreed  with  me.  Tiie  circumstances  stand 
so  i)lain  that  there  is  no  denial.  By  God! 
you  are  rigiit:  Til  warrant  that:  and  I 
myself  am  game  to  prove  it  with  the 
point."  says  I,  slapping  my  swoi"d. 

The  gentleman  drew  away,  looking  at 
me  with  some  anuizement.  and  presently 
his  face  took  on  an  expression  of  confu- 
sion, and  says  he. 

"Quite  so!"  says  he.  "Oh  yes.  I  am 
of  your  party:"  and  in  truth  I  believe  the 
fool  took  what  I  said  for  a  reply  to  his 
interrogation.  But  by  tiiis  I  was  now 
sobered  enough  to  discover  the  responsi- 
bilities among  which  I  was  thrown,  and 
that  I  must  keep  a  strong  observation  open 
if  I  was  not  to  run  my  liead  into  dan- 
ger. And  the  first.  I  must  enligliten  my- 
self upon  this  company  in  which  I  found 
myself:  for  which  purpose,  leaning  for- 
ward. I  set  my  eyes  upon  the  man  at  the 
end  of  the  table  and  examined  him  dili- 
gently. He  was.  I  judged,  somewliere 
about  thirty-five,  of  a  line  oval  face,  very 
justly  }n'oportioned,  a  sallow  brown  in 
habit,  and  crowned  above  his  rich  brown 
eyes  with  a  great  brown  wig,  which  sat 
awry  upon  his  head,  and  added  an  effemi- 
nate look  to  the  profligate  softness  of  his 
lower  face.  His  features  were  vei'V  finely 
marked,  his  nose  long  and  straight  and 
delicately  fleshed,  as  were  his  curved  and 
smiling  lips:  and  his  eyes,  which  were 
lai"ge  within  the  sockets,  gleamed  like 
agates  between  the  narrow  ctirtains  of 
his  eyelids,  and  sprang  very  quickly  into 
one  simulation  or  another.  Altogether 
his  was  a  reniarkable  face  to  look  on.  and 
attracted  strongly,  for  all  the  saturnine 
changes  of  his  color.  He  was  laughing. 
Hushed  to  the  sombre  eyes.  I  liad  fin- 
ished my  scrutiny,  and  I  took  olf  my 
gaze  from  him,  and  was  for  letting  it  fall 
back  on  my  neighboi'  to  interrogate  him 
upon  the  identity  of  this  tine  cock,  when 
in  its  passage  along  the  opposite  side  qj 
the  table  I  discovered,  not  very  far  from 
his  lordshiii  himself,  no  other  than  the 
prim-faced  gentleman  of  the  parti-colored 
chaise  that  Tony  and  I  had  ran.sacked 
that  same  aftei-noon  tijion  the  moors. 

The  discovery  struck  me  with  dismay, 
as  you  will  in:iagine:  but  there  was  worse 
to  tread  upon  its  heels,  for  the  num  was 
bowing  with  a  delicate  and  sickly  smile 
to  one  tliat  toasted  him  from  t'other  side, 
and  in  putting  down  his  glass,  and  with 
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the  grin  still  upon  his  lips,  his  eyes  lig'ht- 
ed  upon  mine  and  we  exchanged  glances. 

The  cully  turned  a  trifle  pale,  and 
winced,  moving  in  his  seat.  Then  he 
fi'owued,  and  seemed  mightily  taken  up 
with  his  plate,  after  \vliich  he  lifted  his 
head  again  and  directed  a  look  on  me. 
I  met  him  very  bold  and  square,  and  his 
eyes  gave  w^ay  befoi-e  me,  surrendering, 
so  to  say,  to  my  discbarge;  for  I  w^arrant 
I  gave  him  a  heavy  broadside.  But  all 
the  time  I  kept  seeking  in  my  brain  for 
some  way  out  of  this  damnable  predica- 
ment. Presently  lie  catches  up  a  piece  of 
paper,  and  ripping  ont  a  quill,  makes  some 
w^riting,and  calling  to  a  lackey,  hands  him 
the  document.  "What's  he  up  to  now?" 
thinks  I.  But  I  was  soon  to  learn,  for 
the  footboy  walked  up  to  the  head  of  the 
table,  and  with  a  bow  ofl:'ered  the  paper  to 
his  lordship — whoever  the  devil  ]te  might 
be. 

"  Well,"  says  I  to  myself,  "  I  am  com- 
mitted to  it  now;  and  it's  my  bearing 
against  his,  and  the  best  credentials." 
And  with  that,  feeling  that  the  matter 
^vas  passed  out  of  my  hands,  I  turned  on 
my  neighbor,  and  says  I  to  him,  but  still 
keeping  an  eye  on  the  pale-faced  booby, 
"  Who  may  his  lordship  be?"  I  says. 

Now  'twas  folly  in  me  to  have  put  the 
query  so  direct,  and  indeed  I  would  not 
have  ventured  on  the  simplicity  had  not 
my  wits  been  disturbed  by  the  incident 
I  have  related.  But,  in  point  of  fact, 
it  mattered  very  little  to  the  issue  of  the 
misadventure,  though  my  friend  started 
very  suddenly,  and  gazed  at  me  in  a 
gaping  fashion. 

"You  are  jesting,"  he  says.  "His 
lordship?" 

"Well,"  says  I,  a  trifle  grimly,  for  I 
saw  the  same  lordship  casting  his  eyes 
upon  the  paper.  "And  maybe  you  can 
put  a  name  on  him,  if  I  can't." 

"But — but,"  he  stammered,  and  then 
"  who  may  you  be?"  he  asked,  with  some 
suspicion,  and  in  another  manner. 

"Damn  you!"  said  I,  "I've  put  you  a 
question,  and  a  gentleman  should  need 
no  reminder  of  his  necessary  civilities," 
for  by  tliis  I  saw  his  lordship's  soft  and 
shining  eyes  directed  on  us.  "What's 
the  cully's  name?"  I  asked. 

He  looked  up,  following  my  glance,  and 
Ave  both  stared  at  the  man  who  was  star- 
ing at  us. 

" 'Tis  my  lord  Jeffreys,"  he  says,  in  a 
bare  whisper.      You  will  believe  me,  and 


I  make  no  shame  to  admit  it,  that  my 
legs  took  a  tremor  at  the  words;  but  I  can 
keep  a  face  upon  me  with  any,  and  so  I 
stared  at  that  sinister  and  smiling  butch- 
er, and  he  stared  at  me,  for  the  space  of 
some  seconds;  and  then  I  took  a  di-anght 
of  wine. 

"Thank'ee,'~  says  I,  calmly,  to  my 
neighbor.  "  'Tis  well.  I  have  some  busi- 
ness W'ith  his  lordship." 

I  spoke  very  calmly,  as  I  say,  but  you 
will  believe  me  my  heart  was  sunk  into 
my  boots  on  this  news.  There  was  no  man 
at  that  time  but  held  the  name  of  Bloody 
Jefl'reys  in  a  horror.  He  lumped  so  large 
in  the  popular  fear  that  he  was  taken  for 
an  emblem  and  ensign  of  8atan  liim.self, 
so  diabolic  and  so  ensanguined  was  his 
practice.  I  have  seen  many  formidable 
})ersons  in  my  time,  and  exchanged  passa- 
does  with  several  of  them,  but  there  it 
was — the  fact  and  figure  of  that  murder- 
ing, black-hearted,  handsome  rake,  almost 
of  an  age  with  myself,  seated  there  in  his 
chair,  crept  over  me  like  the  pest,  and 
discharged  my  wits  abroad  like  a  spray  of 
sand  scattered  afore  the  wind.  I  cast  my 
eye  again  on  him,  for,  indeed,  I  could  not 
keep  it  away,  and  a  faint  sardonic  gi-in 
touched  his  face  as  lie  met  my  glance. 
He  summoned  to  him  a  lackey  and  spoke 
in  his  ear  witli  an  imperious  gesture, 
whereat  the  fellow,  seeming  very  much 
frightened,  hurried  out  of  the  room,  and 
I  doubted  not  that  lie  was  gone  for  the 
officers.  His  lordship  then  turns  to  the 
gentleman  near  him  and,  still  with  his 
stealthy  and  terrible  smile,  wliispers  un- 
der his  breath.  The  whole  company, 
meanwhile,  which  had  all  along  hung 
upon  his  looks  and  conversation  like  a 
pack  of  craven  dogs  on  their  master, 
was  fallen  into  sudden  silence;  but  this 
communication  was  spread  from  mouth 
to  mouth  like  a  running  fire,  and  in  a 
moment  the  whole  room  was  agape  and 
directing  on  me  surprised  and  startled 
glances.  But  this  pulled  me  together, 
and  'twas  liigh  time  too. 

"Well,"  thinks  I,  "an  I  must  lay  my 
back  against  a  wall,  I  must  ;  but  they 
shall  learn  that  Dick  Ryder  is  not  to  be 
browbeat  by  a  lot  of  scurvy  lawyers" 
(for  so  I  supposed  'em),  "  whatever  fate  be 
in  store  for  him."' 

And  so.  turning  to  my  next-door 
neighbor,  I  began  very  loudly,  and  as  if 
resuming  a  conversation  with  him: 

"  Nay,  nay:  but  I  am  at  odds  with  you, 
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sir.      Fail]),  1  disagree  with  you  ciitii'elyl  hi.s     lordship,   lurning'    agrain    to    me.  "I 

Upon    my    soul,  I    have    never    .seen    his  should    know    your    face."   .says    lie.  and 

lordship  in  a  hettei'  condition  and  better  oilers  a  kind  of  wink  to  the  company. 
phnned     for    service!       A    worm    in    his  ■"Tis  ni>  wonder,  my  lord."  I  answer- 

liead.  say  ycMW      Godsalces,  I'll   never  he-  ed.  pat  as  you  will;    '•"tis  almost  as  well 

lievc   it!      His  wits  wear  to  a   knife  ed<:e  known  as  your  lordship's,  and  alniost  as 

with  practice."  favorably  received." 

Now  this  was  spoke,  as  I  have  said,  in  At  that  a  young  fellow  across  the  table 

a  clamant  voice,  which,  resounding-  on  the  from  me  broke  into  a  stutter  of  laughter, 

unnatural  silence  that  had  fallen  on  the  But    all    the   rest    were    silent.       Jetf'reys 

room,  reaches  me  the  ears  of  all  this  com-  looked  at  him  savagely.      "  1  will  remem- 

pany,  as  I  had  desired,  and  more  })articu-  ber  you.  Charteris,"  he  said,  simply,  and 

larly   those   of  his  lordshi]).  for   whom   I  I   saw   the  light   flaming   in   the  eyes  he 

had  designed  the  speech.     Jell'i-eys  turned  directed  on  me.      "  That's  well."  he  said, 

of  a  sudden  a  darker  red  under  his  brown,  "'and  I  nuike  no  doubt  that  you  are.  like 

and  his  woman's  eyes  shot  anger.  myself,  a  dispenser  of  justice.      You  hold 

"And  who  is  this  that  dares  pa.ss  ques-  the  scales." 
lions  on  his  lordship^"  he  cries,  in  a  sharp,  ■'Hideed.  my  lord,"  said   I.  for    I  was 

clear  tone.      "  Gome.  I  should  like  to  look  not   in  a   mood  to   be  thus  baited  whilst 

on    him    attent i\-ely."    he   says,   "that    I  waiting  on  the    oliicers.  "there  is   more 

might  know  him   again.      He  must  be  a  resemblance  between    you    and  me.  per- 

fellow  worth  acciuaintance  if  for  his  fu-  chance,  than  your  lordship  will  acknow- 

ture  only.      I   promise  you  that  shall   be  ledge." 

secured   to  him.  and   that  he  shall   know  "Ha!"   he  cried,  with  his  cold  and  bit- 
very  soon."  ter  laugh.      "I  knew  not  tliat  I  was  un- 

But  at  this  ugly  exhibition  of  temper,  awares  entertaining  a  rival.      A  learned 

and    more    especially    at    the    malicious  man    in    the    law    is    this   gentleman,  no 

menace    it   conveyed,  my  poor  neighbor  doubt.      Well.  sir.  I   will    be    greedy    of 

fell  into  a  fluster,  and  ran  white  and  red  your    advice   while  I   may.       Look  you. 

in    turns,  opening   iiis   mouth,  and  trem-  There  was  a  man  tried  afore  me  this  day 

bling  and  stuttering,  and  gasping  like  a  that  had  rum-padded  a  civil  and  innocent 

dying  tish.     "  ^^ly  lord,  I— I  said  nothing,  gentleman  upon  the  king's  highway,  and 

"Tis  false,"  he  stammered.  faith   the  rascal  was  rash  enough  to  ven- 

The    ])oor    wretch    was    in    so    pitiable  ture  into  the  com])any  of  his  victim  to 

a    way  that   I   found   it  in    my   heart   to  dinner.      What  d'ye  say  to  that?     What 

1)6    sorry    for     him  :    and.    after    all,   he  sort  of  sentence  would  ye   deliver  on  the 

had   sei'ved  me  very  kindly  at   the  start,  wretch:" 

so  i  S})oke  up.  rising  in  my  seat  and  bow-  "How  was  he  tookr"  said  L 

ing.  "Well."    says     his    lordship,    after    a 

"  31y    lord."    I    said,    "the    gentleman  pause,  and  smiling  towards  the  door,  "I 

says  well.      Though  "twas  to  him  that  my  faiK\v  the  sheritY's  oliicers  were  summon- 

remarks   in    ])raise   of   yourself   were   ad-  ed  upon  him." 

dressed.  T  was  mistook.    "Twas  not  on  you  "Nay."  said    L      "Then,  had    I    been 

that  his  comment  was  directed."  justice,   since   he    was   took.  I  would   ha' 

"That   is  a  very  likely  tale."  said    his  hanged   him.  for  "twas    a   poor    wit    that 
lordship,  with  a  frown:   and  then  ap[)ear-  served  him  no  surer  than  to  he  so  took.'' 
ing  to  recover  liimself,  as  he  was  used  to  "Fie!""  says   JetYreys.      "What   inter- 
do,  quite   rapidly,  he    stai'ed   at    me   with  preter  of  the  law  is  here!"' 
another  expres^ion.  "  "Twould  not  be  the  tii'st  time  that  the 

"I  am  in  your  debt,  sir."  he  said,  "for  law    was    twisted    by    its    dispenser,   my 

your   defence   of   me.      You    do   well.      I  lord,"  said  L  boldly. 

warrant  Jeffreys  has  siill  his  wits  about  His    iordship"s    smile   stole    farther  uj) 

him.      He    has   an    eye    for   a    rogue,  sir.  his  face,  and  opened  his  lips  so  that  the 

You  will  do  him   the   justice  to  acknow-  white   teeth    shone,  and  he  smiled  in  an 

ledge  that.  I  ho})e.  on  oui*  Inciter  acquaint-  ugly  fashion  to  the  fellow  next  him. 
ance."'      And  he  laughed  somewhat  harsh-  "You  hear  that,  my  lord?"'  says  he.  in 

ly.  and   eyed   the   board  as   if  inviting  a  his    sneering    way.       "Faith,    they    will 

round    of    acclamation.        The    miserable  presently  l^e  saying  that  we  did  not  deal 

time-servers   cackled    their   loudest,  and  justice  to  Dame  Alice  Lisle." 
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The  man  that  he  addressed  winced  and 
smiled  uneasily,  for  'twas  well  known 
that  the  popular  feeling'  ran  high  upon 
the  scandalous  trial,  which  was  but  new- 
ly concluded,  though  I  wondered  to  hear 
the  prime  engine  of  that  infamous  con- 
viction jest  so  wantonly  upon  it.  But 
that  was  Jeffreys's  way,  to  offer  a  bold 
face  and  play  the  bully  when  he  was  in 
power;  but  when  he  was  down,  there  was 
no  coward  to  whine  like  him,  as  ev^ents 
proved  subsequently.  But  Jeffreys  turns 
to  me  again,  content  enough  with  his 
sally. 

"Sirrah,"  he  said,  "you  have  a  signal 
charter  for  your  tongue,  I  can  perceive. 
It  is  a  righteous  conscience  keeps  you  in 
countenance.  You  are  bold  upon  your 
virtues.  I  have  met  your  kidney  before, 
and  if  I  must  hang  a  knave,  I  prefer  to 
hang  one  with  an  insolent  front  to  him 
that  snivels.  I  would  disembowel  t'other 
in  the  pillor3\  There  is  too  much  soft- 
ness in  this  modern  justice." 

"My  lord,"  says  I,  "you  speak  my 
feelings  like  a  book.  Faith,  I  would 
griddle  the  canting  rogue  with  these  two 
hands." 

His  lordship  smiled  very  diabolic,  and 
then  finished  his  wine  with  the  air  of  one 
that  has  tired  of  the  play,  at  the  same 
time  nodding  to  the  lackey  that  stood 
near  by  him  exceedingly  respectful.  But 
he  went  out  of  the  room. 

"Gad!"  says  the  young  man  that  was 
called  Charteris,  in  a  whisper  to  his 
neighbor,  "'tis  a  pity  to  go  further. 
Faith,  I  think  he  hath  earned  his  pardon 
for  the  steady  face  he  keeps." 

But  you  must  suppose  that  all  this  time 
I  was  not  idle  in  my  mind,  but  kept  cast- 
ing my  wits  about  the  predicament,  with 
a  mighty  sharp  eye  upon  any  chances 
that  emerged.  Well,  the  case  was  turn- 
ing very  black  by  now,  seeing  I  knew 
well  enough  for  what  the  signal  of  his 
lordship  was  intended,  and  I  had  as  yet 
gotten  no  very  clear  notion  in  my  head. 
Yet  at  the  next  opening  of  the  door,  and 
when  the  first  noise  of  heavy  feet  sound- 
ed on  the  threshold,  my  thoughts  spouted 
forth  in  a  clear  stream,  and  there  sat  I 
as  taut  and  cool  as  you  ]3lease,  for  all  the 
world  as  though  'twas  a  private  party  to 
which  Jeffre3^s  had  invited  me  for  a  guest. 
His  lordship  rose  as  the  officers  entered, 
and  was  turning  away  indifferently  with- 
out ever  a  sign  or  a  word,  when  he  sud- 
denly stopped  again. 


" 'Twould  be  strange  to  learn,  sirrah," 
said  he,  addressing  me,  "out  of  a  natural 
curiosity,  what  robbed  thee  of  thy  senses 
to  fetch  thee  here.  'Tis  an  odd  new  policy 
for  the  hare  to  lie  down  with  the  fox." 

With  that  I  got  to  my  feet.  "My 
lord,"  said  I,  very  boldly  and  in  a  public 
voice,  "I  ha'  come  here  uninvited,  'tis 
true,  and  I  proffer  you  my  apologies  for 
the  trespass;  but  I  have  come  upon  a 
pressing  private  business  with  your  lord- 
ship." 

His  lordship  stared  at  me  with  a  sour 
look  in  his  eye.  "Indeed?"  says  he, 
harshly.  "I  am  not  used  to  have  any 
business  but  the  one  with  your  kidney, 
and  that  not  private,"  he  says. 

"My  lord,"  said  I,  "'tis  the  most  ur- 
gent message,  and  needeth  instant  de- 
livery." 

I  saw  in  his  eye  that  he  still  meditated 
to  refuse  me,  but  I  set  my  gaze  upon  him 
very  intently,  and  what  he  thought  he 
saw  there  made  him  waver. 

"Well,"  said  he,  in  his  tyrannical  fash- 
ion, "I  hope  w^e  shall  hear  good  of  this 
message;  for  I  swear,  if  I  do  not,  I  will 
have  thee  hanged  the  higher,"  and  he 
motioned  to  me  to  draw  nearer,  at  the 
same  time  that  the  other  gentlemen  of  the 
King's  counsel  withdrew  to  the  bottom 
of  the  room,  conversing  together.  But 
the  officers  approached,  and  stood  a  little 
way  oft'  by  Jeffreys's  signal,  but  keeping 
out  of  earshot. 

"Who  are  you,  fellow,  and  what  pre- 
tences are  these  you  make:'"  asked  his 
lordship,  roughly,  as  soon  as  we  were 
alone,  but  examining  me  with  curiosity, 

"My  lord,"  said  I,  "  I  make  no  pre- 
tences, as  I  shall  assure  you;  and  as  for 
myself,  believe  me  that  I  play  a  truer 
part  than  does  appear." 

I  looked  at  him  meaningly. 

"  T^et  us  come  to  plain  speech,"  said 
he,  sharpl}^  "  I  cannot  dawdle  with  your 
riddles." 

"  I  ask  no  better,  my  lord,"  I  cried.  "  I 
bear  a  message  from  the  Prince." 

He  started,  and  stared  at  me  under  his 
brows  in  suspicion.  "  What  Pi'ince?"  he 
asked,  brusquely. 

"  There  is  but  one,"  said  I,  boldly, "  and 
one  that  shall  rest  so  no  longer  by  God's 
grace  and  the  trusty  arms  of  England." 

"You  mean  the  Prince  of  Orange?"  he 
asked,  in  a  lower  voice.  I  nodded.  For 
a  while  he  looked  me  in  the  eyes,  and 
then,  turning  to  the  sheriff's  officers,  or- 
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(1(M-('(1  tlicin  to  willidi'iiw  ;i  little;  after 
wliicli  lie  came  back  to  me,  surveyiiii^  me 
with  liis  cold  and  savage  eyes,  but  with 
.something  of  anxiety. 

*"  N'oii  are  a  bold  man,"  he  said.  ■"  to 
bring  nu;  this  message." 

"1  would  do  that  and  more  than  that 
for  tin;  good  cause,"  said  I. 

JeH'reys  was  silent,  and  tluMi,  '"C^ome. 
what  is  this  message,  then:'"'  he  inciuireil. 
with  a  sardonic  glance. 

Eor  the  life  of  me  I  could  ]iot  have  de- 
termined if  he  were  taken  with  the  bait, 
but  T  swore  to  hook  him,  as,  indeed,  it  was 
th(;  only  course  left  to  ni(\ 

"  Your  lordship  has  not  heard  the  news 
fi'om  the  coast?"  says  I,  looking  round 
very  cautiously. 

"Proceed,"  he  commanded,  watching 
me  with  his  beautiful  and  horrid  eyes. 

"  Events  have  been  stirring  in  the  Low 
Country/'  said  L  '*  as  your  lordship  will 
be  aware.  The  whole  of  the  North  is  dis- 
aH'ected  against  his  ]\Iajesty.  It  needs 
but  to  land,"  I  said,  ''and  your  lordshii) 
knows  what  might  happen." 

"  I  think,  sii'.  we  were  to  come  to  quar- 
ters," said  Jeil'reys,  in  a  low  voice,  but 
still  in  'lis  imperious  way. 

Well,  if  he  would  take  it,  he  was  to 
have  it  then  and  there.  "  The  Pi'ince." 
says  I,  Avhispering,  "is  already  landed." 

lie  started  hefore  my  eyes,  but  recov- 
ering himself,  "  I  liave  had  runners  from 
Plymoutli  this  aftei-noon,"  he  said,  '*and 
there  was  no  news  of  imi)ort." 

'' Nay,'' said  I,  " 'tis  not  from  Plymouth 
I  come,  my  lord." 

"If  I  were  to  ask  you  whence — "  he 
began,  after  a  ])ause. 

"  You  would  i-emember,  my  lord,  ere 
you  did  so,  that  I  have  not  yet  delivered 
mv  messaii'e.and  thus  have  had  no  replv." 
I  said. 

''  You  remind  me  of  my  duly."  lie  ex- 
claimed, sternly.  "Deliver  tins  message, 
for  T  can  tarry  no  longei'." 

"  ]\ly  lord,"  said  J.  "  I  would  ha'  come 
to  it  sooner  were  it  not  foi*  your  distrust. 
I  am  charged  by  the  Prince  liimself,  no 
less.  I  have  i-iddeu  all  day  upon  a  cir- 
cuit. Three  noblemen  wei-e  nanuHl.  and 
your  lordship  also.  Tlu^  Prince  lies  on 
English  soil  to-nigiit.  and  would  cont'er 
with  tlie.se  four  faithful  sunjecis." 

Jeffreys  stood  awhile  in  tiionglit.  liis 
delicate  face  changing  with  a  dozen  emo- 
tions.     Tiien  he  spoke  very  luirshly. 

"  This  is  verv  weil.  sirrah.      You  make 


an  excellent  liar,"  he  said.  "  You  would 
come  here  and  ott'er  me  a  cock-and-bull 
tale,  thinking  me  a  lack-wit  to  .see  you 
so  imi)udently  stand  in  your  lie." 

"  ]\Iy  lord,"  said  I.  as  warm  as  may  be. 
"see  in  what  my  position  stands.  I  am 
come  here.  ])enetrating  to  your  very  fire- 
side. I  stake  my  head  upon  the  risk. 
'Tis  in  your  office  to  sound  a  word,  and 
these  fellows  will  take  me  forth  upon  a 
capital  charge  of  treason.  I  liave  cast 
my  die  for  the  good  cause.  Yet  my 
death,  which  would  be  an  evil  to  me  in 
that  case,  would  profit  you  nothing,  my 
lord  —  nay.  less  than  nothing  in  the  com- 
ing trouble." 

Again  he  paused.  "  Tiie  Chief  Justice 
of  this  realm  does  not  parley  with  trea- 
son." said  he. 

])Ut  I  had  a  glimpse  of  the  man  noAv ; 
I  saw  what  fear  ran  in  his  blood:  he 
would  not  have  kept  me  haggling  there 
if  he  had  it  not  in  his  heart  to  coquet 
with  fortune. 

"My  lord,"  I  said,  "and  who  would 
credit  that  a  i)oor  highwayman  talked  of 
state  politics  with  the  Lord  Chief  Jus- 
tice? ^Vhy,  a  gallows  and  the  topsman 
would  serve  his  turn." 

He  heaved  a  little  sigh,  fidgeting  with 
his  lingers.  "Who  the  devil  are  you?"' 
he  asked.  "You  are  taken  for  a  pads- 
man." 

"  ]\Iy  lord,"  said  I,  "'tis  strange  com- 
])any  a  man  may  keep  for  a  purpose.  I 
will  not  deny  that  I  know  your  suspicions, 
and  whence  they  spring.  Indeed,  it  was 
the  gentleman's  natural  conclusion.  I 
was  pressed  to  can-y  my  mission.  Sure  I 
have  been  worse  accompanied  than  by  a 
tobyman.  But  as  for  my  name,  your 
lordshiji  has  given  me  no  answer.  Call 
me  Ryder.      I  am  for  the  Prince." 

He  heard  me  out.  and  'twas  the  little 
touch  of  braggadocio  I  think  that  convert- 
ed him,  as  much  as  anything.  "What  do 
you  ]H'opose:"he  asked,  in  another  tone. 

"I  would  ride  hack  to-night,"  I  said, 
"unless  your  lordship  decide  that  I  must 
lodge  in  jail." 

"As  to  that."  he  exclaimed,  "Mr.  Ry- 
der. I  fear  that  we  must  lodge  you  there 
in  the  mean  tinu\  What  hour  would 
you  start  r  ' 

"  The  so<mei-  the  better,"  said  I.  "  But 
nin.e  will  serve." 

He  regarded  me  with  an  urgent  fa(*e 
of  enquii-y.  "This  may  be  a  trap."  he 
said,  suspicimisly. 
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"Your  lordship  may  guard  against 
that,"  said  I,  suavely.  "As  large  an  es- 
cort of  horse  as  you  will,  and  none  to 
know  our  destination  save  us  two." 

"Nay,  none  save  yourself,  Mr.  Ryder, 
it  appears,"  he  said,  grimly.  ''But  you 
say  well.     I  will  be  with  you  at  nine.'' 

Thereupon  he  motioned  me  away  with 
a  gesture  of  impatience,  and  calling  on 
the  sheriff,  pointed  at  me.  The  next 
moment  I  was  surrounded  and  in  their 
arms;  but  I  played  my  part  like  a  play- 
actor, crying  upon  his  lordship  to  hear 
me,  and  making  a  piteous  struggle  with 
the  officers. 

A  little  later,  and  you  might  see  me 
settled  in  the  compter,  hugging  myself  the 
one  minute,  and  the  next  perplexed  upon 
a  further  step;  for,  by  what  I  saw  of 
Jeffreys,  I  reckoned  upon  my  punctual 
deliverance.  The  fact  is  that  he  was 
afeared  of  what  would  issue  from  this 
promised  trouble  of  the  Dutchman,  and 
'twas  reported  that  such  was  the  state  of 
most  of  those  about  the  Court,  who  were 
in  the  mind  to  pla^^  two  parts,  and  neither 
with  any  stomach.  Yet  as  the  time  drew 
on  and  I  had  ample  leisure  to  digest  the 
various  aspects  of  the  adventure,  I  con- 
fess I  was  assailed  by  a  fear  lest  Jeffreys 
should  ha'  been  disporting  himself  with 
me,  or  should  have  cocked  the  white  fea- 
ther, and  that  I  was  still  to  rest  and  rot  in 
that  pestiferous  dungeon.  So  that  when 
at  last  the  door  swung  wide  and  one  of 
the  turnkeys  appeared,  I  was  like  to  have 
cried  out  in  my  glee.  'Twas  the  signal, 
sure  enough,  for  I  was  taken  forthright 
out  of  my  cell,  and  commanded  into  the 
presence  of  the  governor.  I  do  not  know 
by  what  trickery  the  affair  was  managed, 
but  if  there  was  ever 'any  dark  intrigue 
to  the  point,  you  might  trust  Bloody  Jef- 
frey's for  that;  all  I  know  is  that  'twas 
but  a  few  minutes  ere  I  was  out  of  the 
gates  of  the  compter,  under  the  pale  face 
of  the  moon,  and  with  my  heels  in  the 
flanks  of  Calypso,  gently  ambling  in  a 
silent  company  towards  the  Plymouth 
road. 

His  lordship  had  taken  me  at  my  word, 
and  there  were  six  or  more  in  the  l)and 
that  surrounded  me;  but  we  rode  in  a 
deep  quiet,  and  for  a  long  while  I  offered 
no  address  to  the  horseman  b.y  me,  whom 
I  supposed  to  be  the  Chief  Justice  him- 
self. But  presently,  and  when  our  faces 
were  well  set  upon  the  Plymouth  high- 
way, and  there  was  less  chance  that  the 


cavalcade  would  invite  curiosity  owing  to 
the  sparseness  of  the  wayfarers,  he  turned 
to  me  and  spoke  up  for  himself.  It  was 
Jeft'reys,  sure  enough,  and  he  wore  a 
mighty  look  of  worry,  as  I  could  per- 
ceive at  the  lirst  glance. 

"You  have  not  informed  me,  Mr.  Ry- 
der," says  he,  "to  what  destination  we 
are  bound?" 

Now  this  was  pretty  much  to  the  point, 
for  Bloody  Jeffreys  was  not  the  man  to 
waste  useless  words;  but,  Lord  love  you, 
I  had  as  much  notion  of  whither  we 
were  set  for  as  he  had  himself.  'Twas 
for  a  chance  I  was  playing,  and  now  that, 
I  had  my  two  legs  across  Calypso  once 
more,  it  would  go  badly  with  the  whole 
half-dozen  of  "em  if  I  did  not  show  a  clean 
pair  of  heels  somewhere  and  some  time. 
But  of  course  I  had  thought  upon  the 
question  in  my  prison,  and  says  I,  "  You 
will  understand,  your  lordship,  that  it's 
not  in  my  authority  to  commit  nothing 
to  words.  I  am  bound  b\'  the  Prince's 
orders." 

"That  is  very  well,"  he  retorted,  in 
his  arrogant  way.  "But  it  appears  that 
I  must  commit  myself,  and  no  one  else. 
'Tis  a  one-sided  bargain  I  am  not  used  to 
make.'' 

"My  lord,"  said  I,  very  earnestly.  "I 
will  not  deny  but  there  is  reason  in  your 
argument — and,  for  myself,  I  would  at 
once  admit  you  to  my  plans.  But  I  am 
the  custodian  of  the  Prince's  secret.  "Tis 
none  of  my  own  I  guard.'' 

"Well,  well,"  he  cried,  with  impa- 
tience, "I  suppose  that  I  am  to  arrive 
somewhere." 

"And  where  that  somewhere  is  your 
lordship  .shall  learn,"  said  I.  "  with  the 
permission  and  from  the  li})s  of  his  gra- 
cious Majesty  King  William." 

He  started  at  the  words,  and  eyed  me 
askance  for  a  space,  a  dubious  expres- 
sion of  irresolution  crossing  his  features. 
"You  are  a  bold  man,  Mr.  Ryder,"  he  ex- 
claimed, with  somethiug  of  a  sneer.  ''I 
may  remind  you  that  there  surround  you 
five  stalwart  men-at-arms  that  own  alle- 
giance to  his  Majesty  James  II." 

"And  you  would  have  added,  my  lord," 
said  I,  "  that  James  Stuart's  trusted  ser- 
vant is  conversing  witli  me.  I  am  sen- 
sible of  the  peril  in  which  I  stand.  But 
I  am  no  Facing-Bolh-Ways.  I  hold  by 
ni}'  conscience,  i'  faith." 

"Sir,"  he  rapped  out,  harsh  and  sud- 
den, "  I  have  laid  you  by  the  heels  with- 


402 


HARPER'S    NEW    MONTHLY    MAGAZINE. 


in  11h'  pi'('(.'incts  of  tlio  coinptor  once,  and 
tlierc  I  will  lay  you  again,  an  you  bi-and- 
ish  your  iinj)U{lence  before  me." 

"  Jn  tlie  which  case,  my  lord/'  quoth 
J,  coldly,  "you  will  be  nothing'  betlei-ed, 
and  King  William  would  have  a  loyal 
servant  to  avenge." 

He  said  nothing',  angrily  considering 
me. 

"  Com(%  come,  my  lord,"  I  said,  *'  we 
are  in  a  kind  of  silly  balance  one  ag-ainst 
t'other,  and,  to  put  no  veil  upon  the  situ- 
ation, Ave  scarce  dare  trust  each  other.  I 
walk  in  a  great  public  peril,  sure,  with 
your  hands  upon  me,  but  consider  ui)ou 
what  risks  you  yourself  also  move.  I 
am  familiar  to  the  Prince;  my  errand  is 
Icnowu  about  his  Court.  Turn  about  your 
horse,  fetcli  nu^  in  chains  to  justice,  and 
how  will  you  api)ear?  "Tis  a  summary 
Avay  with  a  royal  herald.  I  ask  you  with 
what  eyes  the  King-  will  view  this  act, 
and  with  what  penalties  he  will  reward 
it?"' 

Jeff'reys  said  nothing  for  a  time,  and 
then,  speaking-  slowly.  "You  have,"  he 
said,  in  a  quieter  voice,  "a  strong-  per- 
suasion of  the  Prince's  triumph." 

"  My  lord,"  said  I,  "  you  yourself  shall 
be  the  judg-e.  ^Vllat  cries  are  these  that 
issue  from  the  town  these  many  months? 
With  what  voices  was  the  Duke  of  Mon- 
mouth welcomed  but  yesterday?  Nay, 
the  people  of  this  very  country-side,  new- 
ly trodden  and  trampled  by  King'  James's 
dragoons,  scarred  and  lacerated  by  your 
own  ensanguined  hands,  my  lord — with 
what  a  face  do  they  regard  James  Stuart, 
and  what  a  welcome  think  you  they 
would  give  ye  for  yourself:" 

His  lordshi})  whitened  under  the  moon- 
light, and  his  face  betrayed  an  emotion 
of  terror.  'Twas  plain  that  he  liad  en- 
tertained these  same  thoughts,  and  that 
my  design  had  given  him  several  unhap- 
])y  lioiirs.  But  he  made  me  no  answer, 
and  rode  on,  digesting  the>e  considera- 
tions with  what  stomach  he  might. 

Now  all  this  time  we  were  getting  fur- 
ther into  the  rude  country  parts  of  the 
shire,  and  more  than  (^nce  I  had  turned 
the  party  upon  a  l>y\vay.  so  tliat  by  this 
we  were  come  out  l)y  the  devil  knows 
where.  ^Moreover,  it  was  gotten  very 
late,  and  a  shrewd  wind  from  tlie  south 
(\une  snapping  about  our  faces.  And 
thus  it  grew  upon  me  that  1  must  bring 
this  topsy-turvy  adventure  to  some  close, 
with  what  wit  I  might:  the  more  pariicu- 


larly  as  by  his  lordship's  corjtrivance  J 
make  no  doubt)  I  rode  in  the  midst  of  a 
cii'cle,  and  was  evidently  to  consider  my 
self  a  fast  prisoner  in  llie  mean  time.  Nou 
I  had  bred  in  my  mind  a  very  tolerabh- 
design  by  which  I  might  have  given  'em 
the  slip,  but  by  this  time  I  was  too  neai-- 
ly  watched  for  that,  and  the  bare  appear- 
ance of  the  little  inn  of  Wolcombe,  which 
I  was  contemplating,  would  ha'  served  to 
start  suspicions,  if  not  certainty,  in  Jef- 
fi-eys's  noddle.  So  thinks  I  lo  myself  that 
'tis  ever  a  l)old  course  that  runs  the  lea>t 
risk,  as.  indeed,  I  have  always  attributed 
my  own  security  to  my  never  shirking  a 
hazard  in  the  passage  of  fortune.  Upon 
which  suggestion  comes  another — that 
the  present  would  serve  as  well  as  an- 
other opportunity,  and  better  too.  seeing 
that  his  lordship's  eyes  were  beginning  to 
lower  on  me  at  this  undue  delay.  Where- 
fore what  do  I  at  this  juncture,  and 
when  jogging-  along  the  way  in  the  full 
face  of  old  Oliver,  but  rein  the  nag  to 
one  side,  and  reaching  down,  open  a  huge 
gate  that  stood  a  little  aback  from  the 
road. 

■■  What  is  this:"  asked  Jeffreys,  in  sur- 
prise. 

"This  is  the  place,  my  lord,"  said  I.  in 
a  whisper.  "  H'  you  will  march  with  me 
a  little  in  the  fore  of  tliese  men,  I  will  in- 
sti'uct  you  further  as  we  ride  u})." 

There  was  a  moment's  pause  on  his 
part,  but  then  I  sujipose  he  considered  the 
probabilities,  and  he  saw  that  the  road 
was  clearly  an  approach  to  some  great 
house.  At  any  rate,  he  issued  an  order 
to  his  escort,  and  the  party  wheeled  up 
after  me  thi'ough  the  gateway  and  up  the 
avenue. 

"  I  take  it.  sir."  he  said  at  once,  "that 
the  Prince  lies  here:" 

"That  is  so.  my  lord."  said  I,  though, 
to  say  sooth.  I  was  all  the  time  wonder- 
ing what  the  devil  might  lie  at  the  eiul 
of  this  long  passage,  and  what  should  be 
my  next  turn  in  the  game.  But  Jeffreys 
setuned  quite  satisfied,  and  he  even  dis- 
played a  rutfle  oi  eagerness  at  this  junc- 
ture: and  so  once  moi-e  in  deep  silence 
we  rode  on.  and  came  out  vsoon  upon  a 
great  terrace  of  gravel  sui-rounded  by  an 
amphitheatre  of  trees,  with  the  long  house 
lying  black  and  high  upon  one  side.  The 
whole  trooj)  canu^  to  a  hah  here,  and  his 
lordship  tuined  to  nte  as  who  should  ask, 
"What  must  be  done  now.''"  It  was 
manifest    on    the    instant    that    mv    onlv 
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(•oin-sc  lay  in  some  ix'oinpt  act.  seciiio- t  liat  }iis  jaw  fell:    lln'ii.  "  I  liave  a  liluiuler- 

Uiei-e    was    no    oppoi'tunity   to    siiow    my  i)nss,""  say.s  he,  bi-i^hleninir  <>f  a  sudden. 
Ikm'Is:   and  so,  l)('('k()iiin<»-  liiin  wiili  a  (juit-L  "Blunderbuss!"   says    I.  with   a    sneer, 

motion,   1  jo^i'^cd   on   towards   the   house,      ""Why.  'tis   a  verilalde    band    of   roaring 

Calypso's    heels    making-  a  devilish    noise  sataus.  that  lives  on  blundei-busses."" 
t,i'aniplin<i;-    on     tin;    sloiies.       Somewhere  "Oh.  I.oi'd  delivt-r   us:"    he   ci'ied.  and 

within     i]\o,    house    shone   a    faint    li;:ht,  wi-unu"  his  hands.       "What  shall  we  do.^" 
Ihou^'h   "twas  l()n<i-  i)ast    midnight,  and   it  Now,  in  ])oint  of  faet.  as  you  may  s»-e. 

seemed,  thei-efore,  thai  some  one  was  astir  'twas  in   my  power  wiiiiout   more  ado  to 

witliin.       His    lordship's    eyes    met    mine  ])lay  on   my   })oor   butler's   fears,  and   so. 

anxiously,  and  he  moistened  his  lips,     lie  skipping-    out    of    a    back    door,   to    leave 

was  g'reatly  a<j;itated,  for  certain,  and  the  Jeffreys  and  liis  crew  to  cool  their  lieels 

sig-lit  strung  my  nerves.     OH' 1  leaped,  and  on   the  teiM'ace.      But   1    was  by  this  time 

rap))ed    loudly   upon   the    knocker  before  infused  with  a  certain  zest  of  the  adven- 

tlie  big-  door.      Now  1  swear  to  you    that  ture:    I  entertained   it   with  a  gusto :   and 

when  1  laid  my  lingers  to  the    knocker  1  so,  drawing    him    gravely    to    a    window 

had  never  a  thought  in  my  head  as  to  the  near  by  tbat  looked  upon  the  front, 
course  I  should  pursue.      ]>ut  on  that  in-  "See  you,"  said  I.  })ointing  out  the  es- 

stant,  and    while  the  echoes  rang  still    in  cort  whei'e  they  lay  in  waiting,  "there's 

my  ears,  1  took  a  quick  notion.     Leaning  a    monstrous    set    of    rascals    for    ye.  all 

forwai'd  to  JelH-eys,  1  said,  whispering:  a-hungering  for  blood,  they  are.  all  a-spit- 

"  M}'    lord,  1   will    ])i'epare    your  way.  ting  on  their  hands  to  tiirt  tlieir  liangers. 

Keep    ye    here,  and  ye   sliall    be    fetched  with    whicli    to   slit   the   throats   of   ])oor 

presently."  civil  citizens  like  me  and  you." 

lie   stared    at    me   suspiciously   and  in  "  Lord  save  us !"  lie  said,  with  his  teeth 

some  bewildernient ;   but  ere  lie  could  say  going.      And  just  at  that  moment  a  thin 

anything  the   door   swung   gently   back,  voice    sounded    from  somewhere    above. 

With  a  spring  1  was  across  the  threshold  and  a  tall    lean    old    gentleman,  wrapped 

— and  c  ick  goes  the   lock  behind  me   in  in    a   night-rail   and    lo(^king  choleric  of 

the  very  face  of  the   astonished  janitor,  face,  peered  over  the  stairway  at  us. 
But  lie  fell  a-trembling.  "  What  the  devil  are  you  at,  Jenkins T' 

''Who   are  you:'"    he    said,    while   the  he  says,  peevishly. 
light  he  carried  shook  in  his  hands.  "  Oh,  my  lord,"  cried  Jenkins  (if  that 

"  Hush  I"    says   1.   warningly  ;    "make  was  the  fool's  name),  "'tis  a  gentleman 

no  noise.     Your  lives  hang  on  it.     There  that  lias  come  to  warn  us — and  there  is  a 

is    a   i)ack    of    dirty    cut -throats    on    my  })ack    of    highwaymen    without,  and  our 

heels.''  1  says.  throats  shall    all    be  cut  1     Heaven    help 

"Oh    Lord!"  he    groaiKHl.  and    retired  us!" 
hurriedly  from  the  door,     1  followed  him,  "  Silence,  sirrah  !     I  will  have  none  of 

but  he  dr(nv  back,  xevy  suspicious.  this  noise,"  cries  the   old  gentleman,  in   a 

'' My  good   man,''  said  1,  judging  him  i)e()pery  voice.      "  You  have  disturbed  my 

by    his    looks    to    be    the    butler.    "  {)ray  rest  !"  he  says,  angrily. 

use   nn^    with    no  suspicion.      1  am   come  "P)Ut.   my   lord."    cried    })oor  Jenkins, 

to  warn   you.      See,  1   beai*   no    arms,  but  "  tlie  highwaymen — " 

am    a    private    and    peaceful    citizen    like  "Well,  well."  says   he,  shrilly,   "send 

yourself."  "em  aw;iy.     You  must  get  I'id  of 'em, "and 

''How  conu^  you  here.'"   he  asked,  be-  he  loo'Ketl  testily  at  the  hutlei'. 
ing  somewhat  reassured.  But  by  this  time  with  the  noise  of  our 

"1  became  pi-ivy  to  theii-  desio-ns  hy  ac-  talking  the  whole  house  was  awake,  and 

cident  at   the  AVol('oml)e   Inn.  the  scurvy  tluM'e  came    the  souinl  of  doors   o])(uiing, 

I'ogues,"  said    1,  very   ])at    and   indignant,  and  forth  from  dai'k  ])assages  broke  lights, 

"and  I  have  roilo  on  to  uarn   your  mas-  and  fat'es  peeped  over  balustrades. 
ter  in  the  nick  of  time.      Where  may  he  "  My   KmhI."    said    1.  for  'tw:is    time  for 

be?"  me  to  think  of  old  .letl'reys  <)utsid(\   "  'tis 

"  His  loiiisiiip  is  abtnl,  sir."  he  >a\^  true    tluM-e's    highwaymen    without,  but  I 

''Oh,  w(dl,"  said  1.  "hale  him  forth."  c;ni  think  of  a  way  to  tra])  "em." 

"  Nay,  but  1  dare  not."  s:iys  he.  "  "Tis  well  some  one  has  his  wits."  says 

"Oh,  very  well,"  said   1.       "  Tiien   you  he.  pettishly.       "Well,  what   would   you 

shall  have  vour  throats  cut.  everv  man."  do;" 
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"I  would  let  the  captain  in,"  said  I, 
*'  wlieii  he  knocks  on  the  door,  and  sliut- 
ting-  hini  off  from  liis  fellows,  fall  upon 
him  and  take  liim." 

"Wliat  then?"  said  he. 

"  Wliy,"  says  I,  "you  may  then  make 
your  terms  with  tlie  gang-,  having-  him  for 
a  hostage." 

"  Wliy  did  you  not  think  of  tluit,  Jen- 
kin  s?"  said  tlie  old  gentleman,  querulously. 
"Jenkins,  you  sliall  capture  the  captain 
as  this  gentleman  advises.'' 

But  Jenkins's  face  fell,  and  he  fidgeted 
with  his  fingers:  'twas  plain  the  mission 
was  not  to  his  taste.  There  was  no  time 
to  spend  upon  such  tremors,  for  indeed  I 
knew  that  Jeffreys  would  he  getting-  sus- 
picious in  his  mind,  and  I  was  now  reso- 
lute to  put  a  score  upon  him  for  his  ugly 
behavior.  So  said  I:  "  There  is  no  need, 
my  lord,  to  entrust  the  matter  to  Jenkins 
here,  seeing  that  all  may  bear  a  hand.  I 
make  no  doubt  that  there  be  weapons  of 
a  kind,  and  if  Mr.  Jenkins,  may  be.  will 
jump  on  tlie  villain's  back  when  he  is 
down — " 

"Faith,  that  will  I,"  said  Jenkins, 
stoutly,  and  armed  himself  forthwith 
with  a  warming-pan  that  hung  upon  the 
walls. 

And  that  act  setting  the  note,  the  com- 
pany broke  away  in  a  commotion,  each 
securing  some  form  of  a  missile  where- 
with to  assail  the  miscreant.  And  with 
that,  as  if  the  affair  was  already  at  an  end, 
the  old  gentleman  pulls  his  wrapper  close 
around  him  and  returns  very  coolly  to 
his  bed.  But  I  had  no  time  for  these 
observations,  for  now  was  come  the  oc- 
casion upon  which  my  scheme  depended, 
and, 

"  There  he  knocks,"  says  I,  suddenly. 

But  they  were  all  so  cluttered  with 
their  feai's  and  their  excitement  that  not 
one  of  them  but  believed  I  spoke  the 
truth. 

"  Lord,  how  savnge  he  knocks!"  says  a 
wench,  with  a  shiver,  and  lays  hold  of  a 
lackey's  arm. 

I  went  down  to  the  door,  and  upon  the 
first  lifting  of  the  latch  they  popped  away 
like  rabbits  in  a  warren.  Tliei'e,  sure 
enough,  was  his  lordship,  in  a  mighty 
trepidation  and  with  an  ugly  scowl. 

"  Come  in,"  says  I,  in  a  whisper;  "  the 


Pi-ince  was  abed,  hut  will  see  you  at  once, 
my  lord." 

He  came  over  the  threshold,  and— clap 
— I  shut  the  door  behind  him;  and  when 
that  was  done  I  breathed  more  fi-eely,  for 
I  knew  that  I  was  secure  in  my  game. 
The  Chief  Justice,  looking  xvvy  fine  and 
stately,  advanced  down  the  solitary  hall, 
emerging  under  the  dim  light;  and  then, 
all  of  a  sudden,  a  hassock  came  rustling 
tiirough  the  air  and  took  him  in  the  belly. 
Over  he  went  with  a  little  g;isp.  and  mea- 
sured his  length  upon  the  floor.  Upon 
that  leaps  out  my  friend  Jenkins  with  his 
wMi'ming- pan,  and  besti'iding  his  lord- 
ship's back,  sets  to  belaboi'ing  for  dear 
life.  Immediately  afler,  and  encoui-aged 
by  this,  others  of  the  lackeys  sprang 
forth  and  fell  to  maltreating  the  poor 
cully  where  he  lay. 

"Take  that,  you  lousy  knave,  you?" 
says  one  fat  wench,  and  turns  over  him 
a  kitchen  utensil  of  some  kind. 

"  Let  me  scratch  his  e3"es!"  cries  anoth- 
er; and  Lord  love  you,  what  with  their 
exclamations  and  the  screaming,  to  say 
nothing  of  the  noise  of  Jenkins's  warm- 
ing-pan and  his  lordsliii)'s  angry  oaths, 
you  would  have  thought  that  bedlam  was 
broke  loose. 

But  in  the  midst  of  it  all  I  caught  sud- 
denly a  sound  of  horses'  hoofs  upon  the 
gravel,  and  on  the  top  of  that  came  a 
hammering  at  the  door.  I  am  no  fool 
to  outstay  my  welcome,  and  so  tliinks  I 
that  the  time  is  come,  and  seizing  a  light 
that  stood  near  by  I  made  straight 
through  the  midst  of  that  uproar  and 
])lunged  into  the  nether  darkness  of  the 
house.  Here,  by  picking  my  way  through 
divers  passages,  I  ])i'esently  came  forth  by 
a  side  door,  a,nd  })assed  out  into  the  night. 
A  shrill  whistle  in  the  old  way  fetched 
Calypso  to  me  whinnying,  and  as  I  ])ut 
my  hand  upon  her  bridle  I  turned  back 
and  listened.  There  was  that  pandenio- 
nium  still  within  the  hall,  i*eaching  me 
faintly  through  the  open  doorway,  and 
the  escort  was  still  hammei-ing  on  the 
hall  door.  Then  I  leaped  into  tlie  sad- 
dle and  turned  the  mai-e's  nose  down  a 
side  track  in  the  })arlv,  and  the  last  I 
heard  as  I  I'ode  oH',  chuckling  to  myself, 
was  the  noise  of  the  escort  })ounding  on 
the  door. 


* 
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TIIK    CIIILIVS    ^lOTIlEK. 


1-  tie  liaril   ])el]ets.  wliii'li    \vei'(^  blown   tVoni 

^l^lll''    \viiit«M'  (»!'    lilt'  "'loiiu-  frost"  lias  tlu>  frozen   ruts  of  ilie   roads  in   wliirls  of 

X      n<'ver  hecn  foi'i^ottfii  in  (Jul  (.'liesior.  icy   dust.      It   was   a    deadly   sort    of   cold 

Tiie    I'iver    was    fro/.eii    over    stolidly    from  that    u"oI    into    the    Ixuies.  the    old    peoph^ 

the    friuhl  fully    c-old    Sunday,  just    after  saitl.       Anyhow  ii    o-ot    (Ui    to  the   nerves; 

(Miristnias.  when     \h\  J.avendai'    staid    at  certainly  tiiere  ntvcrwasa  winter  in  Old 

lH)nie  and  Sam  Wi'iuht    I'eail  tiie  s('ivic(\  C'liestei' when  so  many  things  went  wi'oni:". 

until    the    1^'ehruary    thaw.       Not   that    the  Tiiere  were  hapjien  i  n^s  amoui;-  his  ])eople 

thermometer  was  iiiireasoiiahle :  once  in  a  that    howed    1 M".    Lavendar's    heart    down 

while,  to  he  sure,  it   did    droj)  below   zero,  \vith      sorrow      and      ]iain.        Tlu^      ""  })oor 

but   foi-  the  urealer  pari    of  t  he  t  inie  there  Smiths"'"    eliU'^l    son     brouiLht    linal     dis- 

was    only    a    dark,    persistent    ('n]d.    with  ;L:race  n]ion   their  honest   name  by  lleeinii' 

high   bleak  winds;   it  was  too  cold  for  the  bis  country  with  money  that  was  not  bis 

soft  silencini:'  of  snow-storms,  tiiouu'li  ibe  own.        Ib-ave.  bii:"h  -  minded,   (juick-tem- 

flai-;es  camt'  sometimes,  reluctanliv.  in  lit-  }iered  old  James  Shields  dietl.     The  Todds 
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quarrelled  violently  while  that  black  cold 
held ;  and  the  eldest  Miss  Ferris  was  very, 
very  ill.  Mrs.  Drayton,  a  little,  foolish 
hypochondi'iac  with  a  bad  temper,  became 
unusually  anxious  about  her  spiritual 
condition,  and  felt  it  necessary  to  see  her 
clergyman  several  times  a  week.  To  be 
sure,  her  solicitude  for  her  soul  was  check- 
ed by  Dr.  Lavendars  calling-  her  "wo- 
man," and  telling-  her  that  it  was  more 
important  to  be  amiable  in  her  family 
than  to  make  her  peace  with  God. 

"  He  has  no  spirituality,"  Mrs.  Drayton 
said,  weeping  angrily;  and  did  not  send 
for  him  again  for  a  fortnight. 

It  was  early  in  that  February  that  old 
Mrs.  King  died,  and  though  that  meant 
that  her  daughter  Rachel  might  draw  a 
free  breath  after  years  of  most  wearing 
attendance,  it  meant  also  the  grief  of  the 
poor  daughter,  whose  occupation  was 
gone. 

Yes,  it  was  a  hard,  dreary  winter,  and 
the  old  minister's  heart  was  often  heavy 
in  his  breast;  and  when  one  day  there 
came  to  him  a  sorrow  and  a  sin  that  did 
not  concern  any  of  his  own  people,  he 
had  a  curious  sense  of  relief  in  dealing 
with  it. 

"  It  doesn't  touch  any  of  'em,  thank  the 
Lord !"  he  said  to  himself.  Yet  there  was 
a  puzzle  in  it  that  was  to  grow  until  it  did 
touch — and  very  near  home,  too.  But 
Dr.  Lavendar  did  not  see  that  at  the  be- 
ginning, fortunately. 

It  was  one  Monday.  Dr.  Lavendar  nev- 
er had  "  blue  Mondays  " — perhaps  because 
he  preached  old  sermons;  perhaps  because 
he  was  so  dogmatically  sure  that  the  earth 
w^as  the  Lord's,  and  so  were  all  the  per- 
plexities in  it,  and  all  the  sorrows,  too. 
On  this  particular  Monday,  just  after  din- 
ner, he  sat  down  by  the  fire  (he  had  been 
out  all  the  morning  in  the  sleet  and  snow, 
so  he  felt  he  had  earned  a  rest) ;  he  put 
on  his  preposterous  old  flowered  cashmere 
dressing-gown,  and  sat  down  by  the  fire, 
and  lighted  his  pipe,  and  began  to  read 
Robinson  Crusoe.  Dr.  Lavendar  had 
long  since  lost  count  of  the  number  of 
times  he  had  read  this  immortal  book, 
but  that  never  interfered  with  his  enjoy- 
ment of  it;  he  had  lost  count  of  the 
number  of  times  he  had  smoked  his  pipe, 
if  one  comes  to  counting  things  up.  He 
had  a  way  of  sniffing  and  chuckling  as 
he  read,  and  he  was  oblivious  to  every- 
thing about  him — even  to  the  fire  going 
out  sometimes,  or  his  little  grizzly  dog 
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climbing  up  into  the  chair  beside  him,  or 
the  door  opening  and  sliutting.  The  door 
opened  and  shut  now,  and  he  never  heard 
it;  only,  after  a  while  he  felt  an  uncom- 
fortable sense  of  being  watched,  and  look- 
ed up  with  a  start  that  made  Danny 
squeak  and  scramble  down  to  the  floor. 
A  girl  was  sitting  opposite  him,  her  heavy 
eyes  fixed  on  his  face. 

"Why— when  did  you  come  in?"  he 
said,  sharply.      "  Who  are  you?" 

"  I'm  Mary  Dean,  sir.  I  come  in  a  few 
minutes  ago.  I  didn't  want  to  disturb 
you,  sir."  She  said  it  all  heavily,  with 
her  miserable  eyes  looking  past  him,  out 
of  the  window  into  the  falling  sleet.  It 
was  plain  what  was  her  trouble,  poor 
child!  The  old  man  looked  at  her  keen- 
ly, in  silence;  then  he  said,  cheerfully: 

"Come,  come,  we  must  have  a  better 
fire  than  this.  You  are  cold,  my  dear. 
Suppose  you  drink  a  cup  of  tea,  and  then 
we  will  talk." 

"I  don't  want  no  tea,  sir,  thank  you," 
she  answered.  "  I  thought  you  might 
help  me.  I  came  from  Upper  Chester," 
she  went  on,  vaguely.  She  looked  about 
her  as  she  spoke,  and  a  little  interest  crept 
into  her  fiat,  impersonal  voice.  "Why  are 
them  swords  liangin'  over  the  mantel?" 
she  asked;  and  then  added,  sighing,  "  I'm 
in  trouble." 

"How  did  you  come  down  from  the 
upper  village  in  such  weather?"  Dr.  Lav- 
endar asked  her,  gently,  after  a  minute's 
pause. 

"  I  walked,  sir." 

He  exclaimed,  looking  at  her  anxious- 
ly, "  You  must  have  dr}'  clothing  on,  my 
child,  and  some  food,  before  you  say  an- 
other word!" 

The  girl  protested,  weakly:  "I  ain't 
cold;  I  ain't  hungr^^  I  only  thought 
you'd  tell  me  what  to  do." 

But  of  course  she  had  to  be  taken  care 
of.  If  his  Mary  had  not  had  thirty  years' 
experience  of  his  "perfectly  obsolete 
methods,"  as  the  new  people  expressed  it, 
she  might  have  been  surprised  to  find  her- 
self waiting  on  this  poor  fallen  creature, 
while  Dr.  Lavendar  urged  her  to  eat 
and  drink,  and  showed  her  how  Danny 
begged  for  bread  with  one  paw  on  his 
nose  and  one  outstretched.  Afterwards, 
when  the  young  woman,  fed  and  clothed, 
was  comforted  enough  to  crj^  the  old  man 
listened  to  her  story.  It  was  not  a  new 
one.  When  one  hears  it,  one  knows  the 
heads  under  which  it  divides  itself— van- 
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ity  lii'st;  love  (so  called)  next;  weaktiessin 
the  end.  It  is  so  pitiful  and  foolish  lliat 
to  call  it  by  the  awful  name  of  sin  is  al- 
most to  dignify  it.  The  girl,  as  she  told 
it,  briglitened  up;  slie  began  to  enjoy  what 
was  to  her  a  dramatic  situation;  she  told 
liim  that  she  "had  always  been  real  i-e- 
spectable,  but  she  liad  been  deceived"; 
that  she  luubrt  a  friend  in  the  world— 
''nobody  to  take  no  interest  in  her,"  as 
she  put  it— for  her  father  aiid  mother  were 
dead;  and,  oh,  she  was  that  unhappy! 
''  I  'ain't  slept  a  wink  for  'most  a  month. 
I  cry  all  night,"  she  burst  out.  "I  just 
do  nothing  at  all  but  cry,  and  cry!" 

"  Well,  I  guess  it's  the  best  thing  you 
can  do,"'  he  answered,  quietly. 

Mary  looked  disappointed,  and  tossed 
her  head  a  little.  Then  she  said  that  of 
course  she  hadn't  let  on  to  anybody  in 
Upper  Chester  what  was  wrong  with  her, 
because  all  her  lady  and  gentlemen 
friends  had  always  respected  her.  "That's 
why  I  came  down  here;  I  didn't  want 
anybody  atlioine  to  know," she  explained, 
rocking  back  and  forth  miserably. 

And  then,  perhaps  because  his  face  Avas 
so  grave,  she  said,  with  a  little  resent- 
ment, t)  at,  anyway,  it  was  her  first  mis- 
step; "there's  lots  of  girls  worse  than 
me; — and  he's  a  gentleman,^'  she  added, 
lifting  her  head  airily.  Her  glimmer  of 
pride  was  like  the  sparkle  of  a  scraj)  of 
tinsel  in  an  ash  heap.  He  w^ould  have 
married  her,  she  went  on,  defending  her- 
self, only  he  was  married  already,  so  lie 
really  couldn't,  she  supposed. 

Dr.  Lavendardid  not  ask  her  the  man's 
name,  nor  suggest  any  ai)peal  to  him  for 
money;  he  had  certain  old-fashioned  ideas 
about  minding  his  own  business  in  regard 
to  the  first  matter,  and  certain  other  ideas 
concerning  the  injury  to  any  lingering 
self-respect  in  the  woman  if  the  man 
bought  his  way  out  of  his  responsibility. 
He  let  her  wander  on  in  her  vague,  shal- 
low talk.  It  was  hard  to  see  what  was 
romance  and  what  was  truth.  She  had 
so  far  recovered  herself  as  to  laugh  a  lit- 
tle, foolishly,  and  say  once  more  she  "had 
made  a  mistake,  of  course."  but  if  Pr. 
Lavendar  would  just  help  her,  it  should 
never  ha])pen  again.  "  This  time  I'll  keep 
my  promise,"  she  said,  beginning  to  cry. 

"  T/^/.s' time?"  said  Ih-.  Lavendar  to  him- 
self.     -Ho!" 

••  What  shall  I  dor"  she  said.  "If  my 
mother  was  to  hear  it,  I  suppose  she'd 
kill  me—" 


'•  Your  mother r"  he  repealed.  "Y'ou 
said — " 

But  she  did  not  notice  her  slip. 

"Oh  dear!  I  don't  know  what's  going 
to  become  of  me,  anyhow.  And  I  haven't 
a  cent  of  money !" 

With  shaking  fingei's  she  opened  her 
Hat  thin  })Ocket-book.  and  disclosed  a  few- 
cents.  This,  at  least,  seemed  to  be  true. 
"  I'd  die  before  any  of  my  friends  should 
know  about  it!"  she  sobbed. 

Dr.  Lavendar  let  her  ci-y.  He  looked 
at  her  once  or  twice  gravely,  but  he  did 
not  speak;  he  was  wondering  what  wo- 
man in  the  parish  he  could  call  upon  to 
help  him.  He  was  not  stern  with  her. and 
he  was  not  repelled  or  shocked  by  her 
depravity,  as  a  youuger  man  migiit  have 
been  in  his  place.  He  was  old.  and  he 
was  acquainted  with  grief,  and  he  knew 
that  this  poor  creature's  wretchedness  had 
in  it,  as  yet,  no  understanding  of  sin  ;  she 
was  only  inconvenienced  by  the  conse- 
quences of  wrong-doing.  But  the  old  man 
believed  that  the  whip  of  shame  and  pain 
could  drive  her.  as  the  Lord  means  it 
shall,  into  an  appreciation  of  the  expedi- 
ency of  moi'ality — that  first  low  step  u]) 
to  the  full  realization  of  the  beauty  of 
holiness.  Being  old.  he  knew  all  this, and 
was  patient  and  tender  with  the  poor 
fool,  and  did  not  look  for  anj'thing  so 
high,  so  awful,  so  deep,  as  what  is  called 
repentance.  And  then,  beside  the  know- 
ledge of  life,  which  of  itself  makes  the 
intellect  patient,  the  situation  was  one 
which  appealed  profoundh^  to  this  old 
man  who  had  nevei"  known  the  deep  ex- 
perience of  paternity.  The  woman — so 
inextricably  deep  in  the  mire,  the  scr.si 
of  her  killed,  almost  before  it  had  been 
born,  the  chances  of  her  moral  nature 
torn  out  of  helpless,  childless  hands  that 
did  not  know  enough  to  protect  them — a 
kitten  drowned  before  its  eyes  were  open  ! 
And  the  child — the  baby,  unborn,  unde- 
sired.  weighted  with  what  an  inheritance! 
There  was  no  baseness  in  this  poor  cheap 
llimsy  creature  that  could  arouse  a  trace 
of  scorn  in  him.  He  let  her  cry  for  a 
while,  and  then  he  said,  mildly, 

"Where  is  your  other  child?''  She 
started,  and  looked  over  her  shoulder  in 
a  half-frightened  way,  and  said: 

"Why!  how  did  you  know?  Oh.  well, 
my  soul!  I  won't  deceive  you:  I — I  left  it 
in  Albany  with  my  sister.  She's  support- 
ing it." 

Dr.  Lavendar  sighed.     "  It's  a  pity  you 
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can't  be  trut]iful,Mary.  I  couldbelp  you 
better,  you  know.  However,  I  won't  ask 
you  to  tell  tlie  truth.  I'll  only  ask  you 
not  to  tell  me  any  lies.  Tliat's  easier,  I 
g-uess.  Come,  now  promise  me  you  won't 
tell  me  any  more  lies.'' 

Of  course  slie  promised,  sobbing-  a  lit- 
tle, and  fingering  ber  poor  empty  pocket- 
book.  After  ail,  that  was  the  important 
thing".  What  was  he  going  to  do  for 
her?  She  had  no  money,  and  she  could 
not  get  any  work;  and  if  this  minister 
wouldn't  look  after  her,  she  would  have 
to  go  to  the  poorhouse.  But  he  was  go- 
ing to  look  after  her:  that  was  Dr.  Lav- 
endar's  way.  For,  it  must  be  admitted, 
Dr.  Lavendar  did  not  understand  many 
tilings;  hew^asonlya  little, feeble, beliind- 
the- times  old  clergyman.  Out  of  his 
scanty  salary  he  was  lialf  supporting  one 
shiftless  woman  with  an  enormous  fam- 
ily, and  a  paralytic  old  man,  and  a  con- 
sumptive girl.  He  did  not  stop  to  reflect 
that  he  was  inviting  mothers  to  burden 
society  with  their  offspring,  and  encour- 
aging old  men  to  become  paralytics,  and 
offering  a  premium  to  consumption.  No; 
he  fed  the  hungry  and  clothed  the  naked, 
and  never  turned  his  face  from  the  face 
of  any  poor  man.  He  was  not  scientific; 
he  was  only  human.  He  hoped  and  he 
believed  that  salvation  was  possible  for 
every  one — and  so  for  this  poor  fallen 
woman  with  the  empty  pocket-book,  whom 
he  was  going  to  look  after.  But  lie  had 
to  think  about  it  a  little  while;  so  he 
bade  her  wait,  while  he  went  and  fum- 
bled among  his  papers  and  memoranda, 
and  found  the  address  of  a  worthy  wo- 
man in  Upper  Ciiester  who  would  take 
her  to  board  and  give  her  the  care  and 
attendance  that  she  was  going  to  need. 
Then  he  made  a  little  calculation  in  his 
own  mind  that  had  reference  to  a  certain 
old  book  that  he  meant  to  bu}^  and  then 
thrust  out  his  lip  and  said,  "Foolish- 
ness, foolishness!"  under  his  breath,  and 
brought  a  little  roll  of  money  and  ])ut  it 
into  her  hand. 

"You  can  go  back  on  the  stage  to 
Upper  Chester,  and  then  you  are  to  go 
to  this  street  and  number,  and  give  this 
note  to  the  kind  woman  who  lives  there. 
She  will  take  you  in,  my  child,  and  I 
will  come  and  see  you  in  a  few  days." 


If  Susan  Carr  had  been  in  Old  Chester 
that    winter,  Dr.  Lavendar   would    have 


handed  Mai-y  Dean  over  to  her,  but  she 
was  paying  a  long  visit  in  Mercer,  and 
there  seemed  to  l)e  nobody  to  look  after 
the  young  woman  but  himself.  Certainly 
he  could  not  ask  Miss  Maria  Wei  wood; 
she  would  have  been  most  anxiously, 
tremulously  kind,  but  her  consciousness 
of  the  impropriety  of  the  situation  would 
have  made  her  useless.  Mrs.  Dale  was 
too  stern ;  Mrs.  Wright's  large  family  took 
up  all  her  time;  Rachel  King— well,  yes, 
there  was  Rachel  King.  But  her  mother 
had  just  died,  and  Rachel  needed  a  little 
time  to  breathe  without  any  duty. 

"Bless  her  heart!"  he  said  to  himself, 
"Rachel  sha'n't  have  any  more  work  to 
do  for  a  while,  anyhow." 

Tliere  was  Annie  Shields;  but  she  was 
as  busy  as  she  could  be,  and  on  the 
whole — no,  it  was  not  that  kind  of  inter- 
ested, sentimental,  bustling  touch  that 
this  poor  waif  needed.  So  he  put  the 
girl  into  Mrs.  Wiley's  charge  at  Ui)per 
Chester,  and  took  the  long  stage  I'ide 
twice  a  week  to  visit  her,  and  paid  her 
board,  and  begged  baby  clothing  for  her, 
and  watched  over  "her  in  his  queer,  kind, 
dogmatic  way. 

"He's  awful  fond  of  fussin','' the  girl 
said,  wearily. 

Mrs.AViley  had  alwa3^s  a  string  of  com- 
])laints  ready  for  liim:  Mary  was  such  a 
dreadful  liar!  She  was  that  ungrateful, 
Mrs.  Wiley  had  never  seen  the  like  of  it! 
She  hadn't  any  decent  feelings,  anyhow, 
for  she  made  eyes  at  the  baker's  boy  till 
Mrs.  Wiley  said  she'd  put  her  out  on  the 
sidewalk  if  she  didn't  behave! 

"Wait;  wait,"  he  would  say.  ''She'll 
love  the  child,  and  she'll  l)e  a  better  girl." 

"It  don't  follow,"  said  Mrs.  Wiley, 
with  a  significant  toss  of  her  head.  "  She 
allows  she  left  her  first  child  in  New 
York  with  an  aunt,  and  I  can't  see  as  it 
reformed  her  any." 

However,  neither  Mrs.  Wiley's  deduc- 
tions nor  the  conllict  in  ])Oor  jMary's  sto- 
ries prevented  Dr.  Lavendar  from  hoping. 
After  the  baby  was  born,  he  was  eager  to 
see  the  mother,  peering  into 'her  face  with 
anxious  eyes,  as  though  he  thought  that 
the  benediction  of  a  baby's  hand  must  have 
blotted  out  shiftiness  and  sensuality  and 
meanness.  But  Mary  only  came  out  of 
tlie  experience  of  birth  with  her  smooth, 
shallow  face  prettier  than  evei'.  Tlien 
Dr.  Lavendar  bade  Mrs.  Wiley  wait  yet  a 
little  longer.  "Wait  until  she  begins  to 
love  it,  and  then  we'll  see!''  he  said. 
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'•  Oil,  slio  loves  it  ('ii()n.iili,"  ^Ivs.  Wiley 
<'oiicod('d,  oriulj4iiJ<;ly.  '*  I  doif I  deny  .she 
loves  it.  When  I  take  it  up,  slie  looks 
at  rnc  just  like  our  old  cat  does  when  I 
toucli  her  kittens.  Yes,  slie  loves  it  fast 
enou<^h;  but  she's  a  bad  girl,  that's  what 
slie  is.  Dr.  Lavendarl"' 

As  for  Dr,  Lavendar  himself,  he  Avas 
immensely  entertained  by  the  baby, 
though  somewhat  afraid  of  it.  He  u.sed 
to  hold  it  cautiously  on  his  knee,  chuck- 
ling to  himself  at  its  little,  i)ink,  clawlike 
liands,  wliich  grasped  vaguely  at  him, 
and  at  its  funny,  nodding,  bald  head, 
and  its  tiny,  bubbling  li])s.  Mary  would 
watch  him  languidly,  and  would  laugh 
too,  as  though  it  was  all  an  excellent  joke. 

''If  it  was  a  boy,  I'd  name  it  after  you," 
she  said,  with  C03'  facetiousness.  At 
which  Dr.  Lavendar  came  out  of  his  sun- 
ny mood,  and  said  ''Hoi''  gi'uflly,  and 
put  the  baby  down.  The  g'irl  was  so  ut- 
terly' devoid  of  any  understanding-  of  the 
situation  that,  in  spite  of  his  ho{)efulness, 
she  shocked  him  again  and  again.  How- 
ever, he  kept  on  "  looking  after  her."' 

The  child  was  ba})tized  Anna,  though 
j\[ary  had  suggested  Evelina.  "Mary," 
Dr.  LaT  endar  said,  solemnly,  "  was  your 
mother  a  good  woman  ^" 

"My  mother?''  the  girl  said,  wincing. 
"She's — dead.  She  ?tv7s  good.  My  land  ! 
if  she'd  lived  I  wouldn't  'a'  been  here  I" 
For  once  the  easy  teai's  had  not  risen; 
she  looked  at  him  sullenly,  as  though 
she  hated  him  for  some  glaring  contrast 
that  came  into  her  thoughts.  "That's 
honest,"  she  added,  simply. 

"Then  we  will  name  the  baby  after 
her,  because  she  was  good,"  he  said;  and 
"Anna."  was  accoi'dingly  ''grafted  into 
the  l)ody  of  Christ's  church.'' 

After  that  he  found  a  ])lace  for  !Mary 
to  woi'k,  whei't^  she  might  have  the  baby 
with  her.  "The  child  and  good  honest 
work  will  save  her,"  he  would  say  to 
iiimself;  but  he  used  to  shake  his  head 
over  her  when  he  sat  smoking  his  l)ii>e 
and  thinking  about  his  little  world. 
"And  that  jioor  l)al)y !"  he  would  say, 
looking.  ])erhai)s.  at  his  wrinkled  fore- 
finger, and  thinking  how  the  baby  had 
clutched  it. 

Once  he  told  Rachel  King  about  it  all, 
and  how  pretty  the  child  was — that  was 
when  it  was  live  months  c>ld.  and  tlie  red 
and  clawing  stage  was  past,  and  the  small 
bald  head  was  covered  with  shining, 
silken  rings  of  hair,  and  its  eves,  no  Ion  o'- 


er hid  in  creases  of  soft  baby  tlesh,  wei*e 
blue  and  smiling-,  and  its  little  mouih 
cooed  for  kisses. 

"Oh,"  cried  Rachel  King,  "to  think 
that  such  a  creature  should  have  it  I" 

Not  that  Rachel  King  was  hard,  or  that 
she  had  the  shrinking  that  good  Miss 
]\Liria  Wei  wood  would  have  had;  but 
her  whole  heart  I'ose  at  the  mention  of  a 
baby.  "The  little  darling,"  she  said; 
and  the  color  came  u})  into  her  face,  and 
her  eyes  gleamed.  "I  don't  believe  she 
loves  it  a  bit." 

"Oh  yes.  she  does."  said  Dr.  Lavendar, 
with  a  sigh — "yes.  she  does — in  her  way. 
And,  Rachel,  the  baby  may  save  her,  you 
know.      Yes,  I  believe  she  loves  it." 

"I  don't,"  said  Rachel  King,  stoutly : 
"not  if  this  last  story  of  her  'keeping 
company"  with  somebody  is  true.  Why 
doesn't  she  devote  herself  to  the  baby?" 

Rachel  was  sitting  out  in  the  garden 
with  Dr.  Lavendar:  he  had  been  smoking 
and  watching  the  bees,  and  she  had 
dropped  in  to  gossip  awhile.  She  was  a 
large,  maternal-looking  woman  of  thirty- 
hve.  Silent  and  placid,  with  soft,  light- 
brown  hair  parted  in  the  middle  and 
drawn  smoothly  down  and  back  from  a 
Avide  forehead,  under  which  shone  mild 
and  brooding  gray  eyes — the  eyes  of  a 
woman  who  was  essentially,  and  always, 
and  deeply,  a  mother;  that  look  that  can 
only  come  from  experience. 

But  what  had  Rachel  mothered  in  the 
last  nineteen  years! 

When  she  was  sixteen  years  old,  Mrs. 
King  fell  ill:  it  was  one  of  those  illness- 
es from  which  we  turn  away  our  eyes, 
shuddering  and  humbled.  Oh,  our  poor 
human  nature!  the  pity  of  it.  the  shame 
of  it.  yet  the  helplessness  and  innocence 
of  it !  RaclieVs  mother  gradually  but 
swiftly  came  to  be  a  child  —  in  every- 
thing but  years.  She  had  lost  a  baby, 
and  the  grief  had  shaken  the  foundations 
of  life.  They  first  suspected  how  things 
were  with  the  poor  mind  by  the  way  she 
]>ored  over  the  little  clothes  the  dead 
child  had  worn,  folding  them  and  unfold- 
ing them,  and  talking  to  them,  with  little 
foolish  laughter.  It  was  then  that  some 
one  whispered  to  some  one  else  that  Ellen 
King  was  not  herself.  So  it  went  on, 
little  by  little: — at  first  knowing,  and  re- 
belling with  horror  and  with  disgust; 
tlien.  after  a  while,  passively,  she  sank 
down  into  the  bog  of  the  merely  animal. 
When  Rachel  was  ei<rhteen  the  last  glim- 
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mer  of  the  woman  died  out;  there  was 
left  an  eating-,  breathing,  whimpering 
thing.  She  had  her  doll  by  that  time, 
and  Rachel  used  to  tuck  a  bib  under  the 
poor  shaking  chin  and  feed  her,  and  push 
down  the  naughty  hands  that  tried  to 
grasp  the  spoon,  and  wipe  the  milky  lips, 
and  kiss  her,-  and — honor  her.  This  was 
her  baby,  her  duty,  her  passionately  ten- 
der occupation — but  it  was  her  mother; 
and  Rachel  King's  days  ought  to  be  long 
in  the  land !  When  she  was  about  twen- 
ty-one a  lover  appeared,  but  she  sent  him 
away.  "I  can't  leave  mother.  Father 
can't  take  care  of  her,  you  know,  and 
Willie  will  be  getting  married  some  day. 
But  it  wouldn't  be  right  that  you  should 
have  to  live  with  her,"  she  said,  wistfully. 
The  lover  protested;  but  she  heard  the 
weak  note  behind  the  affectionate  words, 
and  after  that  she  was  quite  firm.  "No; 
it  can't  be.  I  see  that  it  couldn't  possibly 
be."  When  he  had  gone,  she  went  up  to 
her  mother's  room  and  put  her  arms 
around  her,  and  hid  her  eyes  on  her 
breast.  "Oh,  mother,  mother!"  she  said, 
^' can't  you  speak  to  me — just  once?" 

Mrs.  King  stroked  the  soft  straight  hair 
for  a  moment,  and  then  plucked  at  it 
angrily,  and  cried  and  screamed,  and  said 
she  wanted  her  dolly.  .  .  .  That  had  been 
Rachel's  life  for  nineteen  years;  for  Mrs. 
King  had  lived,  and  lived,  and  lived.  All 
around  her  in  the  anxious,  heavy-laden 
world  sweet  and  buoyant  and  vital  souls 
were  sucked  down  into  death;  but  the 
imbecile  old  woman  went  on  living.  Mr. 
King  died  in  the  early  part  of  his  wife's 
illness;  and  about  eight  years  before  the 
end  came,  William,  the  only  son  who 
lived  at  home,  married,  and  went  to  a 
house  of  his  own.  He  married  a  Mercer 
girl,  who  commended  herself  to  him  by 
her  great  good  sense.  Old  Chester  was 
not  quite  pleased  that  Willie  should  leave 
his  mother  and  Rachel  all  alone,  though 
it  said,  approvingly,  that  Martha  Hayes 
would  make  the  doctor  a  good  wife. 
But  what  could  the  young  man  do?  The 
sensible  Mercer  girl  said,  frankly,  that 
she  was  very  fond  of  Willie,  but  she 
simply  ivoiild  not  live  in  the  same  house 
with  his  mother.  Indeed,  such  was  her 
Mercer  sense  (it  certainly  was  not  of  Old 
Chester)  that  she  said,  during  the  latter 
part  of  her  engagement,  that  she  did  not 
think  it  was  quite  prudent  for  a  young 
married  lady  to  live  in  the  same  house 
with  such  a  frightful  old  creature! 


So  Rachel  was  left  all  alone  with  her 
child.  It  was  a  busy  life,  in  its  constant 
attendance;  yet  somehow  it  is  the  busy 
people  who  can  always  do  a  little  more. 
If  there  was  sickness  in  a  neighbor's  fam- 
ily, Rachel  King  took  possession  in  a 
tranquil,  sensible  way;  when  there  was 
death,  her  large,  gentle  hands  were  ready 
with  those  sacred  touches  that  are  so  often 
left  to  hirelings;  when  there  was  sorrow, 
her  soft  breast  was  a  most  comforting  pil- 
low. So  year  by  year  went  by,  until  the 
final  flicker  of  her  mother's  life  dropped 
into  mere  breathing — into  silence — into 
death.  And  year  by  year  the  lines  of 
maternity  deepened  in  the  daughter's 
face,  until  she  was  all  mother. 

Then,  she  was  childless. 

Oh,  after  such  shame,  how  humanity 
raises  itself  in  glorious  death !  Even 
Rachel,  mourning  and  bewildered  by  the 
loss  of  occupation,  felt  it  dumbly — the 
dignity,  the  mercy,  the  graciousness,  of 
death!  And  to  the  poor  soul,  fettered  in 
gross  flesh,  stumbling,  stifling,  struggling, 
what  must  it  have  been  to  emerge  into 
the  clean  spaces  of  the  stars! 

After  that,  of  course,  Rachel  could  live 
her  own  life.  But  there  was  no  question 
of  a  lover  now;  he  had  a  wife  and  five 
children  in  another  State.  She  could  not 
go  and  live  with  Willie;  her  sensible  sis- 
ter-in-law (against  this  day)  had  for  years 
been  saying  how  foolish  it  was  to  live  in 
other  people's  families;  and  Rachel  had 
taken  the  hint.  There  were  no  nephews 
and  nieces  to  love  —  nobody,  indeed,  to 
whom  she  was  a  necessity.  Of  all  the 
bitter  and  heavy  things  in  this  sorry  old 
world,  the  not  being  necessary  is  the  bit- 
terest and  heaviest.  With  a  deep,  sim- 
ple nature,  a  nature  of  brooding  love, 
Rachel  King  had  nothing  in  her  life  but 
the  crumbs  that  fell  from  richer  tables — 
the  friendly  acceptance  of  those  services 
she  was  so  happy  to  give.  But  she  had 
nothing  of  her  very  own. 

"To  think  that  that  creature  has  a 
baby !"  she  said,  pressing  her  lips  into  a 
hard  line. 

"Well,  well;  we'll  hope  it  will  save 
her,"  Dr.  Lavendar  repeated. 

"But  think  of  the  baby,"  Rachel  in- 
sisted. "  What  kind  of  a  bringing-up  will 
it  have?"  She  sighed  as  she  spoke,  not 
knowing  that  the  necessity  of  her  own 
empt}^  arms  and  wide  lap  and  deep  soft 
bosom  dictated  the  words. 


412 


HARPER'S    NEW    MONTHLY    MAGAZINE. 


"  Wol],  Iviicliel,  if  we  took  the  infants 
away  from  all  the  unwoi-thy  inotlK-rs, 
we'd  liave  a  pretty  large  oi-phan-asyluin," 
Dr.  Laveiidar  said,  cbucklinj^,  "  and  it 
^vouldn't  be  only  the  Mary  Deans  who 
would  have  to  give  'em  up,  either.  No, 
no;  I  believe  the  Lord  understands  this 
nintter  better  than  we  do.  The  baby  will 
make  a  woman  of  Mary  yet !" 

"Suppose  she  teaches  it  to  tell  lies?'' 
Rachel  King-  suggested. 

"Ho!  Sup])ose  it  teaches  her  to  tell 
the  truth?"  he  demanded.  "  No,  Rachel. 
That  baby  is  a  missionary,  a  '  domestic 
missionary,' as  you  might  say.  I've  great 
hopes  for  Mary — great  hopes." 

III. 

But  Dr.  Lavendar's  hoi)es  were  greatly 
tried.  In  spite  of  the  saving  grace  of  a 
baby,  bad  reports  came  from  the  family 
for  whom  Mary  Dean  worked — she  was 
an  inveterate  liar;  she  was  untidy,  and 
coarse  in  mind  and  body;  she  was  dis- 
honest— not  in  any  large  way,  but  rather 
in  small  meannesses. 

"The  only  good  thing  about  her  is  she 
is  fond  of  that  blessed  baby,"  her  exas- 
perated mistress  said  once.  "  She  kisses 
it  sometimes  as  if  she  were  possessed. 
But  then,  again,  she'll  slap  it  real  hard  if 
it  sloi)s  its  dress,  or,  maybe,  pulls  her  hair 
when  it's  playing.  It's  a  gi'eat  baby  to 
play,"  the  good  woman  said,  softening  as 
she  spoke. 

Howev(M',  Dr.  Lavendar  kept  on  liop- 
ing.  Then  came  a  time  when  he  could 
hope  no  longer.  It  was  one  night  in  Au- 
gust— his  Mary's  night  out.  as  it  chanced. 
Dr.  Lavendar  came  home  from  Wednes- 
day evening  lecture,  plodding  along  in 
the  darkness,  a  lantern  swinging  in  one 
hand  and  his  stick  in  the  other.  He  was 
humming  over  to  himself,  with  husky 
clearings  of  his  voice  at  the  end  of  each 
line,  the  last  hymn: — 

"  The  spa — e'lDiis  Hr — nianient  o-oii  lii-uli. 
Anil  a-all   llu'  blue — ethereal  sky — " 

Then  he  fumbled  for  his  latch-key  and 
(;ame  u\)  to  his  own  door-step,  where  was 
lying  a  little  heap  that  moved  and  said. 
"  Goo — oo — oo.'' 

Dr.  Lavendar  stood  still  for  a  moment. 
and  felt  very  cold.  Then  he  stooped 
down  and  held  the  lantern  over  the  baby's 
fac(\  At  that  there  was  an  unmistakable 
wail  of  fright,  that  sharp  "  Aa-acJi  .'" 
that   pierces  the   unaccusiomed  ear  with 


such  curious  dismay.  One  wonders  why. 
to  the  unbabied  adult,  tiiat  cry  is  so  pier- 
cing and  so  un})leasant;  fathei*s  and  mo- 
thers bear  it  witli  equanimity,  and  even 
seem  to  find  il  a  cause  for  pride.  Per- 
haps it  is  because,  being  a  reminder  of 
one's  own  I'emote  past,  it  is  a  shock  to 
one's  vanity.  "Did  1  ever  squirm  and 
screech  and  claw  like  thati'  If  Impos- 
sible!" It  is  a  humiliating  reflection,  and 
half  of  us  don't  believe  it.  Dr.  Laven- 
dar did  not  explain  his  pained  surprise  at 
the  baby's  ci-y,  but  he  certainly  shrunk  a 
little;  then  he  lifted  it  up  aiid  carried  it 
into  the  study;  he  put  it  down  in  his  arm- 
chair, and  stumbled  about  for  matches  to 
light  the  lamp:  in  his  anxiety  he  did  not 
even  take  ofl'  his  flapping  felt  hat.  which 
encircled  his  face  like  a  black  nimbus. 
Holding  the  lamp  in  his  hand,  he  came 
and  stood  over  the  bundle  in  his  chair: 
the  baby  stopped  crying  and  sucked  in  its 
lower  lip,  and  returned  his  gaze.  It  was 
Mary's  child.  He  recognized  it  at  once, 
and  did  not  need  the  dirty  scrap  of  paper 
pinned  on  its  breast: 

'■  Jl/r.  Lavendar  i  cant  do  for  baby  no 
longer  if  cries  nig/tfs  and  do  keep  me 
awake  aiid  i  got  to  do  my  work  next  day 
(dl  the  same  and  i  ca)it  stand  it  no  long- 
er a}id  i  ca)it  do  for  it  no  longer  i  am 
sorrie  i  ^)/f//('  j*(u)/'  babi/  to  be  left  alone 
and  i  love  my  b(d)i/ Just  as  much  as  if  i 
was  married  but  i  have  to  put  it  envoy  i 
ivill  never  come  back  any  more  so  get  it 
a  Itome  aiid  2)1  ease  e.vcuse  no  more  at 
j'tresent  from  your  friend  Miss  Mary 
Bean  P  S  i  have  decided  to  name  it 
Evelina." 

He  read  it.  and  then  he  looked  at  the 
baby  blinking  at  the  lamp-light,  in  liis 
arm-chair.  "  If  you'll  just  wait  a  minute," 
he  said,  in  an  agitated  voice,  "  I'll — I'll 
— I'll  get  a  woman  !" 

The  baby  yawned:  he  saw  the  roof  of 
its  small  pink  mouth,  like  a  kitten's. 
"  I'll  return  immediately,"  he  assured  it, 
nervously:  and  hurried,  almost  running, 
out  to  the  kiiclien.  But  his  maid-servant 
was  not  there.  "What  shall  I  do?"  he 
said.  "Very  likely  it  ought  to  be  fed.  or 
something.  l^erlia}>s  it  wants  to  be  held, 
ril  get  Rachel." 

It  was  easy  to  get  Rachel  King,  as  she 
lived  but  a  stone's-throw  away;  she  was 
locking  her  front  door  when,  half-way 
down  the  street,  he  called  her  and  waved 
his  lantern:  and  Rachel,  in  her  placid 
mind,    foresaw    a    sudden    illness    some- 
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where,  and  a  night's  watching-  before  her. 
His  breathless  explanation  sent  her  hurry- 
ing faster  than  he  could  walk  back  to  the 
parsonage.  When  he  got  there  she  had 
the  baby  on  her  knee,  and  was  taking  oil" 
the  faded  shawl  that  the  mother  had 
wrapped  around  it,  and  mumbling  her 
lips  over  the  little  dimpled  arm. 

"There's  a  pin  somewhere  that  has 
scratched  her,"  she  said.  "  There,  you  lit- 
tle darling.  Oh,  dear  me,  Dr.  Lavendar, 
that  shawl  is  so  dirty!  And  look  at  this 
scratch  on  her  little  hand.  There — there 
— there.  Why,  her  little  feet  are  as  cold 
as  stones!"  She  gathered  the  small  feet 
into  her  hand,  and  cuddled  the  child  up 
against  her  breast.  "I  feel  her  shiver!" 
she  said,  angrily  "  I  believe  that  wretch- 
ed girl  has  given  her  her  death  of  cold 
leaving  her  on  that  stone  step.  There, 
dear;  there — there.  Dear  baby,  bless  your 
little  heart !  She  says  she  '  was  frightened 
all  alone  in  the  dark ;  frightened  most  to 
death,'  she  says.  Yes,  darling,  yes.  'I 
was  scared,'  she  says,  'and  I  was  drefful 
cold.'  There,  now,  are  your  little  feet 
warm?" 

Dr.  Lavendar  stood  looking  down  at 
her,  greatly  relieved. 

"What  am  I  going  to  do  with  it  to- 
night?" he  said,  anxiously. 

"  Oh,  I  am  going  to  take  her  home,  sir. 
Dr.  Lavendar,  give  her  to  mef 

"Oh,  well,  Rachel,  I  hope  the  mother 
will  come  back,  you  know.  And,  in  fact, 
I  suppose  our  first  duty  is  to  get  hold  of 
her  and  make  her  take  it." 

"What!"  she  interrupted,  "when  she 
deserted  her?  Give  a  child  back  to  such 
a  mother?     No!  she  doesn't  deserve  it!" 

"  But,  perhaps,"  he  ventured,  "  the 
work  really  was  too  hard?  There's  lier 
letter.  You  see  what  she  says.  I  cer- 
tainly ought  to  try  to  get  a  ditt'erent  kind 
of  place  for  her,  where  she  won't  have  so 
much  to  do.  It  is  hard  to  be  kept  awake 
at  night  and  then  have  to  work,  you  know. 
We  must  try  to  make  it  possible  for  her  to 
keep  it,  poor  girl." 

"  Dr.  Lavendar,  any  woman  who  could 
write  such  a  letter  ought  not  to  be  allowed 
to  have  a  baby,"  Rachel  said.  "But  I 
don't  believe  we'll  ever  hear  from  her 
again.  Anyhow,  I'm  going  to  take  her 
home  with  me  to-night." 

"I  wish  you  would,  my  dear,  I  wish 
you  would,"  Dr.  Lavendar  said,  "and  to- 
morrow we  can  decide  what  w^e  ouglit  to 
do." 


Rachel  smiled,  her  eyes  narrowing  a 
little,  but  she  said  nothing.  She  wrapped 
the  child  up  in  her  skirt.  "  I  won't  have 
that  shawl  touch  her,"  she  said,  decidedly. 

"  Won't  it  cry  if  you  take  it  out  in  the 
dark?"  Dr.  Lavendar  inquired,  meekly. 

Rachel  laughed. 

"  'It'!"  she  said.  ''She  won't  cry  in 
my  arms." 

That  night  was  a  wonderful  one  to 
Rachel  King.  The  washing  of  the  soft, 
uncared-for  baby  llesh;  the  feeding  of  the 
warmed  and  comforted  little  body;  then 
the  putting  the  child  to  sleep,  sitting  in  a 
low  chair,  and  rocking  slowly  back  and 
forth,  back  and  forth,  crooning,  croon- 
ing, crooning,  her  shadow  dipping  and 
rising  across  the  ceiling  of  the  faintly 
lighted  room.  When  the  baby  was  asleep 
Rachel  looked  over  the  rough,  grimy  cloth- 
ing, shaking  her  head,  and  touching  the 
little  petticoats  with  disgusted  lingers. 

"  Ach— dirty !"  she  said.  "  They  sha'n't 
touch  her  again  ;  she's  as  clean  as  a  ilower 
now." 

And  then  she  took  her  candle  and  went 
u])  through  the  silent  house  to  the  garret. 
Whenever  Rachel  came  up  here  under  the 
rafters  of  the  old  house,  she  thought  what 
a  place  it  would  be  for  children  to  play  on 
rainy  days.  Well,  now,  perhaps  a  litlle 
child  should  play  here;  a  little  girl  might 
use  that  old  doll -house  set  back  against 
the  big  brick  chimney.  Rachel's  breath 
quickened  as  this  thought  leaped  up  in  her 
heart.  She  put  the  candle  down  on  a  chest, 
and,  from  under  the  eaves,  pulled  out  an 
old  horse-hair  trunk;  when  she  opened 
it  a  scent  of  dried  roses  and  sweet  clover 
came  from  the  clean  old  baby  linen  that 
had  been  lying  there  some  twenty  years. 
Poor  Mrs.  King,  staggering  from  reason 
to  imbecility,  liad  put  the  little  clothes 
away;  and  every  s{)ring,  for  her  sake, 
Rachel  took  them  out,  and  aired  them, 
and  put  them  back  again. 

On  top  of  the  baby  clothes  lay  a  bat- 
tered old  doll;  when  she  lifted  it  Rachel 
drew  in  her  breath  as  though  something 
hurt  her.  Then  she  began  to  sort  out  the 
things  she  needed  for  the  little  rosy  child 
of  dishonor  and  sin.  The  candle  flick- 
ered in  the  draught  from  the  open  door, 
jind  cast  hergreat  shadow^ across  the  ceiling 
as,  gently,  she  took  up  one  little  garment 
after  another.  As  she  sliook  out  the  knit- 
ted shirts  and  brushed  some  rose  leaves 
from  the  folds  of  the  yellowing  slips,  a 
sense    of    providing    for    her    own    came 
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warmly  to  liei*  hreasL.  Her  l)abyl  Slio 
took  ]ier  candle  and  went  down  stairs 
a<;ain,  the  ])ile  of  clothing-  on  her  arm. 

The  baby  slept,  warm  and  quiet,  on  Ra- 
chel's bed;  she  bent  ov^er  it  to  feel  its  soft 
breath  on  her  cheek;  then  she  o'athered 
its  feet  into  hei-  hand  to  be  sui'c  that  they 
wvro  wai'm,  and  lifted  the  arm  which  was 
thi'ONvn  u})  over  its  head  and  put  it  under 
the  cover.  It  seemed  as  thoug-h  she  could 
not  take  her  eyes  away  from  the  child, 
even  that  she  might  undress  and  lie  down 
beside  it.  And  when  she  did  it  was  not 
to  sleep;  a  dozen  times  she  raised  herself 
on  her  elbow  to  look  down  at  the  little 
figure  beside  her,  and  listen  for  its  breath- 
ing, and  lift  its  small  relaxed  hand  to  her 
lips.  Sometimes  she  thouglit  of  the  wo- 
man who  had  deserted  it:  but  never  as  if 
any  of  her  shame  were  connected  with  the 
child's  personality.  Only  with  indigna- 
tion— and  thankfulness  1 

It  was  a  night  of  birth  to  this  childless 
woman. 

In  those  first  days  she  did  not  ask  Dr. 
Lavendar  whether  he  was  taking  any 
steps  to  find  the  baby's  mother,  but  she 
lived  breathlessly.  ''I'll  buy  her.  if  that 
creatur'^  comes  back."  she  said  to  herself, 
over  and  over.  But  the  creature  did  not 
come  back,  though  Dr.  Lavendar  tried 
his  best  to  find  some  trace  of  her,  to  urge 
U})on  her  the  duty  of  caring  for  her  child. 
And  after  a  while  Rachel's  plan  and  plea 
seemed  to  the  old  minister  the  only  way 
out  of  the  matter:  Rachel  wanted  the 
baby;  and  its  own  mother  evidently  did 
not;  so  it  had  best  remain  with  Rachel. 
Cei-tainly  for  the  child  there  could  be  no 
question  as  to  which  lot  in  life  was  best 
foi*  it. 

But  it  was  several  months  before  Ra- 
cliel  King  felt  assured  possession.  *'The 
niothei'  may  come  back  for  it."  Di*.  Lav- 
endar reminded  her  many  times. '"so  don't 
let's  be  in  a  hurry."  But  in  the  end  it 
was  s(^ttled  as  Rachel  wished.  The  mo- 
ther drifted  otf  into  the  world:  and  the 
little  waif,  which  had  drifted  into  a  home, 
grew  into  a,  Ih^wei'like  child,  pi'etty  and 
ha{)py  and  good. 

IV. 

It  was  a  most  ])eaceable  Old  Chester 
childhood  that  came  to  little  Anna,  for 
Rachel  preserved  the  traditions  of  the 
town  in  bringing  her  u}i — and  that  meant 
love  and  obedience,  and  the  sweet,  at- 
tendant   grace    of    reverence,    of    which. 


alas,  childhood  is  so  often  j'obbed  in  tliese 
emanci})ated  days.  In  OhI  Chester  the 
l)ringing  up  of  their  childi-en  occupied 
the  women  in  a  way  at  once  religious 
aiid  intellectual.  Practically  they  had  no 
other  interest :  individualism  and  the  sense 
of  social  responsibility,  those  two  char- 
acteristics of  the  modern  woman,  were 
not  even  guessed  at — indeed,  they  would 
have  been  thought  exceedingly  unlady- 
like. But  the  care  of  the  individual  child 
and  the  sense  of  responsibility  for  its 
morals  made  the  interest  and  excitement 
and  occupation  of  tlie  mothers*  lives. 
The  great  fear  was  that  children  might 
be  ''spoiled";  hence  it  was  a  subject  for 
prayer  that  no  sinful  human  instinct,  no 
mere  maternal  feeling,  should  be  allowed 
to  interfere  with  discipline.  Infants  were 
punished,  children  were  trained,  youth 
was  admonished,  with  religious  devo- 
tion. It  was  a  matter  of  pious  ])ride  that 
Mrs.  Dale's  first  baby  had  cried  himself 
into  a  spasm  on  being  forced  to  drink  the 
skin  on  scalded  milk.  It  was  perhaps  un- 
fortunate that  ]Mrs.  Dale  should  liave  tried 
to  make  the  child  take  the  crinkling  skum 
in  the  first  place:  but  having  tried,  hav- 
ing called  in  several  serious  mothers  to 
advise  and  wrestle  with  the  ten  months' 
baby,  having  forced  teaspoons  between 
small  wet  lips,  and  held  little  fighting-, 
struggling  hands,  it  was  imperative  that 
she  should  succeed.  She  succeeded.  To 
be  sure,  later  on.  young  Eben  Dale  quar- 
relled with  his  mother,  and  sowed  enough 
wild  oats  to  feed  the  Augean  stables:  but 
he  reformed  in  time  to  die  at  thirty  in 
the  odor  of  sanctity — his  conversion  be- 
ing. Mrs.  Dale  believed,  due  to  that  rigid 
discipline  of  his  youth  (and  the  mercy  of 
God).  Old  Chester  children  were  prayed 
for,  and  agonized  over,  and  sent  su])per- 
less  to  bed,  with  a  chapter  in  the  Bible  to 
be  committed  to  memory  by  the  light  of 
one  uncertain  candle  shining  through 
their  hungry  tears.  And  most  of  them 
are  grateful  for  it  now. 

As  for  Rachel  King,  she  observed  these 
traditions  in  the  way  in  which  she  cared 
for  Anna:  but  it  was  always  with  ten- 
derness. And  Anna  was  a  dear  and  hap- 
py little  child.  She  never  knew  that 
her  aunt,  as  she  called  Rachel,  thought, 
and  planned,  and  fairly  lived  in  her  life. 
It  would  have  been  contrary  to  Rachel's 
principles  to  allow  the  child  to  feel  her- 
self important;  but  nothing  escaped  the 
kind  eyes,  the  far-seeing  love,  that  pun- 
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ished  and  praised  with  that  calm  justice 
which  children  so  keenly  appreciate. 
The  little  girl's  physical  well-being  was 
of  absorbing  interest  to  Rachel,  but  her 
spiritual  well-being  was  a  religion  to  the 
quiet,  matter-of-fact  woman,  who  did  not 
look  any  more  capable  of  spiritual  pas- 
sion than  did  some  gentle,  ruminative 
cow  lying  under  a  big  tree  in  a  sunny 
meadow.  Anna's  possible  inheritance 
was  a  horror  to  Rachel,  and  when  the 
child  told  her  first  lie  her  foster-mother 
was  nearly  sick  with  dismay  and  anxie- 
ty. It  was  only  one  of  the  romancing 
lies  as  common  to  childhood  as  playing. 
Anna  recited  a  long  tale  of  how  she  went 
to  Dr.  Lavendar's  and  rung  the  bell,  and 
then  tried  to  reach  up  to  the  knocker, 
and  tumbled  down,  and  saw  a  large  toad 
looking  at  her  from  beside  the  front  steps, 
and  how  she  was  so  frightened  she  ran 
every  step  of  the  w^ay  home.  Rachel, 
when  she  found  this  was  pure  invention, 
nearly  broke  hei'  heart.  Alarmed  and 
stern,  she  carried  the  story  to  Dr.  Laven- 
dar,  who  chuckled  over  it,  and  blinked 
his  eyes,  and  said  : 

"  And  she  never  left  the  yard,  you  say, 
the  whole  afternoon?  Well,  well!  what 
an  imagination !" 

"  But,  Dr.  Lavendar,  it  was  a  lie,"  Ra- 
chel said,  staring  at  him  with  dismay. 

''My  dear,  you  can't  say  a  child  of 
four  is  a  liar.  Did  you  mean  to  punish 
her?" 

Rachel  nodded,  and  sighed. 

"  Don't  you  do  it  !  Laugh  at  her. 
That's  all  she  needs.  Tell  her  it's  foolish 
to  say  things  happened  that  didn't  hap- 
pen. Time  enough  to  punish  her  when 
she  does  it  to  gain  an  end.  Don't  you 
see  it  was  a  tale  to  the  child?" 

"But  her  —  the  woman  who  deserted 
her  lied  so !" 

"Her  mother?" 

Rachel  winced.  "Yes,  that — that  wo- 
man." 

"That's  true;  poor  Mary  didn't  seem 
able  to  tell  the  truth.  Well,  I  suppose  it's 
natural  for  you,  Rachel,  to  be  afraid  of 
the  inheritance  from  her  earthly  mother; 
but  mind  you  don't  forget  her  inheritance 
from  her  Heavenly  Father,  my  dear." 

Rachel  bent  her  head,  solemnly,  listen- 
ing and  comforted. 

"Dear  me,  dear  me!"  Dr.  Lavendar 
ruminated.  "How  He  has  provided  for 
one  of  the  least  of  His  little  ones:  the  de- 
serted child  of  a  woman  who  was  a  sin- 
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ner!  Rachel,  I  wonder  where  she  is? 
Sui)pose  she  were  to  come  back?" 

Rachel  King  had  gotten  up  to  go,  com- 
forted and  smiling,  though  the  tears  were 
near  the  surface;  her  face  hardened  in- 
stantly. "She  won't  come  back;  if  she 
did,  it  would  be  nothing  to  me." 

"She  might  want  to  know  about  the 
child — where  she  is,  and  all  that." 

"You  wouldn't  tell  her?"  Rachel  said, 
with  a  gasp. 

Dr.  Lavendar  put  his  pipe  down,  and 
stuck  out  his  lips  in  a  way  he  had  when 
he  was  puzzled.  "I've  never  spoken  of 
it  to  you,  Rachel,  but  I've  wondered  about 
it.  Not  that  I  think  we'll  ever  hear  from 
her,  poor  creature — " 

'''Poor'  creature?"  Rachel  interrupt- 
ed, violently.  "Lost  creature!  wretch! 
fiend!"  It  was  like  the  sudden  show  of 
teeth  and  claws  the  way  in  which  the 
face  of  this  slow,  mild  woman  flamed 
with  rage.      "  I  hope  she  is  dead  !" 

Dr.  Lavendar  looked  up  at  her,  open- 
mouthed. 

"  Well,  now,  Rachel,  aren't  you  a  little 
— harsh,  maybe?  As  for  Anna,  she  is 
that  poor  sinner's  child — " 

' '  No,  no !"  Rachel  King  broke  in.  "  No, 
Dr.  Lavendar,  I  can't  hear  you  say  that; 
I  can't  !     She  is  my  child." 

"Now,  my  dear,  you  know  that  is  re- 
ally foolish,"  he  said,  shaking  his  head. 
"  That  girl  who  gave  her  birth  is  her  mo- 
ther; ye  can't  get  around  that,  Rachel." 

"That — woman,  is  only  the  mother  of 
— of  her  body,"  Rachel  King  said,  in  a 
low  voice.  "I  am  her  mother.  Dr.  Lav- 
endar. Anna  is  mine.  No;  that — crea- 
ture will  never  come  back;  but  if  she  did, 
it  would  make  no  difference;  it  would 
make  no  more  difference  to  me  than  it 
would  to  Mrs.  Wriglit  and  her  Lydia,  or 
—or  any  mother.      My  child  is  mine.'' 

"I  wonder  what  the  law  would  say?" 
Dr.  Lavendar  ventured,  meekly. 

"  The  law?"  Rachel  said.  "  What  do  I 
care  for  the  law?  That's  man's  word. 
God  gave  me  that  child,  and  only  God 
shall  take  her  from  me!" 

"But,  Rachel,"  he  protested,"  a  mother 
has  a  natural  right;  if  she  wanted  her 
child  (supposing  she  could  feed  it  and 
take  proper  care  of  it),  I  think  anybody 
would  agree  that  she  ought  to  have  it." 

Rachel  King  turned  on  him,  panting; 
her  hands  were  trembling,  and  her  large 
face  a  dull,  angry  red.  "  Is  food  the  only 
thing  she  needs.  Dr.  Lavendar?     I  would 
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]';itli(M'  Anna  was  dead,  1  would  sooner 
kill  lier  willi  my  own  liands,  Uian  liave 
lier  ^o  to  that— orcalure  I"  Without  an- 
otliei"  word  she  turned  and  walked  away 
from  him. 

As  for  Dr.  Lavendar,  lie  sat  still,  per- 
fectly confounded  by  her  violence. 

"  How  people  do  sur})ri.se  you  !"'  he  said 
to  himself  at  last.  "Well,  it  appt'ars  Sol- 
omon knew  what  lie  was  talkiii<;'  about. 
It  was  the  real  mother  who  said,  'in  no 
wise  slay  it.'  Curious  how  nature  can 
always  be  relied  on  to  tell  the  truth.  But 
how  Rachel  did  surprise  mel"' 

However,  Rachel  did  not  surprise  him 
in  this  way  again;  indeed,  though  she 
came  to  see  him  on  this  matter  or  on 
that,  things  were  not  quite  the  same  be- 
tween them.  A.  deep  resentment  and  dis- 
trust grew  up  m  her  mind.  Dr.  Laven- 
dar  had,  to  her  way  of  thinking,  showed 
an  unfriendly  and  unfeeling  disposition 
which  slie  had  never  suspected  in  him. 
She  did  not  speak  of  this  resentment,  of 
course;  but  it  burned  and  smouldered, 
and  never  quite  went  out.  The  anger  of 
sl()\v,  mild,  loving  i)eople  has  a  lasting 
quality  that  mere  bad-tempered  folk  can- 
not understand,  Rachel  used  to  reproach 
herself  for  the  hardness  of  her  heart,  and 
say  that  she  must  remember  that  Dr. 
Lavendar  was  getting  old,  and  could  not 
undei'stand  things; — "or  else  he  would 
know  that  God  gave  Anna  to  me,"  she 
would  say,  over  and  over,  her  sim])le  creed 
permitting  the  idea  that  her  Creator  had 
made  a  depraved  mother  commit  the  sin 
of  abandoning  her  child  so  that  another 
woman  might  have  a  child  to  love  and 
care  for.  But  she  never  again  let  the 
maternal  passion  burst  out  in  such  iierce 
words  of  po.ssession. 

Dv.  Lavendar,  however,  pondered  those 
words  in  his  heart.  He  used  to  sit  blink- 
ing at  the  fire,  and  rubbing  Danny's  ears, 
and  thinking  about  it:  after  all.  to  whom 
did  Anna  really  belong?  Overand  overhe 
discussed  it  with  himself,  bul  only  as  an 
abstract  ])r()position  that  interested  him 
as  any  philoso]-»hical.  impersonal  question 
might.  The  first  mother,  so  to  speak, 
was  gone,  having  resigned  the  baby  to 
the  chance  of  kindness;  the  second  mo- 
ther had  taken  her  emjity  place,  and  was 
doing  those  negU^cled  duties;  thanks  to 
her,  little  Anna  was  being  brought  up  as 
a  member  of  Christ,  the  child  of  God.  and 
an  inheritor  of  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven. 
But  to  whom  did  she  I'eallv  belong? 


He  })ottered  about  over  lliis  question 
with  the  same  mild  intellectual  enjoyment 
with  which  in  his  salad  days  he  had  dis- 
cussed (and  disposed  of)  the  eriors  of  the 
Socinians  and  the  Pelagians.  And  by- 
and-by  he  made  up  his  mind,  and  decided, 
in  his  dogniatic  way,  that  "  there  was  no 
question  about  it "" : 

By  the  inalienable  claim  of  nature 
Anna  belonged  to  the  woman  wlio  had 
brought  her  into  the  world. 

So  little  Anna  grew  into  a  pleasant 
cliikl.  She  was  looked  after  a  little  more 
strictly  than  other  children,  and  perhaps 
punished  more:  but  it  seemed  as  though 
she  were  loved  more  too.  She  had  a 
very  happy  childhood  :  sewing,  on  a 
hassock  at  Rachel's  feet,  her  hair  parted 
smoothly  over  lier  round,  pure  forehead, 
and  her  bright  eyes  eager  as  any  other 
child's  to  be  through  with  hei'  task  and 
get  out  to  play;  romping  in  the  garden 
with  other  little  girls;  playing  with  her 
doll — an  old  doll  given  her  by  Rachel, 
whose  eyes,  when  she  ])ut  it  into  Anna's 
liands,  were  wet.  and  who  stroked  the 
dolly's  head  as  if  she  loved  it,:  learning 
to  read  at  Rachel's  knee  out  of  a  brown 
book  with  two  fat  gilt  cherubs  on  the 
cover,  called  Beading  Wifliouf  Tears. 
However,  Anna's  childhood  had  its  tears, 
fortunately.  Rachel's  love  was  not  of 
that  poor  fibre  that  spares  the  wholesome 
salt  of  tears  in  tiie  bread  of  life.  So  lit- 
tle Anna  laughed  and  cried  and  played, 
and  grew  into  a  dear,  good  child. 

And  when  she  was  ten  j'ears  old,  all 
this  was  weighed  in  a  balance  against  the 
"inalienable  claim  of  nature." 


It  was  on  Saturday,  and  the  children 
were  straggling  up  the  street  to  the  rec- 
tory f(.)r  their  catechism  and  collect  class. 
Dr.  Lavendar  had  had  this  class  for  forty 
years;  tlie  preceding  generation  had  sat 
on  the  little  hard  benches  in  the  dining- 
room,  and  learned  that  a  collect  was 
divided  into  three  })arts,  the  invocation, 
tlie  petition,  and  the  conclusion,  just  as 
this  generation  was  learning  it.  Fa- 
thers and  mothers,  thirty  years  before, 
had  recited  in  concert  that  their  spon- 
sors in  baptism  had  renounced  for 
them  the  devil  and  all  his  works,  the 
pomps  and  vanities  of  this  wicked  world, 
and  all  the  sinful  lusts  of  the  llesh  ;  and 
now  tliey  were  permitting  their  children 
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to  be  reminded,  once  a  week,  that  a  like 
futile  renunciation  had  been  made  for 
them. 

On  this  particular  Saturday  it  was  rain- 
ing", and  was  cold  and  blustery.  But  Old 
Chester  children  were  brought  up  to  be- 
lieve that  they  were  neither  sugar  nor 
salt;  and  so,  when  it  was  time  to  start, 
they  trudged  along  through  the  rain  and 
mud  to  the  rectory.  They  were  a  sturdy, 
rosy  set,  very  shy,  quite  clumsy,  and 
stupidly,  stolidly  silent — unless  they  were 
spoken  to.  The  class  met  in  the  din- 
ing-room, the  table  being  pushed  over  in 
one  corner,  and  some  benches  placed  into 
two  rows  in  front  of  a  blackboard;  there 
was  always  a  dish  of  apples  on  a  side- 
table  (or  jumbles,  if  it  was  summer); 
and  the  five  or  six  boys  and  seven  or 
eight  girls  kept  an  eye  on  it,  to  cheer 
them  through  the  half-hour  of  the  old 
minister's  talk.  Dear  me!  how  that  dish 
kept  up  a  sinking  heart  when  its  own- 
er was  asked  (no  one  ever  knew  where 
the  lightning  was  going  to  strike,  so 
there  was  no  such  thing  as  cramming- 
be  forehand),  "  What  is  thy  duty  tow- 
ards thy  neighbor  f  When  collect  class 
was  over,  the  apples  or  jumbles  were 
handed  around,  and  each  child  took  one, 
and  said,  "Thank  you,  sir";  and  then 
Danny  was  brought  in  and  put  through 
his  tricks;  and  sometimes,  if  everything 
had  gone  very  well,  and  "What  desirest 
thou  of  God  in  this  prayer,"  and  "  What 
is  thy  duty  to  thy  neighbor?"  had  been 
answered  without  a  mistake,  and  Dr. 
Lavendar  was  especially  good  -  natured, 
they  were  taken  into  the  study  and 
shown  the  lathe,  and  the  little  boxes  of 
garnets  and  topazes  and  amethysts;  and 
perhaps  —  oh,  very  rarely,  maybe  three 
times  a  year — one  boy  and  one  girl  were 
chosen,  turn  about,  to  put  a  foot  upon  the 
treadle  and  start  the  lathe.  And  then 
how  the  collect  class  stood  about,  gaping 
with  interest  and  awe! 

This  class  met  at  two,  and  was  such  an 
institution  of  Old  Chester  that  nobody 
ever  thought  of  calling,  or  getting  mar- 
ried, or  being  buried,  at  two  o'clock  of  a 
Saturday  afternoon.  But  on  this  rainy 
January  Saturday,  a  little  before  two,  a 
carriage  drove  up  to  the  rectory  gate,  and 
a  fat,  sleepy-looking  man  helped  a  very 
pretty  young  woman  to  alight.  He  held 
an  umbrella  over  her  in  a  stupid,  uncer- 
tain way  as  they  walked  up  the  garden 
path,  and   she  scolded  him  sharply,  and 


told  him  to  look  out  and  not  let  it  drip  on 
her  hat. 

"What's  the  odds?"  he  said,  good- 
naturedly.  "  I'll  got  you  all  the  hats  you 
want,  Mamie." 

"  Here's  the  house,"  the  young  woman 
said.  "  Now,  Gus,  you  sit  out  in  the  hall, 
and  I'll  talk  to  the  old  man." 

"  Why  can't  I  come  in  too?'' 

"Oh,  well,  I'd  rather  see  him  alone," 
she  said. 

"All  right,"  he  responded,  with  a  fool- 
ish grin. 

Dr.  Lavendar  was  in  the  dining-room, 
fussing  over  the  arrangement  of  the  little 
low  benches,  and  printing  the  collect  on 
the  blackboard.  The  **  ©  XorD  "  and  the 
**!HmCU''  were  always  written  in  very 
large  letters,  and  the  question,  "What 
does  Amen  mean?"  was  always  asked  of 
the  youngest  Todd  child,  who  was,  poor 
boy,  "  wanting,"  and  could  only  remem- 
ber that  one  answer,  which  he  recited  as 
''  Sobeet:' 

"  There's  a  man  and  woman  to  see  you, 
sir,"  Mary  said.  "  I  believe  they're  stran- 
gers.     I  guess  they  want  to  be  married." 

"  Ho  !  What  do  they  mean  hy  coming 
at  this  hour?"  said  Dr.  Lavendar. 

"I  told  'em  you  had  the  children  com- 
ing," Mary  defended  herself — Mary  was 
always  defending  herself;  it  is  a  charac- 
teristic of  her  class — "but  they  allowed 
they  had  to  get  back  to  Mercer  to  get  a 
train  for  Australia,  and  they  couldn't 
wait." 

"  If  the}"  go  by  rail  to  Australia,  they'll 
do  well,"  said  Dr.  Lavendar.  "Well,  I 
guess  I  can  marry  'em  in  ten  minutes. 
Just  be  ready  to  come  in,  Mary,  will 
you?" 

Then  he  went  shuffling  out  into  the 
hall,  where  the  man  was  sitting,  holding 
his  hat  on  his  knees. 

"No,  sir;  it's  not  me;  it's  my  wife 
wants  to  see  you.      She's  in  beyont." 

So  they  didn't  want  to  get  married.  Dr. 
Lavendar  saw  Neddy  Todd  coming,  roll- 
ing and  stumbling  and  grinning,  along 
the  street,  and  lie  made  haste  to  go  into 
his  study.  Neddy's  early  arrival  w^as  one 
of  those  inflictions  that  belong  to  clergy- 
men. 

Of  course,  as  soon  as  he  entered  his 
study.  Dr.  Lavendar  knew  the  woman. 
She  had  grow^i  a  little  heavier;  she  was 
very  well  dressed,  and  perhaps  prettier 
than  ten  years  before.  It  was  the  same 
face — mean  and  shallow^  and  simpering; 
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hut  ili(M'e  was  a  hungry  look  in  it  tliat  he 
(lid  not  understand. 

''I  don't  know  as  you  recognize  me." 
she  hegan,  airily.      ''1  was—" 

"I  recognize  you.  You  are  Mary 
Dean.'" 

''Well,  I  7cas.  I'm  Mrs.  Gus  Larkin 
now.  I'm  married."  She  laughed  a  lil 
tie  as  she  spoke,  with  a  coquettish  toss  of 
her  head.  ''That's  him  out  in  the  hall. 
We're  going  to  live  in  xVustralia.  We 
sail  on  Tuesday.  He's  a  mechanical  en- 
gineer, and  he  gets  real  good  wages. 
Well,  he  says  I  can  take  baby.  So  I 
come  to  get  her."  Her  face,  as  she  spoke, 
changed  and  grew  anxious,  and  her  breath 
came  quickly.  "She's  well?"  she  said. 
"  She's— alive?  Why  don't  you  say  some- 
thing?" she  ended,  shrilly.  "My  baby 
ain't — dead,  is  she?" 

"No;  oh  no;  no,"  he  said,  feebly.  Then 
he  sat  down  and  looked  at  her.  Two  um- 
brellas, bobbing  against  each  other,  came 
up  the  path.  Two  more  children.  He 
wondered  who  they  were. 

Mary  was  instantly  relieved  and  hap- 
py. "Of  coui'se  it's  a  long  time  since  I've 
seen  her,"  she  began:  "but  there!  there 
hasn't  been  a  day  I  'ain't  thought  of  her. 
Is  she  pretty?  Well,  about  two  months 
ago  he  married  me,  and  as  soon  as  I  got  a 
home  of  my  own  I  just  thought  I'd  have 
baby.  That  was  my  iii'st  thought,  though 
of  course  I  was  real  glad  to  be  respectable. 
But  I'll  liave  baby,  I  says  to  myself. 
Well,  he's  real  kind ;  I'll  say  that  for 
him.  And  he  said  I  could  have  her.  So 
I've  come  to  get  her.  We're  going  back 
to  Mercer  to-night,  because  we've  got  to 
start  to-morrow  morning.  And  Tuesday 
we  get  on  the  ship.  Baby — well,  there! 
She  ain't  a  baby  now;  I  suppose  she's 
grown  a  big  girl  ^  She'll  be  real  interest- 
ed in  seein'a  ship.  I  am  myself.  I  nev- 
er seen  a  ship,  or  an  (X'ean.  Oh.  well.  sir. 
you  don't  know  what  it  is  to  me  to  get 
my  l)aby  back  again  !" 

Her  face  moved  suddenly,  with  tears, 
but  she  smiled.  Dr.  Lavendar  felt  a  cu- 
rious faintness;  the  suddenness  of  the 
thing — an  abstraction  violently  material- 
ized, so  to  speak — gave  him  a  physical  as 
well  as  amoral  shock.  The  real  mother, 
a  married  woman.  "  respectable."  as  she 
said,  was  asking,  naturally.  sim})ly.  for  her 
child.      And  of  course  slie  nuist  have  it. 

"I  do  not  think."  he  said,  slowly,  his 
voice  deep  and  trembling,  "'that  you  real- 
Iv  love  vour  child:   ten  vears  of  inditi'er- 


ence  to  her  fate  does  not  show  much 
love!"  He  began  to  get  his  breath,  and 
sat  up  straight  in  his  chair,  glowering  at 
her  under  stern  brows. 

'"Well."  she  defended  herself,  "of 
course  I  see  how  it  looks  to  you.  But — 
there!  I  couldn't  have  her  with  me. 
Why,  how  could  I?  and  me — the  way  I 
was?  Why.  I  wouldn't.  I  loved  her. 
though,  all  the  time.  I  don't  know  as 
you'll  believe  mef 

Dr.  Lavendar  said  to  himself  that  he 
did  not  believe  her.  but  deep  down  in  his 
heart,  in  a  frightened  way.  he  knew  that 
she  was  speaking  the  truth.  "  How  long 
have  you  been  married.'"  he  said.  She 
told  him,  and  added  that  "'  he  "  was  per- 
fectly respectable. 

"  What  do  you  call  respectable?"  Dr. 
Laveiular  said;  and  even  in  iiis  alarm 
and  confusion  he  knew,  with  shame,  that 
there  was  contempt  in  his  voice — '*  what 
do  you  call  respectable?" 

'■  Well,  Gus  never  was  took  up.  and  he 
never  kept  company  with  them  that  was 
took  up."  she  said,  proudly  :  "  and  he  gets 
good  wages.  Before  we  broke  up  to  go 
to  his  place  in  Australia  we  had  a  Brus- 
sels carpet  on  our  parlor  floor,  and  a 
piano — (we  were  getting  it  on  instalments, 
but  then  it's  all  the  same:  it  was  stand- 
ing right  in  our  bow-window).  Baby  '11 
have  a  good  home.  He  had  twenty-two 
dollars  a  week,  and  he's  going  to  have 
forty  dollars  in  Melbourne.  I'll  dress  her 
pretty.  I  can  tell  you!" 

Respectability:  ''not  to  have  been  ar- 
rested!" Well!  well!  Anna,  ten  years 
old.  trained  in  every  sweet  old-fashioned 
delicacy  of  thought  and  speech,  in  the 
nurture  and  admonition  of  the  Lord,  was 
to  be  thrown  into  such  "respectability"! 

"  Mary."  he  said,  clearing  his  throat, 
but  speaking  huskily  and  with  a  shaking 
voice.  "  you  gave  your  child  away.  Why 
do  you  want  her  now.^  She  is  in  a  good 
home,  ami  has  good  friends.  AVhy  don't 
you  leave  her  there?" 

She  listetunl  to  him  in  amazement,  and 
then  burst  out  laughing.  "Leave  her? 
Well.  I  guess  I  won't!  I'm  willing  to 
])ay  the  folks  for  her  board,  if  they  ask 
it.  But  a  child  don't  eat  much,  and  I 
guess  they've  made  her  work;  abound- 
out  child  woi-ks  her  passage  exevy  titne. 
Still,  ril  ])ay.  As  for  leavin'  her — why, 
I  manned  him  more  to  get  her  a  good 
home  than  anything  else  !"    . 

The  room    darkened    with  a   s})lash   of 
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rain  against  the  window.  Some  more 
cliildren  came  up  tlirong'li  the  garden, 
their  umbrelhis  huddled  together,  and 
their  little  feet  crunching  the  wet  gravel 
of  the  path.  He  could  hear  the  murmur 
of  their  chatter,  and  caught  Theopliilus 
Morrison's  shrill  inquiry,  "  Say,  Lydia, 
'  what  is  required  of  })ersons  to  be  baptist- 
ed?'"  They  came  clattering  into  the  hall ; 
and  then  the  house  was  silent  again,  ex- 
cept that  the  man  waiting  outside  coughed 
and  moved  about  restlessly. 

"  I  never  signed  papers  to  adopt  her 
out — did  I?  Well,  then,  the  law'd  give 
her  to  me.      I'm  her  mother." 

Her  mother!  Sacred  and  invincible 
word!  There  came  keenly  to  his  mind  a 
phrase  Rachel  had  used — ''only  the  mo- 
ther of  her  body.''  Of  course  Rachel 
was  wroug;  but  why  hadn't  she  adopted 
Anna?  for  in  the  security  of  years,  fool- 
ishly enough,  the  question  of  legal  adop- 
tion had  not  been  raised. 

"Mary,"  he  said,  "think — think  w^h at 
you  are  doing! — to  take  her  away  from  a 
good  home.  I'm  sorry  for  you  with  all 
mv  heart;  but  I — I  hope  you  w^on't  do 
it.'' 

She  shook  her  head  violently.  "You 
needn't  talk  to  me  about  good  homes; 
I've  got  a  good  home  for  her.  iVnd  I'm 
respectable." 

"  Oh,  do  give  it  up,  Mary,"  he  said,  his 
voice  shaking  with  agitation — "do  con- 
sider her  welfare!  Mary,  let  me  put  it  to 
your  husband.  He  is  kind,  as  jou.  say, 
to  be  willing  to  take  her;  but  let  me  tell 
him—" 

"  No."  She  went  and  stood  in  front  of 
the  door,  with  a  frightened  look.     "  No!" 

"Let  me  tell  him  liow  it  is,''  he  insist- 
ed. He  had  it  in  mind  to  offer  these  peo- 
ple money. 

Mary  caught  him  by  the  wrist.  "No, 
you — you  mustn't.  He — I  told  him  it  was 
my  sister's  child.      He — don't  know." 

Dr.  Lavendar  fell  back,  but  his  face 
cleared.  "A  lie!"  he  said.  "Mary, 
you're  not  worthy  of  her.  What  do  I 
care  if  you  gave  her  birth?  You  are  no- 
thing but  her  mother!  She  shall  stay 
'here  she  is!" 

Mary  turned  white;   then  she  dropped 

.n  at  his  feet.     "Give  me  my  baby," 

said.      "Oh,  Mr.  Lavendar,  give   me 

by!"     She  put  her  arms  about  his 

nd  looked  up  at  him,  her   voice 

and    whispering.      "I  must  have 

—  I  must  liave   her!''     She   dropped 
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her  face  on  the  floor,  moaning  like  an 
animal.  He  looked  down  at  her,  the  dif- 
ficult tears  of  age  standing  in  his  eyes. 

"Mary,"  he  said,  trying  to  lift  her, 
"stop  —  stop  and  think  of  An  — of  the 
child's  best  good.  And,  besides,  you  have 
another  child  ;    why  not  get  it?"  ' 

"  Dead,"  she  said,  brokenly;   "dead." 

"I  believe,"  he  said,  solemnly,  ''  it  is 
better  dead  than  with  you.  Alas  that  I 
must  say  so!  And  as  for  this  child,  that 
you  deserted  ten  years  ago,  when  I  say  she 
must  sta}^  where  she  is,  1  am  not  thinking 
of— of  the  people  she  is  living  with,  who 
would  be  heart-broken  to  part  with  her; 
I'm  thinking  of  her  future — " 

"  Well,  but,"  she  interrupted,  passion- 
ately, "Avhat  about  me?  Haven't  I  any 
future?     Y^ou've  got  to  give  her  to  me!" 

But  he  knew  fi'om  her  confession  that 
her  husband  was  ignorant  of  her  past, 
and  that  he  held  the  situation  in  his  hand ; 
she  could  not  force  him  to  give  Anna  up 
unless  she  betrayed  herself;  and  that,  it 
was  ])lain,  she  would  not  do. 

"I  tell  you,"  she  insisted,  "I'll  give 
her  as  good  a  home  as  anybody.  Oh, 
my  little,  little  baby!  I  want  my  baby! 
Oh,  you  haven't  a  heart  in  you,  to  kill 
me  like  this!  My  baby — ''  Again  she 
broke  off.  gasping  and  sobbing.  It  was 
horrible  and  heart-breaking.  A  timid 
knock  at  the  door  came  like  a  crash  into 
their  ears. 

"  Mamie?" 

Mary  leaped  to  her  feet,  brushing  her 
hand  over  her  eyes,  and  panting,  but  hold- 
ing hei'self  rigid. 

("Don't  tell  him,"  she  said,  rapidly;) 
and  then  laughed,  in  a  silly,  breathless 
way.  "Go  'wav,  Gus;  I  ain't  through 
yetJ' 

''  I  thought  I  lieai'd  you  takin'  on,"  he 
said,  peering  suspiciously  into  the  room. 

"Oh,  get  out  with  you!"  she  answered. 
"No;  I  was  talking.  Go  back.  I'll  be 
out  in  a  minute.''  The  man  withdrew, 
meekly. 

Dr.  Lavendar  stood  looking  at  her;  he 
had  no  doubts  now.  "  Not  that  which  is 
natural,  but  that  which  is  spiritual,"  he 
thought  to  himself.  He  wondered  if  the 
children  had  all  come;  he  wondered  if 
Anna  was  sitting  on  one  of  the  little  hard 
benches,  saying  her  catechism  over  to 
some  other  child.  Mary  talked  on,  pas- 
sionately, but  in  a  low  voice.  She  urged 
every  conceivable  reason  for  the  custody 
of  her  child,  ending  by  saying,  in  sudden 
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aii^er — for  Dr.  Laveiular  only  answered  utes  and  g-et  his  Ijreaili  and  strensrili:  lii- 

lier  by  a  slow,  silent  slialce  of  the  head —  struggle   had  profoundly  exiiausted  liini 

"  AVell,  I  shouldn't  think,  if  I"m  so  bad  he   looked   very  old  as   he   sat  there  an^ 

I  can't  have  her,  that  the   folks  that  has  swallowed  his  thimbleful  of  brandy, 

her    would   want   a  child   with  such  bad  "'Solomon    didn't    know    evei-yihing".  " 

blood  in  herl"    She  was  trembling  again,  lie    said   to  himself:  "Imt  may  God   for- 

and  ready  for  another  wild  burst  of  tears,  give  me  if  I've  done  wi^mgl" 

]>ut  as  she  spoke,  Gus  knocked  again. 

''Say,  ]\rame,  we've  {/of  to  go;    we'll  miss  In   the  dining-room  the  children  wer- 

the  ti'aiji."  yawning    and    squabbling    and    Jiearin_ 

"Shut     the    door."    she     said.       Then  each    other   rei)eat    the    Collect    and  th- 

looked    full     into     Dr.    Lavendar's     face,  "duty  to  your  neighl)or."      It  was  near]; 

''  Will  you  give  me  nuj  child  !'^  three.       Theophilus   Moi'rison    had    insti- 

'' No,"  he  said.  })ityingly.  tuted   a  game  of  leapfrog  over  the  little 

She  stared  at  him  a  moment,  lier  eyes  low  benches,  but  the  girls  felt  that  sucli 

narrowing,  hate  and  fear  antl  misery  in  levity  was  sacrilegious, 

her  face.      ''Then  — ['11   go   to   hell!"   she  "There's    prayer-books    here."   Anna 

said;  and   turned  iind  left   him,  sliutting  King    said,    "so    it's   just    the    same    as 

the  door  behind  her  softly.  church." 

"  A  prayer-book."  returned  Theophilus. 

"Come   on."  slio    told  the    meek    lius-  scornfully,   "isn't   anytiiing  but  a  book; 

band.  it's   the    prayers    out    of    n    tliat    makes 

Gus  followed  her  out  into  the  rain.  church,  and — "      But  his  voice  trailed  off 

"Are   you   goin'  after  the  young   one  into   quick    subsidence    a^   Dr.  Laveiidar 

now.'"  he  said.  came  in. 

"No.      He  won't  let  me  get  her.      He  "  AVell.  children."  he  said,  "you've  had 

says  she'd   ought  to  stay   with  the   folks  to  wait.      I'm  sorry.      I  think,  though,  as 

that  took  her  when  my  sister  died."  it's  so  late,  we  won't  have  any  lesson — " 

Gus  opened  the  carriage  door  for  her,  ("Bully:"  said   Theophilus,  under  his 

and    chuckled.       "  Well,   now.   Mame.  it  breath.' 

would  be  quite  a  change  for  her.      AVe're  " — but  we'll  repeat  tlie  Collect,  all  to- 

strangers  to  her.  and  slie  might  be  home-  gether.  and  then  you  may  go  home." 

sick.    I  didn't  let  on  to  you,  but  I  thought  "  Ai'en't  we  going  to  ijave  our  applesr" 

of  that.      I  don't  know  l)ut  what  the  old  remonstrated  Theophilus. 

gentleman  is  right.    And,  you  know,  may-  "  Oh.  dear  me.  yes.      Yes.  yes.      Come, 

be — "      He  whis})ered  something,  looking  Anna,   my   child,  and   kneel   down   here 

at  her  out  of  his  stui)id,  kindly  eyes,  his  beside  me.      Children,  let  us  pray: 

loose,  weak' mouth  di't)p[)ing  into  its  mean-  "O  Lord,  tee  beseecJi    lliee  riiercifulhj 

ingless  smile.  to  receive  the  prayers  of  Thji  people  who 

call  up0)i  Thee:  and  grant  that  they  may 

Dr.  Lav(^nd:ir  went  to  a  little  closet  in  hotlt  perceive  a)\d  know  what  things  they 

the  chimney  breast,  and  took  out  a  chunky  ought  to   do,  and  also   mai/  Jiare  grace 

l)lack  bottle  and  a  glass.    His  hands  shook  and  ])Ower  faithfidly  to  fulfil  the  same  : 

so  that  the   bottle   and  glass  clinked   to-  tlirough  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord. 

gether.      He  had  to  sit  down  a  few  min-  "Amen.'"  said  Dr.  Lavendar. 
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D  Y     T  H  O  yi  A  S     \V  A  L  S  11  . 

HILE  low   before  the   Throne  of  Pearl   there  bend 


Acclaiming  Seraphs   in    majestic    thi'ong. 
And    whirlwinds  of  Laudates   without   end 

Sliake  God's   far  shining  citadels  with   song. — 

Auainst   the   tialf- veiled  lattice  of  the  morn 
A   truant   Cherub,  peejung  through   the  dai'k. 

Perturbed   with   straggling  night  and  stars  outworn, 
Strains  his  pink  ear  to   hear   the  rising  lark. 


THE   FISH-WAEDEN    OF    MADRID. 

BY   BLISS   PERRY. 


I. 

IT  was  universally  remarked  in  Madrid — 
Madrid,  Vermont — that  the  death  of 
Beriah  Tate  was  a  loss  to  the  town.  Even 
the  time  of  his  departure  was  inconven- 
ient, being  only  a  week  after  the  March 
meeting  in  which,  "for  the  tenth  year  in 
succession,  he  had  been  elected  first  select- 
man, road-master,  overseer  of  the  poor, 
and  constable.  In  order  to  fill  these  va- 
rious positions  it  w^as  necessary  to  call  a 
special  town  meeting.  The  orthodox 
church,  likewise,  was  forced  to  choose  a 
deacon  in  Beriah's  stead,  and  a  new  rep- 
resentative on  the  committee  of  the  Coun- 
ty Bible  Society.  Of  all  the  offices  in 
church  and  state  which  the  departed  had 
filled  so  acceptably,  there  was  but  one 
that  now  went  begging.  It  was  tliat  of 
fish-w^arden. 

The  fisli  and  game  laws  had  never  been 
taken  very  seriously  by  the  natives  of 
Madrid.  Beriah  had  been  induced  to  ac- 
cept the  post  simply  because  the  Tate 
place  lay  upon  the  hill-top  above  tlie  junc- 
tion of  the  East  and  West  Branches,  and 
the  fish -commissioner  argued  that  the 
city  fellows  who  came  up  on  Sundays  and 
out  of  season  to  catch  four -inch  trout 
w^ould  be  frightened  off  if  they  knew  that 
the  deacon  was  a  warden.  And  so  they 
were,  but  the  warden  let  his  own  summer 
boarders  fish  as  they  liked,  without  asking 
them  any  questions  for  conscience'  sake. 
He  nailed  a  synopsis  of  the  fish  and  game 
laws,  printed  on  white  cotton  cloth,  to  the 
horse -barn  door,  next  to  the  advertise- 
ment of  Bowker's  fertilizers;  and  his  per- 
sonal responsibility  for  his  boarders  end- 
ed here.  It  was  because  of  Beriah  Tate's 
long  experience  with  human  nature  that 
he  w^as  such  a  loss  to  the  town. 

A  month  after  his  death  one  of  the 
fish-commissioners  drove  into  the  yard  of 
the  Tate  place.  Alonzo  Robbins,  tlie 
hired  man,  was  raking  up  the  chips  left 
from  the  winter's  wood -pile,  under  the 
close  supervision  of  Beriah 's  widow. 

"Expecting  your  boarders  soon,  Mis' 
Tate?"  inquired  tlie  commissioner. 

"Not  till  July,"  replied  the  widow, 
plaintively.  "But  he  was  always  slow 
about  having  the   yard  cleaned   up,  and 


so  I  thought  that  this  year  Fd  be  a  lit- 
tle forehanded.  You  left  a  chip  there, 
Alonzo." 

"  Beriah's  a  great  loss,"  volunteered 
the  commissioner. 

"He  was  kind  of  handy  to  talk  to  the 
boarders  after  supper,"  assented  Mrs.  Tate, 
"  and  to  keep  'em  feeling  good  right  along. 
I  don't  know  what  we're  going  to  do 
without  him." 

"Mis'  Tate,  that  cake  ought  to  come 
out  of  the  oven!"  called  a  clear  young 
voice  from  the  kitchen  window. 

"  You'll  have  to  excuse  me,'' exclaimed 
the  widow\      "  Won't  you  come  in?" 

The  commissioner  shook  his  head,  and 
the  kitchen  door  slammed  beliind  Beriah's 
sad-voiced  but  efficient  relict. 

The  hired  man  glanced  up  at  the  com- 
missioner. An  indolent  deviltry  lurked 
in  liis  black  eyes,  but  his  olive  face  was 
otherwise  expressionless  and  rather  stu- 
pid. The  commissioner  coughed  queerly, 
and  the  two  men  grinned. 

"Guess  you'll  have  to  take  it  this 
sununer,"  commented  the  commissioner. 
"  When's  your  year  up?" 

"  Next  January,"  said  Alonzo. 

The  commissioner  scrutinized  his  broad, 
easy-hung  shoulders,  and  the  slouching, 
tireless  fashion  in  which  he  was  pushing 
the  rake. 

"I  suppose  we've  got  to  have  another 
fish- warden,"  he  said,  abruptly,  "and  it 
ought  to  be  somebody  in  this  district. 
Will  you  try  it,  'Lonzo?" 

The  hired  man  reflected.  "He  didn't 
make  out  much  with  it,"  he  drawled. 
"  Just  icas  fish- warden.  It  didn't  amount 
to  nothin'." 

'"Y^ou  can  make  it  amount  to  some- 
thing, if  you  want  to." 

xYlonzo  pushed  the  rake  a  trifle  more 
deliberately.  "I  ain't  office -seekin',  I 
guess.'' 

"How  about  hog-reeve?"  suggested  the 
connnissioner. 

The  shot  told.  "  Well,'' said  Alonzo, 
defiantly,  "I  s'pose  they  elected  me  hog- 
reeve  at  March  meetin'  just  because  they 
thought  it  would  be  smart,  along  toward 
the  end  of  the  afternoon.  They  think 
that  the  Robbinses  ain't  clever  enough  for 
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tliat,  not  scarcely.  Just  let  any  of  Alf 
Raynioiurs  ])igs  .sj;et  tliroug'li  the  fence  this 
summer,  and  Til  show  'em,  my  gorryl" 

"  That's  rio'lit !"  cried  tlie  commissioner. 

Alonzo  kiclced  vindictively  at  a  deeply 
buried  cliip.  "Thei'c  ain't  any  money  in 
bein'  lisli- warden,  is  tliereT' 

"You  get  lialf  the  fine  if  you  catch 
anybody  violating-  the  law.  btill,  if  yon 
don't  want  it—" 

"What  do  3-ou  do  with  'em  if  yon  do 
catch  'em?" 

"  Why,  arrest  them.  Then  you  drive 
the  fellow  over  to  Warwick  to  the  justice 
of  the  peace,  and  he  collects  the  tine. 
That  part  of  it  is  easy  enough.  Til  give 
you  a  little  boolv  that  explains  everything. 
Still,  if  you  don't  want  to  try  it.  I  don't 
know  but  Alf  Raymond  jcotild  take  it." 
It  was  the  connnissioner's  trump  card, 
Init  lie  played  it  with  a  line  carelessness. 

"I  might  think  it  over  for  a  few  days."" 
drawled  the  hired  man.  "I  dun'no'  but 
I'll  take  it,  and  then  again  I  dun'no*  as  I 
will.-' 

"Oh,  well."  said  the  commissioner, 
picking  up  his  reins,  ''I  can't  come  way 
over  here  again.  I  guess  that's  Alf  com- 
ing nov-,  ain't  it?"  He  chirruped  to  the 
liorse. 

"Mygorry!  I've  got  half  a  mind  \of)\)/ 
it."  assevei-ated  Alonzo. 

"Very  well,  then,"  said  the  commis- 
sioner, promptly  thrusting  the  landing- 
net,  as  it  were,  under  his  captive.  "I'll 
have  the  papers  made  out  right  away. 
Got  a  middle  namef 

"T." 

"  T.  ?"  queried  tlie  commissioner. 

"Alonzo  Turnliam  Robbins."  explain- 
ed the  liired  man.  stittly.  beginning  to  rake 
again. 

"Oh!"  said  the  commissioner.  The 
Turnhams  were  considered  ■"nu^an  blood  " 
in  i\[adrid;  at  least  half  of  them  were  "on 
the  town."  He  cramped  his  buggy. 
"  Heni'ietta  going  to  stay  aU)ng  this  sum- 
mer T'  h(^  inquired,  casually,  nodding  tow- 
ard ]Mj"s.  Tate's  kitchen. 

"  Yes.  I  guess  she's  goin"  to  stay  al(^ng.'" 
repeated  the  hii-ed  man,  inditt'erently. 

"Makes  a  nice  gii'l  (or  ^lis"  Tate."  said 
the  commissioner.  "  Well.  Beriah  was  a 
great  loss.      G'long:" 

II. 
After  snpper  the  hired  man  seated  liim- 
self  upon  the  cho}>ping-bIock.  facing  tiie 
door  of  the  horse-barn,  and  beii'an  to  snell 


out  the  tine  print  nj)on  the  Fish  and  Game 
League's  poster.  Tiie  seriousness  of  hi> 
mental  attitude  was  indicated  by  the  fact 
that  he  was  smoking-  a  Pittsburg  stogy,  a 
rite  which  he  ordinarily  performed  only 
on  Sunday  afternoons.  The  April  dusi: 
was  closing  in.  and  down  by  the  broo'K 
the  frogs  were  calling.  The  scent  of 
coming  spring  was  in  the  air. 

"  'Fish.  icJien  not  to  be  token.'"  Alon- 
zo repeated,  slowly. 

•'  •  Black  Bass— Bet iceen  Jan.  1st  and 
June  IbtJi — Penalty.  $5  each. 

' '  *  Wcdl  -  eyed  Pike,  or  Pike  -  Perch . 
White  Perch,  or  MuskaUonge'"  —  some 
of  these  words  were  hard  reading — "'  '  Be- 
tween  April  lotJi  and  June  \htlt — s5 
each. 

"'Trout.  Land-locked  Salmon.  Sal- 
mon-Trout, or  Longe — Between  Sej^t.  1st 
and  May  1st — not  more  than  J^ld  each. 

"'Trout.  Land-locked  Salmon,  and 
Sahnon-Trou.t.  icJien  taken  less  than  six 
i)ic]ies  in  hmgth.  mu.st  be  immediately 
retur}ied.  witJi  least  possible  injury,  to 
craters  from  uJiicli  taken  —  not  more  tlian 
610  each.'  " 

"That's  it!"  nutrmured  the  hired  man. 
solemnly.  "  That's  the  law — mygorry! 
*  IVlien  take)}  less  tJian  six  inches  in 
length,  must  be— immediately— returned 
— u'itli — least— 2'iossible — injury— to  cra- 
ters from  u.-Jiic/i  taken.'  You  can't  get 
around  that." 

"Reading-  the  Bible  out  here.  'Lonzo?" 
inquired  a  cool,  chaihng  voice  at  his 
shoulder.  "I  tho'Light  it  must  be  Sun- 
day, from  that  cigar.      Phew  !" 

He  turned,  shamefacedly,  but  pulled 
obstiiuuely  at  the  stogy.  "  Dcui't  you 
like  it.  Henrietta:"  he  said,  with  a  foolish 
smile. 

Henrietta  ignored  him.  She  had  been 
bending  over  the  sink,  doing  up  the  sui)- 
per  dishes,  and  now  she  patted  her  disar- 
ranged curls  into  place  again,  with  lithe, 
coquettish  movements  of  her  bare,  rosy 
arms,  as  if  the  door  of  the  horse -barn 
were  a  mii-ror.  He  watched  her.  his 
black  eyes  glistening.  There  was  some- 
thing provoking  in  the  girl's  slight,  deli- 
cious figure,  faint  coloi\  and  the  blue  eyes 
that  commonly  glanced  at  him  with  dainty 
contempt.  She  was  eighteen;  "hired 
help"  for  tlie  time  being,  but  still  the 
niece  of  a  meml)er  of  the  Legislature  and 
cousin  to  a  home  missionary.  She  look- 
ed down  upon  Alonzo  as  a  dullard,  as 
related  to  those  Turnhams  who  were  al- 
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"I    MIGHT   THINK    IT    OVER   FOR    A    FEW    DAYS." 


ways  coming'  upon  the  town.  In  spite  of 
the  intimacy  forced  upon  them  as  mem- 
bers of  tliesame  liouseliold,  she  was  secret- 
ly afraid  of  him.  She  tlioug'ht  liis  eyes 
were  wicked;  she  grew  restless  wlien  he 
stared  at  her  in  stupid  admiration;  and 
she  would  not  have  let  him  know  it  for 
the  world. 

"Don't  you  like  it,  Henrietta?''  he  re- 
peated, stolidly,  balancing  the  stogy  be- 
tween his  fingers. 

She  bent  toward  him  suddenly  and 
snatched  it,  tossing  it  over  the  barn-yard 
fence  before  he  recovered  from  his  sur- 
prise. Tlien  she  pretended  she  had  bui-ned 
her  hand.  He  leaped  up  to  examine  it, 
whereupon  she  hid  her  bare  ai'ms  behind 
her  back  with  a  gesture  infinitely  chal- 
lenging. But  she  knew  beforehand  that 
he  would  not  dare.  Confused,  admiring, 
helpless,  he  stared  at  her.  She  faced  him 
like  a  triumphant  goddess, serenely  taunt- 
ing. 

"What  on  earth  are  you  doing  ?''  she 
demanded. 
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"I  was  settiTi' here  mindin'  my  own 
business,"  he  drawled. 

"What  business  have  you  with  the 
game  laws?  Going  iishing?"  And  she 
began  to  run  over  some  of  tlie  unfamiliar 
names  upon  the  iwslev  — 31  u ska! Ion ge — 
Longe — and  lowei*  down.  Capercailzie — 
Black  Game  —  Ptarmigan.  Siie  had 
missed  a  spelling  prize  once  on  that  last 
word. 

"Maybe  I'm  goinMishin'.  And  then, 
again,  maybe  not." 

She  shrugged  her  shoulders.  "  I  know 
who'll  clean  'em,  if  you  do." 

"You  won't,  eh?  Well,  maybe  I  ain't 
goiii',"  he  confided,  cunningly. 

"Don't  be  smart,"  she  advised. 

"  Maybe  I'll  let  the  other  fellows  catch 
the  fish,  and  I'll  catch  them,  my  gor"y !" 

"What?" 

"  Fish-warden,"  he  confessed,  with  an 
embarrassed  smile. 

She  laughed  in  his  face.  "You  a  fish- 
warden?  You  can't  en tch  auybody.  You 
don't  move  fast  enouoh." 
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''I   don't  r'    lie   cried,  ])r()v<)k<'d    to    un-  posing'-   liiin    a    ditzeii    times.      Wlu-iiever 

wonted  dai'iti^i;-,  and  lie  1  uiijicd  toward  Ikt  llicv   liapptMH-d    lo  lie  alone  lOLTetlier.  slie 

wiili     ()iitst,i'(!tcdHMl     arms.        liis     lingers  ral lictl  him  upon  l»is  lack  of  otlicial  ener- 

toindicd    her   waist,  l)ut    she   dodged    him  uy.  until  he  Aas  thorouprhly  piqued. 

:ind  stood   paiitin<^\  "^^y  uorry."' lie  used  lo  say  to  liiniself 

"  No,  you   don't,  Tjon/.o  Rohhins."  she  at    uiirht.  as    the   tattered    })oster    caujrht 

said,    coolly.          "Don't    you     wish     you  his  hlack  Turnham  eyes — "  u\y  gorry.  I'll 

could:'"  show    her:"       And    it    stuck    in    liis  liead 

He   hreathed  heavily  too,  hut   made  no  that  it  would  l)e  a  tine  revenire  U]>on  lier 

answer.     The  croakino"  of  tlu^  fi'ou-s  down  to  take   her  down  to  Warwick  to  hear  a 

by  tli(»  Kasi  i>ranch   .seemed  of  a  sudden  hand    concert,    or    perl)a]>s    to  the    cattle 

stran<»-(dy  loud  to  the  ^irl.  show  in  J^^eptember — provided   she  would 

"  I  <i-uess   [must  j^'o  in,"  she  I'emarked,  u'o    with    him — upon   the   money  that   he 

in  a  (juieter  voice.       l>ut  she  kept  her  eyes  proposed  to  u'et  as  his  share  of  tlie  flues. 

on  iiitn.  ()iie    morninu-    in    the   second   week    of 

"J)on"t  t(dl  ]\Iis' Tate,"  he  entreated.  July   Mrs.  Tate  received  a  tele.irram  from 

''Tell  what?"  Hai't ford,  siu'ued  Benj.  F.  Dupree.  request- 

'*  'Bout  my  hein"  lish-warden."  inij-  her  to  reserve  a  room  for  liim.  and  to 

'Oh  !"  send  S(une  one  to  meet  him  at  the  ^Madrid 

"She   miuht    not  like   it,  "lonu'  as  "t was  station  at  four-thirty  that  afternoon.     The 

one  of   his  ollices,  you  know.      And   she  tele^-raph  office  was  three  miles  away,  and 

miuhl  think  1  wa'n't  "tendin'  to  business,  tlu^  delivery  of  the  messagfe  cost  Mrs.  Tate 

You  won't,  will  your"'  a  dollar  and  a  luilf,  which  she  thoufrhtful- 

"  Not    if   you  behave  yourself,  Alon/.o  ly  added  to  tlie  ]U'ice  of  the  room  that  was 

Robbins,"   sh(^    I'eplied,    meauin^'ly.       He  set   in  order  for  the  stran,£:er.      It  was  in 

did    not  answer,  and  th<\v  sauntered  tow-  the    heiu'ht    of    the    hayinu"    season,    and 

ard  the  house,  sid(»  by  side,  in  the  fallinu"  Henrietta,  the  only  ])erson  who  could  be 

dusk.  spared    in    mid  -  afieruoon.   ]Mit    the   mare 

The     lii'ed   man    did   not  a^-aiii    betray  into  the  Concord  wji^^-on  anil  drove  down 

any  open    interest  in   the  synopsis  of   the  to  meet  Mr.  Pupree. 

lish    and  ii'ame    laws.      But  when  a   fresh  Alon/.o  hap])ened  to  be  iu  the  yard,  un- 

poster   was  sent  him   the  followiuu"  W(Hd-:,  IcKidiuu-  hay.  when  she  retuiMieil.  just  as, 

toii'ether  with    his  pajx-i's   as  iish-warden.  doubiless,  Mrs.  Tate  ha]ij)ened  to  be  looic- 

he  carried  the   wtnilher-beaten    one  up  to  inu'   throuu'h  her  l>edi*oom  blinds,  and  all 

his  chambei"  untlei*  the  eaves  of  the  kitch-  the  boardei's  lia]i}iened  to  be  ,<rrou])ed  U})on 

en    I'oof,   and   studied    it  dou'u-edly.   ni^'ht  the  fi'out  i^iazza. 

after  ni^ht,  until  he  knew  its  {)rovisions  As  the  mare  swune-  arouud  into  the 
by  heart.  shadow  of  the  nia]des,  Alonzo's  eye  was 
in  the  lir>t  to  detect  that  Henrietta  was  not 
Then^  was  hijib  water  in  all  the  ^Fad-  drivine-.  She  was  sittiuir  on  the  extreme 
rill  brooks  tliat  sprinu'.  and  the  tisiiim:-  end  of  the  seat,  watchini;-.  a])])ai'ently,  the 
was  late.  The  nuui  who  had  formerly  trail  of  the  front  wlieel  upon  the  dusty 
driven  into  town  Sunday  nuuMiinu's,  leav-  road.  The  moment  the  wagon  halted 
ing  their  buo-o-ji^s  hilclied  among-  the  wil-  siie  sprang  out  without  a  word,  and  march- 
lows  at  the  bridge.  appt>ared  but  rarely,  eil.  red-faced  and  straiglit-shouldered.  tow- 
and  never  staid  lonu'  enouuli  to  allow  ard  the  kitchen  do«u\  leaving;  the  hii-ed 
Alonzo  a  loolc  at  their  l)askets.  The  man  to  do  the  luuiors  of  the  Tate  place 
early   boarders    at    the    Tate     place     wei'e  foi-  the  new  arrival. 

mostly  maiden  ladies  with  litei-ai-y  ]u-o-  Mr.  Benj.  F.  Duni-ee  tossed  the  reins  to 
clivities,  and  the  only  tisherman  that  ap-  him.  and  leisurely  descendtnl ;  then  scruti- 
]>eared  among  them  was  an  ex]>tM't  with  niz«nl  the  mare's  fore  leg-s  a  moment,  ])ass- 
the  lly.  who  x'orned  to  brinu'  luune  any-  ed  ont>  bauil  judici(^usly  over  the  otl"  knee 
thiui:-  less  than  (|uarter-pouuilci's.  June  — it  had  been  slightly  sprained  the  sum- 
passed  and  .luly  came,  and  still  tin-  hirtul  nu>r  before — and  uttered  just  one  word  of 
man  had  bail  no  o]>p(>rlunii  y  t(^  prov.-  Ids  (iretMi  McMuitain  freiunasoni'y. 
elUciency  as  an  otlicer  of  liie  law.       Hen-  " "  Ham"ietonian  .'"" 

rietta  had  ki^pt  his  secret,  iliou-ii  her  am-  "  Yes,  >ir."'  drawled  the  didig-hted  hired 
big-uous  I'emarks  to  him  in  Mrs.  Tale's  man.  "Straight  as  a  string-.  Di'.  John- 
presence  had  been  up<ui   the  ]ioint   o[  ex-  son  out  of  Lem  I'ayson's  Susie." 


"her  ambiguous  remarks  had  been  upon  the  point  of  exposing  him. 


The  new-comer  nodded,  respectfully, 
and  stood  by  in  silence,  while  Alonzo 
pulled  his  suit-case  from  under  the  seat 
of  the  wagon.  He  was  anywliere  from 
twenty  -  five  to  forty,  slight  of  stature, 
smootli-sliaven  and  merry-eyed,  and  the 
youth  fulness  of  his  appearance  was  in- 
creased, by  the  latest  fasliion  in  colored 
sliirt  and  white  collar,  and  a  marked-down 
golf  suit. 

"  Look  out  for  that  I'od,"  he  said,  brisk- 
ly, as  Alonzo  lifted  a  bundle  made  up 
of  Avalking-stick,  umbrella,  and  rod-case, 
whereupon  the  fish-warden  laid  the  bun- 
dle very  cautiously  upon  the  grass. 

Mrs.  Beriah  aj^peai-ed  at  this  junctui'e, 
and  plaintively  presented  herself,  Mr.  Du- 
pree  attending  her  to  the  front  door  and 
up  stairs  to  his  room  with  elaborate  cere- 
monial. He  came  to  supper  in  his  golf 
suit,  shortly  thereafter,  and  his  conversa- 
tion with  the  maiden  ladies  was  commend- 


ably  versatile.  He  was  a  broker,  they 
learned,  and  was  just  removing  from 
Hartford  to  New  York.  They  quite  count- 
ed uj)on  him  to  enliven  their  after-supper 
session  upon  the  front  i)iazza,  but  after  a 
few  moments  of  desultory  admii'ation  of 
the  view,  Mr.  Dupree  disa,pj)ointed  them 
by  filling  a  bull-dog  pipe  and  sauntering 
around  the  corner  of  the  house.  He  foun  d 
Alonzo  seated  on  the  kitchen  ))orch,  whis- 
tling to  the  tame  crow.  Heni'ietta  had 
been  there  too,  but  she  disappeared  prompt- 
ly when  she  saw  the  bi'oker  a))proaching. 
The  hii'ed  man  refused  a  proll'ered  cigar — 
i)rincipally  because  he  was  too  surprised 
to  accept  it — but  Mr.  Dnpree  i)i'Oved  him- 
self companionable,  and  it  was  quite  dark 
when  their  exchange  of  views  u})on  \ev- 
mont  horses  and  Connecticut  leaf  tobacco 
and  the  pleasures  of  country  life  was  ter- 
minated. 

As  Alonzo  went  up  to  bed,  he  paused 
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a   iMonicnl    in    tlio    kitclKMi,  wlicri;   Jlctiii-  Diipicc    did    not    relurii    to   dinner,  but 

ctta  s;it  alone  over  the  eoinilv  j)a|)er.  late   in   tlic  iiftenioon   llie  liired  man   saw 

'■  lieal    sniai't    lellef."  volunteered    the  him    tram[)iuu-   home   throu<rh    tije    u})|)er 

l)ir<'(i   man,  with   ;i   nod   of  liis  head   tow-  [)astnre. 
ard  the  front  of  the  house.  "  Did  that  feller  from  Hartford  <j-et  any 

1  [rnrietta  J'ead  on  in  silence.  troutr"    he    in([uired.   eai-eles.sl y.   of    Mi>" 

*' (luess  he's  somet  hinu' of  a  lisherman."  Beriah.  as  h(>  was  wasliiug-  up  for  sup])er 

])ersisted  Alonzo.       "  Wants  me  to  try  the  by  the  back  door. 

West  Bi-aneh   with  him  to-mori'ow.  if  it's  "StM'ms   to   me   he   did   get   a    few."  re- 

too  wet  to  mow."  l)lied    the    widow.        "Henrietta    thoug-ht 

'■  He's  an   awful    fool,"  said   Henrietta,  tht^v  were  most  too  small  to  clean." 
curtly.  The  tish- warden  dried  his  face  thought- 

The  hired  man  stared.      Then   his  slow  fully, 
wits  recalled  the  fact  that  she  had  se(uned  After    supper   he    seated   himself   upon 

out  of  tem])er  when  sli(^  drove  in  with  the  the    side    ])oi'ch.    and     lighting    a    stogy, 

stranger  from  i]\o  depot.  so  as   not    to   seem    dependent   upon  Mr. 

"Why.    what     i/on    got    against     iiim.  ])uj)ree.  he   awaited   the    latter's  coming. 

Henrietta  r"      He    had    that    foolish    smile  l^ut    the   broker   lingered  upon    the  front 

which  the  girl  chMested.  piazza.      A    niece    of   one    of   the   maiden 

"  Oh,  he's  horrid  !"  she  burst  out.  with  ladies  had  arrived  tliat  afternoon  from 
feminine  conclusiveness.  \Vhereu})on  she  Kansas  City,  and  ^Ir.  Du{)ree  was  oceu- 
folded  the  paper  with  unnecessary  ])reci-  pied  witli  the  congenial  task  of  pointing 
sion,  and  proceeded  to  wind  the  kitchen  out  to  her  those  very  charms  of  the  even- 
clock  noisily.  ing  landscape   which   twenty-four  hours 

The  battled  hired  man,  quite  used,  alas!  before  he  had  himself  forsaken  for  a  pi})e. 

to    being    ignored,  shook    his    head    and  The  girl  from  Kansas  City  seemed  to  have 

grinned,    and    tiptoed     up    tlu^    creaking  a  large  fund  of  sympathetic  appreciation, 
back  stairs  to  his  tiny  i-oom.      l>ef(^re  he         The  hired   nuui,  therefore,  was  left    to 

undressed  he  ))ut  his  head  out  of  the  win-  his  solitary  snuike.      By-and-by  Henrietta 

dow^  fo     one  more  guess  at  tlu^   weather  came  out,  bringing  a  rocking-chair  from 

))robabilities.  and  then,  imi)elled  by  some  tlu'  sitting-r(H-)m.     Apparently  she  was  in- 

vagj'ant    fancy,    he    })ulled    the    weather-  tending  to  stay  there. 

beaten  poster  of  the  lish  and  game  laws  "  Ain't  you  kind  o' tixed  u]).'"  demanded 

out   of   his   pocket,  and    read    it  throtigh  Alonzo,  admiringly,  gazing  at  her  freshly 

again.  starched  shirt-waist  and  jaunty  white  tie. 

TV.  "'I  don't   know."  she  replied,  in  a  tone 

The    ne.xt    morning,    however,  dawned  calculated  to  discourage  conversation, 
bright  and  hot,  and  Alonzo  spent  the  day  Alonzo     waited     tratuiuilly    and     then 

upon    th(^    seat   of    the    mowing-machine,  tried    again:    "Got  a    new   boarder,  'ain't 

In  the  middle  of  the  forenoon.  ^.Ir.  Hupree  we^      What  d(M^s  she  look  likeT' 
strolled  down   through   the   nu^ulow.  roil  "  She's  dreadful  cititied."  said  the  coun- 

in  hand,  and  carrying  a  now  tish-basket.  try  Ixviuty.    "And  she's  making  a  fool  of 

"I    sup])ose    it's    rather    too    clear    for  herself  out  therewith  that  Hartford  man 

good  tishing."he  remark(Hl.  cheerfully,  as  this   very  minute.      P)Ut  then  I  don't  care 

Alonzo  )'ein«Ml  in  his  horses.  if  she  does."  she  added,  smoothing  out  her 

"Well,  it's    consid"ai)le    clear."  Alonzo  skirts. 
admittfHl.  Alonzo  thought  this  lofty  indifference 

"Will  you   trll  u\o  once  more  how   to  to  the  foibles  of  the  Kansas  City  girl  very 

get  to  that  Porter  brook  r"  becoming:    but  it  was  too  com})lex  a  sub- 

Alonzo     i-epeattni     his     dirtH'tiiuis.    nud  jecl   for  his  conversational  ])Owers. 
watched  with  souu'  envy  the  alert   tigure  He        attempted        something       easier, 

of    the    l)i'ok-('r    striding    away    over    the  "  Whert^'s   ^lis'   ]>(U'iah  :" 
meadow.      ^F'-.  Huprci^  iiad  slung  his  ba>-  "()nl    there."   Henrietta   sighed,  scorn- 

ket  ai'ou.ntl  his  neck  in  a  curious  fashion,  fully,  witli  a  toss  of  her  head  towards  the 

but    the    hii'ed    man    sup])i>s(>d    ii    was   tlie  front    o(    {\\o    house.       "  If  city   boarders 

latest   style.      He    ehu-lved    rt^e-f,.t  fully    to  want    to    see    us,    tiiey    know     where     to 

the  luM'ses.  u'ave  a  ]>ull  at  tlie  iiamlle  bar,  tind  us  ([uick  enough,  without  our  traips- 

and  the  machine  chittered  forward  au'aiii  ing  round  after  them." 
upon  its  monotonous  r(^iuul.  "That's    so."    a])pi-(n-ed    Alonzo.        "T 
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"they    don  T    enforce    that    six   inch    law    l'l>    HERE,    DO    THEY?' 


m 


kind  o'  tlH)U<^"lit  Mr.  Du|)ro(3  W  ]>o  rouiul  lio   lueasiircHl    with    })aiiistakini;"  delibcra- 

here  ag-aiii  to-ni<j;lit,  to  tell  me  wlial  hick  lion. 

be  liad  fisliiir.'"  "  [  doiTL  sni)|)ose  you'd  want,  to  swear 

"He  ain't  any  tislierinan,"  declared  the  to  that,  would   you,    Henrietta:'"  h(^   ven- 

g'irh    "  I  don't  believe  he  ever  saw  a  trout  tured,  with  a.  suppressed  excitement  tliat 

before,  to  liear  him  talk  about  'em/'  betrayed    itself  only    in    his   (\ves.      They 

"Wasn't   they    g-ood  ones/'  asked    the  were  shining  in  the  t  wilight. 

w^arden,  cunningly.  She  caught  their  exi)ression.  and  snatch- 

" 'Bout  so   long,"  she  said,  contemptu-  (mI  lier  linger  fi'om  his  grasp.      "  I  don't 

ously,  marking  otV  sonu)  three  inches  upon  know  whethei'   1    would   or    not."  s.ie  de- 

her  pink  forelinger.  clared,    i)utting    her    liands    behind    In'r 

"  Lemme  see,"  and  Alonzo  laid  his  big  head,  and  beginning  to  rock  vigorously. 

brown    linger  against  hers.      To  his  sur-  " 'aS7/ /"  warned  Alonzo. 

prise,  she  did  not  withdraw  her  hand,  and  A    ])roc(>ssion    of    boardei-s,  lieatled    by 
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r)u])ree    iiiul    llio    Kansas    City    maiden,  llic  lionx^  niead(nv  of  ilie  Tale  place.     Tlie 

sliu^anied   volubly   aronnd   the    corner   of  dew    was   lieavv   on    llie    rank  grass,  and 

tli(>  house  aiul  aci-oss  the  hack  yard,  hall-  ])u])ree's  liolf  hose  were  drenclied  to  the 

in<i'  at   last  by  the  ])asture  hai's   lo  watch  knee.      But   he  was   happy  in  ihe  sporls- 

the  moon  rise  over  Bald  ]Iead.      Th(>  dis-  manlike  sensation,  and  busy,  besides,  for 

coverv  of  this  interestin<i-  method  of  kill-  the  brook  had  been  ])osled  for  a  couple  of 

iiit;-  tinu;  on  sninniei-  eveninus  was  due  to  ycais.  and  was  full  of  lierce  liltle  linL^er- 

the  o-enius  of  the  lamented  Beriah.      Xo-  lin,us.      Aloir/.o   stood  a  tritle  back  of  ihe 

body  ])aid  any  attention  to  the  hired  man  broker,    advisinu'    him    liow    to    Ijait    his 

and  hii'cd  .irirl  iii)on  the  side  porch.  hook,  to  shoi-ten  his  line,  to  keep   out   of 

The  })rocessioii  iri-itated  Henrietta.  She  si,o-ht.  and  various  other  brotherly  admo- 

still  I'esented  ^Ir.  Dupree's  ])layfiil  faniili-  nitions.      Dupree    was    over-anxious,   but 

arity  toward  h(M' when  he  took   away  the  naturally    li,i;lit-handed.    and    trout    after 

reins  while  she  was  drivin.u"  him  from  the  trout  became  his  ])rey.      Once,  upon   bas- 

depot;   she  resented  the  fact  that  lo-niuht.  ketinu'a  particularly  small  one. lie  glanced 

when  she  f«dt  quite  able  lo  hold  her  own  questioningly    at    Ah)n7.o.   but    the    hired 

with  liim,  h(^  was  giving  h<>i'  no  opporlu-  man  made  no  cc^mnu^nt.      The   next  fish 

nity  to  exhibit   her  resentmiMit:    half  tin-  Avas   even   smaller— a   wj-iirgling.  red-l)el- 

consciously,   also,    she    i-escnttMl    his   golf  lied  wretch  some  thi-ee  inches  and  a  half 

suit  and  his  shiny  collars  and  cutfs.  while  long.      Dupree  unhooked  it.  laid  it  across 

her   own  stui)id  admii-er  sal  here  at  her  the  ])alm   of   his  hand    hesitatingly,   and 

feet  in  soui'  woi-kaday  clothes — and   she  then    let    it   slide   irretrievably    into    the 

knew    she   hated    the   girl    fi'om    Kansas  basket. 

City.      An     unreasoning    antagonism     to  '"  They  don't  enfoi'ce  that  six-inch  la  w 

theses  "city  folks"  took  ])ossession  of  her.  n])  here,  do  theyf 

"Why  wouldn't  you  swear  to  it^""  per-  "  Not  generally."  said  Alonzo.  wiih   so 

sisted  Alonzo.  little  exhibition  of  interest  tliat  the  good 

"Catch    him   yourself '."  she  said,  low-  nalured  broker   thought    he   was   getting 

voiced.      "IL  ain't  any  of  my  business.''  bored. 

]£(^  o-io.rled  foolishly.  "You    needn't    stay.   Alonzo."   he   sug- 

"  You'll    never   catch    him    l)y    sitting  gested.  "  if   you   don't  want   to.      I'm   all 

here  and  laughing."  she  broke  in,  bitterly,  right    now.      I   wish   you    had  brought   a 

"And  you  ain't  quick  enough,  anyway,  rod  too." 

These  city  fellows  are  too  smart  for  i/oii.  "I  might  just   as   well    stay.  I   guess," 

'Loirzo.     They're  too  smart  for  any  of  us.  was  the  laconic  reply. 
I  ouessi"  "It's  more  exciting  than  mowing  grass, 

"\(  I'll  catch  him."  ])r()posed  Alonzo.  anyway:"  assented  Du]ii-ee.  in  a  buoyant 

••will    you    go    down   to    \Varwick    to    a  whisper.       And    he    jerked    a    tiny   trout 

band  concert  with  me.  on  the  moneys"  thirty  or  forty  feet  into  the  meadow,  and 

"  \\\    a    minute'."    exclaimed   the    girl,  went  on  to  the  next  hole,  while  the  war- 

recklesslv.     Then  hei- conscience  misgave  den    considerately   ti'amped    through    the 

hei'.  and  she  tried  to  hedge.       ••Come   to  grass  after  the  tiai)ping  fish. 
think',  tliough.it  don't  scmmii  (piite  right  to  In  this   brotherly  fashion  did   the  two 

take  advantag(^  of  one  of  our  own  board-  men    traverse    the    entire    meadow,   until 

(M's.      And.  anyway.  1    don't    beli(^ve   :\lis'  they  reached  the  swam}).     '•  1  don't  know 

Tate  would  want  to  have  me  go  to  ^Var-  whether    to    push    on    or    not."  said    the 

wick,  and "  broker.       "I've  g(U  enough  to  amount  to 

But.  to  her  amazenuMit.  the  hired  man  sometliing  already." 
had  leaped  to   his    feet,  and  was  crossing  '•  They'll  amount  to  somethin'  consid'- 

the   yard  to   intercept   the   returning  pro-  able."  remarked  the  hired  man.  cordially, 

cession  of  boarders.  "  1  wouldn't  go  any  furlher.  if  1  was  you. 

"  Good  (^veiiin'.  :\rr.  Dupree."  she  lieai'd  AVhy  uo{  count  *em.'" 
him  drawl.       '•You  don't  want  to  go  lish-  ^Ir.  l)u}ii-ee  emi)tied  the  basket  on  the 

in'  to-morrow  moriiin".  do  your"  grass,  lined    the  bottom    artistically  with 

ferns,  ami    put    loaciv   the   trout   atl'ecticni- 

^  •  ately.  one  by  one.  while  the  warden  kept 

There  was  a  delicious  morning  coolness  faithful  tally.     There  were  twtuity-three, 

in    the    shadow    of    the    alders   along   the  and  precisely  fourteen  of  them,  as  Alonzo 

tiny    brook    that    crept    drowsily   through  rtn-koned.  rendered  !Mr.  Dupree  liable  to  a 
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fine,  "not  to  exceed  ten  dollars  apiece." 
It  was  time  to  act. 

The  warden  couo'lied  slig-litly,  and  open- 
ed bis  month  to  pronounce  the  fateful  sen- 
tence. Then  he  remembei-ed  sonietliing 
in  his  yellow-covered  book  of  instructions 
about  the  unlawfulness  of  taking-  a  basket 
while  it  was  on  the  fishermairs  person, 
and  the  advantage  of  having-  a  witness. 
Perhaps,  too,  his  conscience  pricked  him 
for  the  contemplated  disloyalty  to  a  board- 
er. At  any  rate,  the  words  merely  bub- 
bled in  his  throat. 

''What  did  you  say?'' asked  Dupree, 
busy  in  tying  up  his  rod. 

'*  I  'ain't  said  anything-,"  exclaimed 
Alonzo,  hastily, 

"I'm  under  the  greatest  obligations  to 
you,"  remarked  the  broker. 

"  Oh,  Idun'no'  'bout  that, "replied  Alon- 
zo, dei)recatingly. 

The  two  men  tramped  back  to  the 
house  in  silence.  The  warden's  heart 
pounded  against  his  ribs;  to  arrest  a  man 
took  more  courage  than  he  had  thought, 
for  all  his  twenty-three  years  and  his  bull 
strength.  They  entered  the  kitchen  side 
by  side.  Mrs.  Tate  had  driven  a  boarder 
to  the  early  train,  and  Henrietta  was 
alone,  struggling  impatiently  with  the 
breakfast  dishes,  and  wondering'  whether 
Alonzo  would  really  dare  to  arrest  the 
broker.  She  turned  her  head  as  the  men 
entered,  and  flushed  a  trifle,  drying  her 
pink  arms  with  the  dish-towel. 

^  See  what  I've  caught!"  cried  Dupree, 
jubilantly,  unslinging-  the  basket  from  his 
slioulder  and  depositing-  it  upon  the  table. 
His  triumphant  air  was  assurance  enough 
that  the  warden  had  held  his  peace.  The 
girl  stole  a  glance  at  Alonzo ;  he  could  not 
tell  whether  it  was  amusement  or  con- 
tempt or  fright  that  made  her  blue  eyes 
dilate,  but  at  that  look  he  took  the  bit  in 
his  teeth. 

"  Take  notice,  Henrietta,  that  he  admits 
bavin'  catched  the  trout!"  he  broke  out, 
"  They  ain't  on  his  person  any  longer, 
and  fourteen  of  'em  are  under  the  law. 
Mr.  Dupree,  I've  got  to  arrest  you,  in  the 
name  of  the  State  of  Vermont." 

The  am:ized  broker  faced  around. 
"  You  ari'est  meP'  he  exclaimed. 

"Certain;  I'm  the  fish-warden  of  this 
town,  and  I've  got  to  see  that  the  law  is 
enforced." 

Henrietta's  face  was  white.  "  Don't 
have  any  trouble,"  she  moaned. 

"Why,  you  took  me  dow^n  to  the  brook 


youi-self !"  cried  Dui)ree.  "You  stood  by 
and  encouraged  me  right  along — "  and  he 
sto])ped,  aghasl  at  the  thought  of  his  com- 
panion's duplicity. 

"  That  wa'n't  ollicial,"  explained  Alon- 
zo, stolidly.  "It  wa'n't  any  of  my  busi- 
ness if  you  chose  to  break  the  law,  but 
I've  got  to  take  otlicial  notice  of  it  now." 

"  What  do  you  want  of  me?"  demanded 
the  broker,  with  as  much  show  of  dignity 
as  he  could  muster. 

"  I  want  you  to  drive  over  to  Warwick 
with  me  to  a  justice  of  the  peace." 

"Suppose  I  don't  choose  to  go?" 

The  hired  man  gazed  at  Dupree's  di- 
minutive figure,  bristling  as  it  was  with 
impotent  fury.  He  burst  into  a  big  con- 
temptuous laugh. 

"My  gorry,"  he  cried,  stretching  out 
his  tanned  thumb  and  forefinger,  "  I'd 
squash  you  like  a  potato-bug  if  you  acted 
foolish  !  But  I  guess  you'll  go  along  with- 
out any  fuss,  won't  you?" 

"Don't,  don't!"  sobbed  Henrietta.  "It's 
my  fault."  But  neither  of  the  men  heed- 
ed her. 

"You  dirty  country  loafer,"  began  Du- 
pree, in  concentrated  passion;  and  then, 
with  the  volubility  of  a  weak  nature,  he 
gave  way  to  a  torrent  of  expletives — not 
the  ingenious  euphemisms  which  occa- 
sionally pass  for  profanity  in  rural  dis- 
tricts, but  genuine  objurgations  which 
would  have  done  credit  to  any  English- 
speaking  seaport  in  the  world.  Henrietta 
ran  out  of  the  room  in  terror,  and  one  of 
the  maiden-lady  boarders,  coming  inno- 
cently to  the  kitchen  foi-adrink  of  water, 
returned  to  the  front  ])iazza  with  a  tale 
that  wounded  the  broker's  i-eputation  be- 
yond surgery. 

vr. 

Ten  minutes  later,  the  warden  and  his 
captive  drove  out  of  the  yard.  Dupree 
had  agreed  to  go  without  any  "foolish- 
ness," and  had  stood  quietly  by  while 
Alonzo  hitched  the  colt  on  to  the  buck- 
board.  In  vain,  however,  did  the  hired 
man  call  up  the  back  stairs  for  his  witness. 
Henrietta  had  disappeared,  and  xVlonzo  was 
forced  to  go  without  her.  The  six-mile 
drive  to  Warwick — the  one  village  in 
Madrid  township — was  passed  in  unbrok- 
en silence,  exce{)t  for  a  single  episode.  As 
the  warden  let  the  colt  breathe  foi'  a  mo- 
ment at  the  top  of  the  longest  hill,  Du- 
])ree  turned  to  him  with  a  i-ather  inetl'ec- 
tive  laugh. 
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"  Look  here,"  said  he;  "  you've  f:ot  nie, 
I  g-uess,  and  we  won't  say  anything-  now 
about  tlie  squareness  of  it.  You've  o-one 
into  this  tliino;  for  tlie  money  in  it.  of 
course.     May  I  make  you  a  proposition:'" 

"Propositions  don't  cost  iiotliin"," 
drawled  Alonzo. 

"I'll  o-ivo  you  twenty  dollars  to  turn 
the  colt  around." 

"Git  a])!"  called  the  warden,  virtu(Mis- 
ly.  The  colt  sprano*  forward,  and  not  an- 
othei'  word  was  spoken  on  either  side. 

The  justice  of  the  ])eace  was  alone  in 
liis  liny  wliite-painted  otlice,  adjoinin.u- 
the  u(Mi(M':il  store.  He  was  ti]>))ed  hack 
conifoi'lahly  in  his  chair,  his  feet  resting" 
upon  some  leo-ishitive  reports,  leisurely 
di^\<;-inu'  a  sliver  out  of  his  iinu'er  with  a 
jack-knife.  He  looked  u])  amiably  as 
Alonzo  entered,  the  confiscated  tish-basket 
in  hand,  followed  by  the  broker.  Dupree 
took  ott*  his  hat  as  he  came  in. 

"  Wliat  is  it,  'J^onzo.'"  couu-hed  the  jus- 
tice, from  th(^  de])ths  of  his  huu'e  chest. 

"This  feller"s  been  violalin'  tlie  tish 
'n"<i"anie  laws."l)eo-an  the  warden.  "  He's 
catclied  fourteen  ti'out  that  iwo  under 
lenu'th.  I  s«^e  him  citch  *em.  but  I've  o'ot 
a  witness  besides,  only  slit>  I'an  \\]^  stairs, 
and,  <i-orry  1 1  didn't  know  how  to  u'ct  hold 
on  her." 

"That'll    do    for    now."  rtMuarked    tlie 


justice,  shutting- up  his  jack-knife.     "You 
admit  the  facts.  'Mr.  —  (" 

"In  one  sense,  yes."  said  the  broker; 
"but  tluM-e  are  extenuating  circum- 
stances— " 

"AVhal's  that?" 

"Extenuating  circumstances."  ie]>eat- 
ed  Diiiiree.  v(U'y  distinctly. 

"Oil'."  said  the  justice.  "  AVell.  thei'e 
has  to  be  a  complaint  swoi-n  to  l)efore  the 
gi'and-juror  first.      Heniy!" 

There  was  a  door  from  the  back  of  the 
justict^'s  oflice  into  the  store,  and  in  re- 
sponse to  the  sunnnons  the  grand-juror 
of  the  township,  who  w;is  wrap]ung  u])  a 
cak-e  of  soai)  \'nv  a  child,  made  his  ap])ear- 
ance. 

"Fish  case."  ex]daiii(Hl  the  justice,  suc- 
cinctly. "  Tt^ll  (h'viile  to  come  in.  if  he's 
got  the  mail  distril)uted.  You'd  just  as 
lief  wait  a  few  minutes  if  he  hain't.''" 

The  broktM'  assented. 

"Lenime  see  those  tish."  remarked  the 
justice:  aiul  ht^  ]>ok(H]  them  gravely  with 
his  forefinger,  while  the  clerk  of  the  court 
tinisluHl  distributing  the  mail. 

"Fish  with  a  woi-m  .-'"  he  inquired,  in 
caveriKius  tones. 

Hu]ir(M^  nodded.  That  seemed  to  make 
his  guilt  all  the  dee}ier. 

The  grand-juroi-  atul  clerk  of  the  court 
made  their  otlicial  entraiuM^  at  this  ])oint, 
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and  the  ti-ial  beg-an.  It  was  less  spectac- 
ular than  Dapree  expected — mainly  a  fill- 
ing out  of  papei's,  and  a  lifting  of  Alonzo's 
brawny  right  hand  in  response  to  certain 
mumbled  formuUe,  and  the  hateful  story 
of  the  morning's  fishing  narrated  in  de- 
tail. Then  came  Du[)ree's  turn.  His 
gentlemanly  bearing,  his  plea  that  it  was 
a  first  offence,  and  Alonzo's  manifest  trick- 
iness,  were  evidently  in  his  favor.  When 
he  had  finished  his  I'emarks,  the  grand- 
juror  and  clerk  of  the  court  exchanged 
approving  nods.  But  the  justice  turned 
over  the  pages  of  the  Revised  Statutes 
imperturbably. 

There  was  a  long  silence,  save  for  the 
rustle  of  the  slowly  turned  leaves.  Alon- 
zo  mopped  his  face.  This  was  harder 
work  than  mowing. 

"  Twenty  dollars,"  pronounced  the  jus- 
tice at  last,  "  taking  into  consideration 
the  externeratin'  circumstances  of  the 
case.  Half  tlie  fine  goes  to  the  warden, 
don't  it,  Orville?" 

The  clerk  nodded.  A  smotliered  ex- 
clamation of  disappointment  escaped  from 
Alonzo.  Had  it  not  been  for  his  official 
integrity,  he  could  have  made  more  mon- 
ey than  this  by  turning  the  colt  around 
on  the  top  of  that  last  hill. 

"Your  Honor,"  said  Mr.  Dupree,  "if 
that  fine  seems  just  to  you,  I  have  no- 
thing more  to  say.  But  we  left  Mrs. 
Tate's  in  such  unseemly  haste  that  I  find 
I  have  only  a  couple  of  dollars  of  change 
with  me.      What  can  I  do?" 

The  justice  seemed  nonplussed. 

But  the  grand -juror,  fertile  in  re- 
sources, whispered  to  the  clerk  of  the 
court.  "How  about  a  check?"  he  sug- 
gested. 

Dupree  turned  to  him  gratefully. 
"Why,  of  course!"  he  said.  "Thank 
you.  I  think  I  must  have  a  blank  check 
somewhere."  And  he  began  to  search 
his  pocket-book.  "Good  enough!"  he 
exclaimed,  pulling  out  a  tiny  oblong  of 
bufif  paper. 

"Well,  see  here,"  coughed  the  justice, 
"  you're  boarding  up  to  Tate's,  and  it's  all 
right,  of  course,  only  'Lonzo's  name  had 
better  go  on  there  too,  to  identify  you." 

"Certainly,"  agreed  Dupree,  and  he 
drew  a  check  for  twenty  dollars  on  the 
Asbestos  Bank  of  Hartford,  to  the  order 
of  Alonzo  T.  Robbins,  which  the  hired 
man  chunsilv  endorsed,  and  passed  over 
to  the  clerk  of  the  court,  who  gave  him 
in  return  a  ten-dollar  bill. 

VoT..  xnvir.— No  r-,7Q.—!i'7 


"That  completes  the  transaction,  I  in- 
fer?" inquired  Dui)ree. 

"  Guess  that's  all  there  is  to  it,"  replied 
the  justice,  genially,  pulling  out  his  jack- 
knife  and  beginning  to  examine  his  fin- 
ger once  more. 

"Will  you  have  some  bottled  soda, 
gentlemen?"  asked  the  grand-juror;  and 
the  five  men  stalked  into  the  general 
store  and  drank  their  soda  from  the  ori- 
ginal packages.  Dupree  had  framed  some 
choice  sentences  expressive  of  his  opinion 
of  Vermont  law  and  Vermont  courts  and 
Vermonters  in  general,  which  he  had  ex- 
pected to  deliver  on  the  sidewalk.  But 
the  generosity  of  the  grand -juror  quite 
disarmed  him,  and  he  even  went  through 
the  pretence  of  shaking  hands  all  around 
—except  with  the  warden  —  before  step- 
ping into  the  buckboard  by  Alonzo's  side. 

On  the  way  back  to  Madrid,  however, 
he  made  up  for  his  temporary  abstinence. 
He  told  Alonzo  exactly  what  he  thought 
of  him,  painting  with  hot  adjectives  his 
ancestry,  his  career  to  the  present  hour, 
the  probable  fortunes  of  his  posterity, 
and  the  sure  fate  that  awaited  him  here- 
after. It  was  a  masterpiece  of  impreca- 
tory eloquence,  but  the  only  effect  it  pro- 
duced upon  the  stolid  hired  man  was  to 
bring  to  his  face  that  expressionless  grin 
which  had  proved  so  irritating  to  Henii- 
etta. 

"  I've  got  the  ten  dollars,"  reflected 
Alonzo:  "I  can  afford  to  let  him  do  a 
little  talkin'." 

When  they  drove  into  the  yard  of  the 
Tate  place  the  boarders  were  at  dinnei", 
but  Mj's.  Tate,  arrayed  in  her  best  black 
mohair,  was  pacing  nervously  back  and 
forth  upon  the  piazza.  The  buckboard 
halted  there,  and  Dupree  sprang  out. 
But  the  widow  had  the  first  word. 

"  Mr.  Du})ree,"she  declared,  with  shak- 
ing voice,  "you'll  find  some  dinner  up 
in  your  room.  This  is  an  awful  thing 
that's  come  upon  us.  I've  kep'  boarders 
for  seventeen  years  last  June,  and  never 
had  a  profane  swearer  in  my  house  be- 
fore. 'Sh  !  Now  I  don't  want  one  word 
from  you.  The  stage  will  be  along  here 
in  half  an  hour,  and  it's  going  to  stop  to 
take  you  to  the  dei)ot.  I  sha'n't  charge 
you  a  penny  for  your  board  for  these 
three  days — not  one  penny — though  if 
you  want  to  pay  me  the  dollar  and  a 
half  on  that  telegram,  you  can.  ' Sh  !  I 
know  all  about  it.  If  it  wa'n't  right  in 
the  middle  of  the  having,  I'd  send  Alonzo 
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oil"  fo!'  ])la.viim"  a  trifk  oil  a  Ijoai'der:   but  "He    didiTt    leave    any    address?"'    in- 

ifs  (Ifcadt'iii   liai'd   to  iict  liii-ed  lielp.  and  quir<Hl  the  latter. 

Jll   have   to   let  him   stay.      But  Til  stop  ""  Not  as  I  know  of,"  said  Alonzo.     '•H'.- 

tlie     lisli  -  warden    business    i-iglit    away,  went  ])retty  quick,  towards  the  last." 

"Eou/.o  Robbins,  you  drive  tliat  eolt  over  "•  Huni))h:""  exclaimed  the  justice,  com- 

to   llie  horse-bai'n  !      If  Beriah  liadn't  up  prehensively. 

and  died  last  spring",  this  wouldn't  have  The  ^-i-and-juror  looked  at  Alouzo  wiili 

hai)pened.      Mercyniel"  a    i^eculiar    expression     tljat    roused    th- 

And  putting-  her  fingers  in  her  ears,  to  hired  man's  sluggish  curiosity, 
shut  out  any  contaminating'  sounds  tiiat  '""What    did    you    want    of    liini.'"    lit- 

mig-ht   escape   the    broker's    lips,   she    re-  drawled. 

ti-eated  to  her  bedroom.      Nor  did  she  re-  The  grand-juror  nudged  the  justice, 

appear  even  to  claim  the  dollar  and  fifty  "Well.    Alonzo,"     began     the     latter, 

cents    when    Mr.    Benj.   F.    Dnpree,   suit-  "  come    to    collect    that   check,    it    wa'n't 

case  and  rod  in  hand,  climbed  aboard  the  good  for  nothin".      Tiie  Asbestos  Bank  of 

stage  and  lifted  his  hat  in  g-rim  farewell  Hartford   broke   down,  it    seems,   more'ii 

to  the  Kansas  City  girl,  who  was  the  only  a  year  ago.      Seems    to  me   I   remember 

boarder    with    moral  courage  enough    to  reading    about     it     in    some     newspaper 

a[>})ear  u[)un  the  front  ])iazza.  or  other  at   the   time.      Tliis   fellow   was 

kind    o'  mad,  I  guess,  and    ha])pened    to 

^  ^^-  have    that    blank    check    in    his    ]iocket. 

For  a  whole  week  thereafter  the  arrest  and  filled  it  out.      Little  too  smart  for  us. 

and  departure  of  the  unfortunate  broker  I  guess."" 

was    the    sole    topic    of    conversation    at  "  H    we   could   only   git  him.""  put    in 

Beriah  Tate's.      Alonzo  found  himself  in  the  grand-juror,  conlidently. 
disgrace.      The  boarders  looked  the  other  "Yes.   but    how    to    git    him.  Henry.'" 

way  w^hen  they  saw  him  coming,  and  after  complained  the  justice.      "  He"s  out  of  the 

sui)})er  he   had  no  one  to  talk  to   except  State  long  afore  this,  and  the  Montpelier 

the  tan;  3  crow.      Henrietta,  his  tein})tress  Bank  i^  making  a  fuss  about  that  twenty 

to  the    deed   which  had  discredited  hiin.  dollars.      The  fact   is.  Alonzcx  it  looks  as 

treated  him   with    ostentatious  contempt,  if  that  twenty  dollars  would  have  to  come 

Once  he  barred  her  way  as  she  was  hur-  out    of  you.  as  long  as   you   endorsed  the 

rying  through  the  wood-shed.  fellow's  check  for  him." 

"You  said  you'd  u'o  to  the   band  con-  "  My  gorry  1"  cried  Alonzo.  stubbornly, 

cert  with  me.  Henrietta."  he  })leaded.  "how  do  you  make  that  out?" 

"Hid    I    .say   icJiOi.    Alonzo   Robbinsr"  They  made  it   out  for  him.  first  in  one 

she    demanded,   scornfully:    aiul   he    was  way  and   then   in   another,  until   he   was 

forced  to  let  fall  his  arms  and  allow  her  thoroughly  frightened, 
to  ])ass.      Day  after  day  went  by.  but  she  "  Eve  got  the  ten  dollars  you  gave  nie," 

did  not  relax,  and  hel)egan  to  realize  how  he  owned  at  last.      "I  was  goin'  to  break 

deeply  he  had  sinned  against  the  uuwrit-  it  last   Saturday  night  down  to  the  band 

ten    laws    of   hospitality.      Hi    her    revolt  concert,  but  — I  didn't  go  down.      Ell   go 

from  him.  Henrietta  even  went  so  far  as  up  stairs  and  get  that  for  you.  but  I  can't 

to    strike    up  a    belated    friendship    with  raise  another  cent,  not  if  I  have  to  go  to 

31iss     Eormand.    the     girl     from     Kansas  jail  for  it !" 
City.  Tears  of  cluigrin  were  in  his  eyes  as  he 

One   evening,  as  Alonzo  sat  alone  on  stumbled  up  the  back  stairs  to  his  room, 

the  side   })orch.  c]ur!'ui)ing  dejectedly   to  C>ii  the  landing  he  met  Henrietta, 
the    broken  -  wingtHl    ci'ow,  a    team    from  "  Here."  >he  whis])ered.  hui-riedly.     "1 

AVarwick   trotted  sharply  into   the   yard,  was  u\^  in  I\Iiss  Formand's  room,  and  we 

His  late  acciuaintance  the  gi'aiul-jur(U'  was  heard  c^very  word.     She's  lent  me  live  dol- 

driviiig.  and  the  e(>r})r,lent  justice  o\'  the  lars.  and  here's  live  that  I  had.      You  take 

peace  tilled  out  the  remainder  of  tiie  seat.  it.  and  you  can  pay  me  by-and-by.    Y'ou"ve 

"  Has  that   fellow  gone.'"'   coughed  the  r/oMo  take  it.  Alonzo  Robbins.     I  put  you 

justice,   almost    before     the    horses    were  up  to  it.  in  the  tirst  place,  out  of  wiciced- 

brought  to  a  stand-stili.  ness.     And  I  might  have  known  that  Mr. 

"  He's  gone."  re])lied  Alonzo.  sulkily.  Dupree  would  do  S(nnetliing  horrid.     ]\Iiss 

The  justice  looked  around  at  the  grand-  Eormand  thiirus  about  him  just  as  I  do 

juror.  now.      Go  right  along  I" 


THE  TREASURE  OF  THE  TEARS. 


435 


He  went  down  and  paid  over  the  mon- 
ey like  a  man,  and  like  a  man  lie  came 
back  to  the  narrow,  dimly  lighted  land- 
ing-. The  girl  had  been  of  a  dozen  minds 
about  running  away,  but  she  was  still 
there. 

"I'm  awfully  sorry," she  said,  remorse- 
fully, "  that  I  got  ,you  into  trouble." 

"That's  all  right,"  declared  Alonzo, 
"  I  w^as  kind  o'  set  on  that  trip  to  the 
concert,  but  I  don't  suppose  you'd  want 
to  go  now?" 

Henrietta  was  silent.  Her  hand  was 
upon  the  door  of  her  own  room. 

"I  sha'n't  have  any  money  till  the  end 
of  next  month,"  he  said,  gloomily. 

His  contrition  touched  the  girl.  "About 
going  to  Warwick,"  she  ventured,  "hear- 
ing the  band  is  the  main  thing,  and  that 
don't  cost  anything.  You  don't  have  to 
have  ice-cream." 


"Then  you  would  go?"  he  cried.  The 
clumsiness  slipped  from  his  powerful  fig- 
ure for  the  moment,  and  the  girl  caught 
the  eagerness  in  his  black  eyes. 

"I— might,"  she  owned,' half  pleased, 
half  startled. 

He  stole  a  step  nearer  in  tlie  dusk. 

"Perhaps  Miss  Formand  would  like  to 
go  too,"  she  added,  hastily. 

"That  wouldn't  be  quite  the  same 
thing,"  said  the  poor  fellow.  "But  I'll 
take  her  if  you  want  to  have  her  along.'' 

The  girl  opened  the  door  of  her  room 
with  an  atfectation  of  carelessness,  but 
without  taking  her  eyes  from  him. 
"Come  to  think,"  she  said,  with  indiffer- 
ence, "I  don't  know  but  that  buckboard 
seat  would  be  rather  narrow  for  three." 

And  before  he  could  show  his  trans- 
port she  closed  the  door  lazily,  sleepily, 
beliind  her. 


THE    TEEASUTRE    OF    THE    TEARS. 


BY   LOUISE   BETTS   EDWARDS. 


Thou  tellest   my  wamierings  :    put  my  tears  into  thy  bottle:  are  not  these 
things  noted  in  tliy  book? — Psalm  LVI.,  8. 


''QEAL   Thy  bottle,  good  my   Lord! 

That  holds  so  many  tears: 
The  treasure-trove  by  sorroic  stored 

Through  all  our  siifferhig  years. 
Seal  it  now,  lest,  overfilled. 

It  betray  our  trusts- 
Let  no  precious  drop  be  spilled 

In  oblivioiis  dust.''' 

He  heard  it  in  the  market-place 

As  in  the  lonely  field; 
What  wa}^  soe'er  he  set  his   face 

One  vision    was  revealed: 
A  leathern  bottle,  brimming  o'er. 

Yet  ever  filled   again, — 
Like  pools  upon  a  wave-swept  shore, - 

With  salt  sad  tears  of  men  ! 


Oh  heavy  was  that  weight  of  tears! 

He  bore  it  on  his  heart: 
The  tears  that  over  funeral   biers 

Down   pallid  faces  start; 
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Tlic  achiiif,''  tears  of  traini)k'cl   love; 

The  bidden   teai'S  of  sliame: 
Those   tears — the   pearls  all   price  above — 

Whereby   repentance  came: 

The   hot   briu'bt   tears  of  g'rieviiig-  yoiitli; 

The   slow   sad    tears   of  ag-e ; 
The  drops   that   oft,  in    tragic   trutb. 

Dim   e'en   dear  ebildbood's   page: 
The  tears  of   ail    the   travailing-  earth  1 

It  pierced    him   lik'e  a  sword. 
That  ci-y:    -'Thou   knoicesf   weU  their   worfh  : 

Cuioit   well  our  tea)'>!.  O  Lord.'" 

''Thou."  he  cried — to  madness  stung- — 

'•Who   treasurest   tlirougb   the  yeai'S 
These  dro})S  from  sorrow's  wine-press   wrung-. 

Why  savest   Thou   their  tea)'S? 
Fond  and    foolish   sons  of  men! 

Though  His  boolc   contain 
All   your  g-riefs — what    will    He  then? 

Recompense  your  painr" 

"Go(Ts  Jiarid  is  kixd :   God's  hand   is  sfroiig 

IIV  ctoi   but  ho})i\  or  die. 
The  days  of  God  are  very  loitg: 

Wlto  kitous  icliat  nujstenj 
The  Spirit  irJiieh.  hroodine/  o'er  tJie  deep. 

A  jcorld  from   nothing  hrongltt. 
On.  tJiis  wide  waste  of  te((rs   ice   weep. 

In  silence   may  hare   n:rovglit  ] 

"So  the  heart  to  hope  aspires — 

Tliat  these  at  least  may  ici)} 
To  qnoiCii  soriie  j)oor  soul's  junait   fires. 

Wash    wJiite  Si^Die  scarlet  si)i  : 
Or.  whcii   by  tiring  streams   we   rest 

A)id  slake  the  thirst  of  years. 
God  sladl  whis]<er.  'Had  yox  guessed 

TJte.'^e  were  o)ice   your  te((rs/'" 

He  b(^wed   his  head  and   owned   his    wrong: 

Wliile   faintly   to   bis   ear 
Another  strain    was    borne   along- 

He  siilled   his   soul   to  bear:  — 

•■  Is  it  only  ()/?  tin/  heart 

Tied   leaden   load  liaih    lain  / 
/.  who  u:eep  alone,  apitrt. 

Seeing   these,  would  fain 
Shed   My  heart's  ou.m   blood  to   tur)} 

TJieir   u-ater   into  wi)ie. 
0  soris  of  Earth  .'  o'er  u-Jtom   I  yearn. 

Wlio  co}'.)d.<.  who  gathers  Mi)>ef" 


RODENTS    CORNER.^ 


BY      IIEXRY      SETOX      M  E  R  R  I  M  A  X. 


CHAPTER   XXIX. 
A   LESSON. 

"  Whom  the  gods  mean  to  destroy,  they  blind." 

MRS.  VANSITTART  had  passed  that 
age  when  a  young-  person  respects 
love  for  its  own  sake,  and  woukl  rather 
be  admired  by,  well,  a  swain  who  is  not 
quite  a  gentleman,  than  not  be  admired 
at  all.  Fond  mammas,  it  would  appear, 
teach  their  daughters  that  dress  and  de- 
portment are  important,  but  that  which 
domestic  servants  so  tersely  call  a  ''fol- 
lower "  is  de  rigueur.  No  self-respecting 
girl  should  dispense  ^yith  this.  And  the 
results  of  such  teaching  are  those  periods 
of  mental  aberration  which  supervene  in 
all  circles,  from  Mayfair  to  the  most  se- 
lect suburbs,  and  which  complacent  mo- 
thers call  a  "regular  epidemic  of  en- 
gagements." This  epidemic  really  arises 
from  the  fact  that  sweetest  Amy  is  not 
going  to  be  left,  as  it  were,  on  the  shelf 
by  darling  Edith,  who  has  just  become 
affianced  to  a  military  officer  seven  years 
younger  than  herself.  Amy  therefore 
picks  up  anything  she  can  get  in  the  lo- 
cality. Thus,  if  a  younger  sister  only  sets 
the  ball  rolling,  whole  families  of  girls 
are  seen  to  go  off,  so  to  speak,  in  a  year. 
And  there  is  much  marrying  in  haste 
and  more  repenting  at  leisure. 

Mrs.  Vansittart,  however,  had  not  the 
incentive  of  a  healthy  competition.  She 
had  not  that  more  dangerous  incentive 
of  middle-aged  vanity,  which  draws  the 
finger  of  derision  so  often  in  the  direction 
of  widows,  x^nd  yet  she  took  a  certain 
pleasure  in  playing  a  half-careless  and 
wholly  cynical  Juliet  to  Percy  Roden's 
gauche  Romeo.  She  had  no  intention 
of  marrying  him,  and  yet  she  continued 
to  encourage  him  even  now  that  open 
war  was  declared  between  Cornish  and 
the  Malgamite-makers.  Cornish  had,  in- 
deed, thanked  Mrs.  Vansittart  for  her  as- 
sistance in  the  past  in  such  a  manner  as 
to  convey  to  her  that  she  could  hardly 
be  of  use  to  him  in  the  future.  He  had 
magnified  her  good  offices, and  had  warned 
her  to  beware  of  arousing  Von  Holzen's 

*  Begun  in  J<uiu 


anger.  Indeed,  her  use  of  Percy  Roden 
was  at  an  end,  and  yet  she  would  not  let 
him  go.  Cornish  w^as  puzzled,  and  so 
was  Dorothy.  Percy  Roden  was  grati- 
fied, and  read  the  riddle  by  the  light  of 
his  own  vanity.  Mrs.  Vansittart  was  not 
pei'haps  the  first  w^oman  to  puzzle  her 
neighbors  by  refusing  to  relinquish  that 
which  she  did  not  want.  She  was  not 
the  first,  perhaps,  to  nurse  a  subtle  desire 
to  play  some  part  in  the  world  rather 
than  be  left  idle  in  the  wings.  So  she 
played  the  part  that  came  first  and  easiest 
to  her  hand — a  woman's  natural  part,  of 
stirring  up  strife  between  men. 

She  was  therefore  gratified  when  Von 
Holzen  made  his  way  slowly  towards  her 
through  the  crowd  on  the  Kursaal  ter- 
race one  afternoon  on  the  occasion  of  a 
Thursday  concert.  She  was  sitting  alone 
in  a  far  corner  of  the  terrace,  protected 
by  a  glass  screen  from  the  wind  which 
ever  blows  at  Scheveningen.  She  never 
mingled  with  the  summer  visitors  at  this 
popular  Dutch  resort — indeed,  knew  none 
of  them.  Von  Holzen  seemed  to  be  sim- 
ilarl}-  situated;  but  Mrs.  Vansittart  knew 
that  he  did  not  seek  her  out  on  that  ac- 
count. He  was  not  a  man  to  do  any- 
thing—  much  less  be  sociable  —  out  of 
idleness.  He  only  dealt  with  his  fellow- 
beings  when  he  had  a  use  for  them. 

She  returned  his  grave  bow  witli  an 
almost  imperceptible  movement  of  the 
head,  and  for  a  moment  they  looked  hard 
at  each  other. 

''Madame  still  lingers  at  the  Hague," 
he  said. 

"  As  3^ou  see." 

"  And  is  the  game  worth  the  candle?" 

Pie  laid  his  hand  tentatively  on  a  chair, 
and  looked  towards  her  with  an  interrog- 
ative glance.  He  would  not,  it  appeared, 
sit  down  without  her  permission.  And, 
wonumlike,  she  gave  it,  with  a  shrug  of 
one  shoulder.  A  woman  rarely  refuses 
a  challenge. 

''And  is  the  game  worth  the  candle?" 
he  repeated. 

"One  can  only  tell  when  it  is  played 
out,"  was  the  reply  ;  and  Herr  von  Holzen 
iry  number,  1898. 
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o-lancetl  quickly  at  tli(3  lady  who  made  it. 
He  turned  away  and  listened  to  the  mu- 
sic. An  occasional  concert  was  the  one 
diversion  he  allowed  himself  at  this  time 
from  his  most  absorl)ing  occupation  of 
making-  a  fortune.  He  had  probably  a 
real  love  of  music,  which  is  not  by  any 
means  given  to  the  good  only,  or  the  vir- 
tuous. Indeed,  it  is  the  art  most  com- 
monly allied  to  vice. 

"  By-the-way,"  said  Yon  Holzen,  after 
a  pause,  "that  paper  which  it  pleased 
madame's  fantasy  to  possess  at  one  time 
—  is  destroyed.  Its  teaching  exists  only 
in  my  unworthy  brain." 

He  turned  and  looked  at  her  with  his 
slow  smile,  his  measuring  eyes. 

'^Ah!" 

"  Y^'es — so  madame  need  give  the  ques- 
tion no  more  thought,  and  turn  her  full 
attention  to  her  new — fancy." 

Mrs.  Yansittart  was  studying  her  pro- 
gramme, and  did  not  look  up  or  display  the 
slightest  interest  in  what  he  was  saying. 

"Every  event  seems  but  to  serve  to 
strengthen  our  position,"  went  on  Yon 
Holzen,  still  half  listening  to  the  music. 
"  Even  the  untiuiely  death  of  Lord  Fer- 
riby — \shich  might  at  first  have  appeared 
a  contre-temps.  Cornish  takes  home  the 
coffin  by  to-night's  mail,  I  understand. 
Men  may  come,  madame,  and  men  may 
go — but  we  go  on  forever.  ^Ye  are  still 
prosperous  —  despite  our  friends.  And 
Cornish  is  nonplussed.  He  does  not  know 
what  to  do  next  —  and  fate  seems  to  be 
against  him.  He  has  no  luck.  ^Ye  are 
manufacturing — day  and  uiglit." 

"You  are  interested  in  Mr.  Cornish." 
obsei'ved  Mrs.  Yansittart,  coolly:  and  she 
saw  a  sudden  gleam  in  Yon  Holzen's 
eyes.  After  all,  the  man  had  a  ])assion 
over  which  his  control  was  insecure — the 
last,  the  longest  of  the  passions — hatred. 
He  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

"Ilehasforced  himself  upon  ournotice 
— unnecessarily,  as  the  result  has  ])roved 
—only  to  tiiul  out  that  there  is  no  stopping 
us."  He  could  scarcely  control  his  voice 
as  he  spoke  of  Cornish,  and  looked  away 
as  if  fearing  to  show  the  expression  of  his 
eyes. 

Mrs.  Yansittart  watched  him  with  a  cool 
little  smile.  Yon  Ilolzen  had  iu)t  come 
here  to  talk  of  Cornish.  He  had  come 
on  purpose  to  say  something  whicli  he 
had  not  succeeded  in  saying  yet.  and  she 
was  not  ignorant  of  this.  She  was  going 
to  make  it  as  difficult  as  possible  for  hini. 


so  that  when  he  at  last  said  what  he  liad 
come  to  say,  she  .should  know  it.  and  per- 
haps divine  his  motives. 

"Even  now,"  he  continued,  "we  have 
succeeded  beyond  our  expectations.  ^Ye 
are  rich  men,  so  that  madame  —  need 
delay  no  longer."  He  turned  and  looked 
her  straight  in  the  eyes. 

"I" — she  inquired,  with  raised  eye- 
brows—  "need  delay  no  longer  —  in 
what^" 

"In  consummating  the  happiness  of 
my  partner.  Percy  Roden."he  was  clever 
enotigh  to  say  without  being  impertinent. 
"He — or  his  banking  account — is  really 
worth  the  attention  of  any  lady." 

Mrs.  Yansittart  laughed,  and.  before 
answering,  acknowledged  stiffly  the  stitT 
salutation  of  a  passer.  "Then  it  is  sug- 
gested that  I  am  waiting  for  Mr.  Roden 
to  be  rich  enough  in  order  to  many 
himr* 

"It  is  the  talk  of  gossips  and  ser- 
vants." 

Mrs.  Yansittart  looi^ed  at  him  with  an 
amused  smile.  Did  he  really  know  so 
little  of  the  world  as  to  take  his  informa- 
tion from  gossips  and  servants  i" 

"Ah."  she  said,  and  that  was  all.  She 
rose  and  made  a  little  signal  with  her 
parasol  to  her  coachman,  who  was  waiting 
in  the  shadow  of  the  Kursaal.  As  she 
drove  home  she  wondered  why  Yon 
Holzen  was  afraid  that  she  should  marry 
Percy  Roden,  who,  as  it  happened,  was 
coming  to  tea  in  Park  Straat  that  even- 
ing. ]\Irs.  Yansittart  had  not  exactly  in- 
vited him — not,  at  all  events,  that  he  was 
aware  of.  He  was  under  the  impression 
tliat  he  had  himself  proposed  the  visit. 

She  remembered  that  he  was  coming, 
l)ut  gave  no  further  thought  to  him.  All 
her  mind  was.  indeed.  al)Sorbed  with 
thoughts  of  Yon  Holzen,  whom  she  hated 
with  the  dull  and  deadly  hatred  of  the 
helpless.  The  sight  of  him,  the  sound  of 
his  voice,  stirred  something  within  her 
that  vibrated  for  hours,  so  that  she  could 
tiiink  of  nothing  else  —  could  not  even 
give  her  attenticm  to  the  little  incidents 
of  daily  life.  She  ])retended  to  herself 
that  she  sought  retribution  —  that  she 
wished  on  principle  to  check  a  scoundrel 
in  his  successful  career.  The  heart,  how- 
ever, knows  no  principles:  for  these  are 
created  by  and  belong  to  the  mind.  Which 
explains  why  many  women  seem  to  have 
no  ]->rinciples,  and  many  virtuous  persons 
no  heart. 


RGDEN'S    CORNER. 


439 


Mrs.  Vansittart  went  home  to  make  a 
careful  toilet  pending-  the  arrival  of  Percy 
Rodeu.  She  came  down  to  the  dravving- 
room,  and  stood  idly  at  the  window. 
"The  talk  of  gossips  and  servants, '"  she 
repeated  bitterly  to  herself.  One  of  Von 
Holzen's  shafts,  at  all  events,  had  gone 
home.  And  Percy  Roden  came  into  the 
room  a  few  minutes  afterwards.  His 
manner  had  more  assurance  than  when 
he  had  first  made  Mrs.  Yansittart's  ac- 
quaintance. He  bad,  perhaps,  a  trifle  less 
respect  for  the  room  and  its  occupant. 
Mrs.  Vansittart  had  allowed  him  to  come 
nearer  to  her;  and  when  a  woman  allows 
a  man  of  whom  sbe  has  a  low  opinion  to 
come  near  to  her,  she  trifles  with  her  own 
self  -  respect,  and  does  harm  which,  per- 
haps, may  never  be  repaired. 

"I  was  too  busy  to  go  to  the  concert 
this  afternoon,"  he  said,  sitting  down  in 
his  loose -limbed  way.  His  assumption 
that  his  absence  had  been  noticed  rather 
nettled  his  hearer. 

''Ah!  Were  you  not  there?"  she  in- 
quired. 

He  turned  and  looked  at  her  with  his 
curt  laugh.  "  If  I  had  been  there,  you 
would  have  known  it,"  he  said.  It  was 
just  one  of  those  remarks— delivered  in  the 
half-mocking  voice  assumed  in  self-protec- 
tion— which  Mrs.  Vansittart  had  hitherto 
allowed  to  pass  unchallenged.  And  now, 
quite  suddenl}^,  she  resented  the  manner 
and  the  speech. 

"  Indeed,"  she  said,  with  a  subtle  in- 
flection of  tone  which  should  have  warn- 
ed him.  But  he  was  engaged  in  drawing 
down  his  cufl's.  Many  young  men  would 
know  more  of  the  world  if  they  had  no 
cuffs  or  collars  to  distract  them. 

"Yes,"  answered  Roden;  "'if  I  liad 
gone  to  the  concert,  it  would  not  have 
been  for  the  music." 

Percy  Roden's  method  of  making  love 
was  essentially  modern.  He  threw  to 
Mrs.  Vansittart  certain  scraps  of  patron- 
age and  admiration,  which  she  could  pick 
up  seriously  and  keep  if  she  cared  to. 
But  he  was  not  going  to  risk  a  wound  to 
his  vanity  by  taking  the  initiative  too 
earnestly.  Mrs.  Vansittart,  who  was  busy 
at  the  tea-table,  set  down  a  cup,  and 
crossed  the  room  towards  him. 

"  What  do  you  mean,  Mr.  Roden  f  she 
asked,  slowly. 

He  looked  up  with  wavering  eyes,  and 
visibly  lost  color  under  her  gaze.  "  What 
do  I  mean?" 


"Yes.  What  do  you  mean  when  you 
say  that  if  you  had  gone  to  the  concert 
it  would  not  have  been  for  the  music; 
that  if  you  had  been  there  I  should  have 
known  of  your  presence,  and  a  hundred 
other — impertinences?" 

At  first  Roden  thought  that  the  way 
was  being  made  easy  for  him  as  it  is  in 
books,  as,  indeed,  it  sometimes  is  in  life, 
when  it  happens  to  be  a  way  that  is  not 
worth  the  treading;  but  the  last  word 
stung  him  like  a  lash — as  it  was  meant  to 
sting.  It  was  perhaps  that  one  word  that 
made  him  rise  from  his  chair. 

"If  you  meant  to  object  to  anything 
that  I  may  say,  you  should  have  done  so 
long  ago,"  he  said.  "  Who  was  the  first 
to  speak  at  the  hotel  when  I  first  came  to 
the  Hague?  Which  of  us  was  it  that  kept 
the  friendship  up  and  cultivated  it?  lam 
not  blind.  I  could  hardly  be  anything 
else,  if  I  had  failed  to  see  what  you  have 
meant  all  along." 

"What  hav^I  meant  all  along?"  slie 
asked,  with  a  strange  little  smile. 

"  Why,  you  have  meant  me  to  say  such 
things  as  I  have  said,  and  perhaps  more." 

"  More — what  can  you  mean?" 

She  looked  at  him  still  with  a  smile, 
which  he  did  not  understand.  And  like 
many  men  he  allowed  his  vanity  to  ex- 
plain things  which  his  comprehension 
failed  to  elucidate. 

"Well,"  he  said,  after  a  moment's  hes- 
itation, '*  will  you  mai'ry  me? — there!" 

"No,  Mr.  Roden,  I  will  not."  she  an- 
swered promptly;  and  then  suddenly  her 
eyes  flashed,  at  some  recollection  perhaps 
— at  some  thought  connected  with  her 
happy  past  contrasted  with  this  sordid, 
ignoble  present. 

"  You?"  she  cried.      "  Marry  you!"" 

"Why?"  he  asked,  with  a  bitter  little 
laugh.    "  What  is  there  wrong  with  me?" 

"I  do  not  know  what  there  is  wrong 
with  you.  And  I  am  not  interested  to 
inquire.  But,  so  far  as  I  am  concerned, 
there  is  nothing  right." 

A  woman's  answer  after  all — and  one 
of  those  reasons  which  are  no  reasons, 
and  yet  rule  the  world. 

Roden  looked  at  her,  completely  puz- 
zled. In  a  flash  of  thought  he  recalled 
Dorothy's  warning,  and  her  incompre- 
hensible foresight. 

"Then,"  he  said,  lapsing  in  his  haste 
into  the  terse  language  of  his  everyday 
life  and  thought,  "  what  on  earth  have 
you  been  driving  at  all  along?" 
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"  I  have  been  driving-  at  Herr  von  Hol- 
zen  and  the  Malganiite  scheme.  I  liave 
been  lielping  Tony  Cornisli/'  she  an- 
swered. 

So  Percy  Roden  quitted  the  liouse  at 
the  corner  of  Park  Straat  a  wiser  man. 
and  i)erhaps  he  left  a  wiser  woman  in  it. 

''My  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Vansittart  to 
Marguerite  Wade,  long-  afterwards,  when 
a  friendship  had  sprung-  up  and  ripened 
between  them — "  my  dear,  never  let  a  man 
ask  you  to  marry  him  unless  you  mean 
to  say  yes.  It  will  do  neither  of  you  any 
good." 

And  Mai'guerite,  who  never  allowed 
another  the  last  word,  gave  a  shrewd  lit- 
tle nod  before  she  answered,  "I  always 
say  no— before  they  ask  me.'' 

CHAPTER    XXX. 

ON    THE   QUEEIs's   CANAL. 

"There's  not  a  crime — 
Bui  takes  its  proper  change,  .still  out  in  crime 
If  once  rung  on  the  counter  of  this   world." 

Cornish  went  back  to  the  Hague  im- 
mediately aftei'  Lord  Ferriby's  funeral, 
because  it  has  been  decreed  that  for  all 
men  this  large  world  shall  sooner  or  later 
narrow^  down  to  one  city,  perhaps,  or  one 
village,  or  a  single  house.  For  a  man's 
life  is  always  centred  round  a  memory  or 
a  hope,  and  neither  of  those  requires  much 
space  wherein  to  live.  Tony  Cornish's 
world  had  narrowed  to  the  Villa  des 
Dunes  on  the  sand  hills  of  Scheveningen, 
and  his  mind's  eye  was  always  turned  in 
that  direction.  His  one  thought  at  this 
time  was  to  protect  Dorothy — to  keep,  if 
possible,  the  name  slie  bore  from  harm 
and  ill  fame.  Each  day  that  passed  meant 
death  to  the  IMalgamite- workers.  He 
could  not  delay.  He  darej  not  hurry. 
He  wrote  again  to  Percy  Roden  from 
London,  amid  the  hurried  preparations 
for  the  funeral,  and  begged  him  to  sever 
his  connection  with  Von  Holzen. 

''You  will  not  have  time,"  he  wrote, ""  to 
answer  this  befoi'e  I  leave  for  the  Hague. 
I  shall  stay  on  the  Toornoifeld  as  usual. 
and  hope  to  arrive  about  nine  o'clock  to- 
morrow evening.  I  shall  leave  the  hotel 
about  a  quarter  ])ast  nine  and  walk  down 
the  right-hand  l)an'K  of  the  Koninginne 
Gracht,  and  should  like  to  meet  you  by 
the  canal,  where  we  can  have  a  lallc.  I 
have  many  reasons  to  sul^mil  to  your 
considei-ation  why  it  will  be  expedient 
for  you  to  come  over  to  my  side  in  tliis 


difference  now,  which  I  cannot  well  set 
down  on  paper.  And  remember,  that  be- 
tween men  of  the  world,  such  as  I  sup- 
pose we  may  take  ourselves  to  be,  there 
is  no  question  of  one  of  lis  judging  the 
other.  Let  me  beg  of  you  to  consider 
your  })osition  in  regard  to  the  Malgamite 
scheme — and  meet  me  to-morrow  night 
between  the  Malie  Veld  and  the  Achter 
Weg  about  half  past  nine.  I  cannot  see 
you  at  the  works,  and  it  would  be  better 
for  you  not  to  come  to  my  hotel." 

The  letter  was  addressed  to  the  Villa 
des  Dunes,  where  Roden  received  it  the 
next  morning.  Dorothy  saw  it, and  gtiess- 
ed  from  whom  it  was.  though  she  hardly 
knew  her  lover's  writing.  He  had  adhered 
firmly  to  his  resolution  to  keep  himself  in 
the  background  until  he  had  finished  the 
work  he  had  undertaken.  He  had  not 
written  to  her  ;  had  scarcely  seen  her. 
Roden  read  the  letter,  and  put  it  in  his 
pocket  without  a  word.  It  had  touched 
his  vanity.  He  had  had  few  dealings 
with  men  of  the  standing  and  position  of 
Cornish,  and  here  was  this  peer's  nephew 
and  peer's  grandson  appealing  to  him  as 
to  a  friend,  classing  him  together  with 
himself  as  a  man  of  the  world.  No  man 
has  so  little  discretion  as  a  vain  man.  It 
is  almost  impossible  for  him  to  keep  si- 
lence when  speech  will  make  for  his  glo- 
rification. 

Roden  arrived  at  the  works  well  pleased 
with  himself,  and  found  Von  Holzen  in 
their  little  office,  put  out.  ill  at  ease,  dom- 
ineering. It  was  unfortunate,  if  you  will. 
Percy  Roden  Avas  always  ready  to  per- 
ceive his  own  ill  fortune,  and  looked  back 
later  to  this  as  one  of  his  most  untoward 
hours.  Life,  however,  should  surely  con- 
sist of  seizing  the  fortunate  and  fighting 
through  the  ill  moments— else  why  should 
men  have  heart  and  nerve:" 

In  such  humoi's  as  tiiey  found  them- 
selves it  did  not  take  long  for  these  two 
men  to  find  a  question  upon  which  to 
dirt'er.  It  was  a  mere  matter  of  detail 
connecMed  with  the  money  at  that  time 
passing  through  their  hands. 

"  Of  course,"  said  Roden.  in  the  course 
of  a  useless  and  trivial  dispute — "of 
course  you  think  you  know  best,  but  you 
know  nothing  of  finance — remember  that. 
Everybody  knows  that  it  is  I  who  have 
run  that  part  of  the  business.  Ask  old 
Charles  Wade,  or  White— or  Cornish." 

The  argument  had,  in  truth,  been  rather 
one  sided.      For  Roden  had  done  all  the 
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you!'  she    cried.       '  MARRY    YOU 


talking,  while  Von  Holzen  looked  at  liini 
with  a  quiet  eye  and  a  silent  contempt 
tliat  made  him  talk  all  the  more.  Yon 
Holzen  did  not  answer  now,  though  his 
eye  lighted  at  the  mention  of  CornislTs 
name.  He  merely  looked  at  Roden  with 
a  smile,  which  conveyed  as  clearly  as 
words  Von  Holzen's  suggestion  that  none 
of  the  three  men  named  would  be  pre- 
pared to  give  Roden  a  very  good  charac- 
ter. 

"I  had  a  letter,  by-the-way,  from  Cor- 
nish this  morning,"  said  Roden,  lapsing 
into  his  grander  manner,  which  Von  Hol- 
zen knew  how  to  turn  to  account. 

"  Ah — bah  !"  he  exclaimed,  sceptically. 
And  that  lurking  vanity  of  the  inferior 
to  lessen  his  own  inferiority  in  the  eyes 
of  one  who  is  his  better  did  the  I'est. 

"If  you  don't  believe  me — there  you 
are," said  Roden, throwing  the  letter  upon 
the  table — not  ill  pleased,  in  the  heat  of 
the  moment,  to  show  that  he  was  a  moi-e 
important  person  than  his  companion 
seemed  to  think. 
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Von  Holzen  read  the  hotter  slowly  and 
thoughtfully.  The  fact  that  it  was  evi- 
dently intended  for  Roden's  ])i'ivate  eye 
did  not  seem  to  atl'ect  one  or  the  othei-  of 
these  two  men,  who  had  travelled  with 
dithculty  along  tln^  road  to  fortune,  only 
reaching  tlieii-  bourn  at  last  with  a  light 
stock  of  sct'n})les  and  a  slialttM-ed  code 
of  honor.  Then  he  folded  it  and  handed 
it  back.  He  was  not  likely  to  foi-get  a 
word  of  it. 

'■  I  su})])ose  you  Avill  go,"  he  said.  "It 
will  be  interesting  to  heai-  what  he  has  to 
say.  That  letter  is  a  confession  of  weak- 
ness." 

In  making  which  statement  Von  Hol- 
zen showed  his  own  weak  ])()int.  For, 
like  many  clever  men,  he  utterly  failed 
to  give  to  women  tluMr  ])lace — the  leading 
place— in  the  world's  liistory,  as  in  the 
little  histories  of  our  daily  lives.  He 
never  detected  Dorothy  between  every 
line  of  Cornish's  letter,  and  thought  that 
it  had  only  been  dictated  by  inability  to 
meet  the  })resent  situation. 
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"I  cannot  very  well  refuse  to  go,  since 
tlu^  tellow  asks  nie,''said  Roden,  g-randly. 
jfe  luif^lit  as  well  have  displayed  liis 
or;ni(l(Mir  to  a  statue.  If  love  is  blind, 
s(^If-love  is  surely  half-witted  as  well; 
for  it  never  sees  nor  understands  that  the 
world  is  fooling  it.  Roden  failed  to  heed 
the  sigiiilicant  fact  that  Von  Holzen  did 
not  even  asic  him  what  line  of  conduct 
he  intended  to  follow  with  regard  to  Cor- 
nish, nor  seek  in  his  autocratic  Nvay  to 
instruct  him  on  that  point,  but  turned 
instead  to  other  matters,  and  did  not 
again  refer  to  Cornish  or  the  letter  he  had 
written. 

So  the  day  wore  on  while  Cornish  ini- 
])atiently  walked  the  deck  of  the  steamer, 
ploughing  its  way  across  the  North  Sea, 
through  showers  and  thunder-storms  and 
those  gray  squalls  that  Hit  to  and  fro  on 
the  German  Ocean.  And  some  tons  of 
Malgamite  were  made,  while  a  manufac- 
turer oi"  two  of  the  gi'im  product  laid 
aside  his  tools  forever,  while  the  money 
Ho  wed  in,  and  Otto  von  Holzen  thought 
out  his  deep  silent  ])lans  over  his  vats 
and  tanks  and  crucildes.  And  all  the 
while  those  who  write  in  the  book  of 
fate  had  penned  the  last  decree. 

Cornisli  arrived  ])unctually  at  the 
Hague.  He  drove  to  the  hotel  where  he 
w^as  known,  where,  indeed,  he  had  never 
i'elin(]uished  his  room.  There  was  no  let- 
ter for  him — no  message  from  Percy  Ro- 
den. But  Von  Holzen  had  unobtrusively 
noted  his  arrival  at  the  station  from  the 
crowded  retreat  of  the  second-class  wait- 
ing-room. 

The  day  had  been  a  very  hot  one,  and 
from  canal  and  dike  arose  that  strange 
sedgy  odor  whicii  comes  with  the  cool  of 
night  in  all  Holland.  It  is  hardly  dis- 
agreeable, and  conveys  no  sense  of  un- 
healthiness.  It  seems  merely  to  be  the 
bnnith  of  still  waters,  and,  in  hot  wea- 
ther, suggests  very  ])leasHntly  the  relief 
of  Nortiiern  night.  The  Hague  has  two 
dominant  smells.  In  winter,  when  the 
canals  ar(^  frozen,  the  reek  of  burning 
])eat  is  on  the  air,  and  in  tln^  summer  the 
odor  of  slow  waters.  Cornish  knew  tliem 
both.  H(^  knew  tn-erything  about  this 
Old-World  city,  whei't^  the  turning-j)oint 
of  his  life  had  beiui  li.xed.  It  was  desert- 
ed now.  The  great  houses,  the  theatre — 
the  show  ))laces — w(M'e  closed.  The  Toor- 
noifeld  was  (unpty. 

The  hotel  ])ort(M',  aronstnl  by  the  ad 
vent  of  the  traveller  fi'om  an  after  dinner 


naj)  in  his  little  glass  box,  spread  out  his 
hands  with  a  gesture  of  surprise. 

"The  season  is  over,"  he  said.  "We 
are  empty.  Wliy  you  come  to  the  Hague 
now?" 

Even  the  sentries  at  the  end  of  the 
Korte  Vorhout  wore  a  holiday  air  of  lax- 
ness  and  swung  their  rifles  idly.  Cor- 
nish noticed  that  only  half  of  the  lamps 
were  lighted. 

The  banks  of  the  Queen's  Canal  are 
heavily  shaded  by  trees,  which,  indeed, 
throw  out  their  branches  to  meet  above 
the  weed-sown  water.  Thei-e  is  a  broad 
thoroughfare  on  either  side  of  the  canal, 
though  little  traffic  passes  that  way. 
These  are  two  of  the  many  streets  of  the 
Hague  whicli  seem  to  speak  of  a  b^-gone 
day.  when  Holland  })layed  a  greater  part 
in  the  world's  history  than  she  does  at 
present,  for  the  houses  are  bigger  than 
the  occupants  must  need,  and  the  streets 
are  too  wide  for  the  traffic  passing  through 
them.  In  the  middle,  the  canal — a  gloomy 
corridor  beneath  the  trees — creeps  noise- 
lessly towards  the  sea. 

Cornish  was  before  the  appointed  hour, 
and  walked  leisurely  by  the  pathway  be- 
tween the  trees  and  the  canal.  Soon  the 
houses  were  left  behind,  and  lie  passed 
the  great  open  space  called  the  Malie 
Veld.  He  had  met  no  one  since  leaving 
the  guard-house.  It  was  a  dark  night, 
with  no  moon,  but  the  stars  were  peeping 
through  the  riven  clouds. 

"Unless  he  stands  under  a  lamp,  I 
shall  not  see  him,*"  he  said  to  himself, 
and  lighted  a  cigar  to  indicate  his  where- 
abouts to  Roden,  should  he  elect  to  keep 
his  ai)pointment.  When  he  had  gone  a 
few  paces  farther  he  saw  some  one  com- 
ing towards  him.  There  was  a  lam]) 
half-way  between  them,  and,  as  he  ap- 
])roaclied  the  light,  Cornisli  recognized 
Roden.  There  was  no  mistaking  the 
long  loose  stride. 

"I  wonder."  said  Cornish,  "if  this  is 
going  to  be  the  end  of  Roden's  Corner.^" 

And  he  went  forward  to  meet  the  finan- 
cier. 

"  I  was  afraid  you  would  not  come," 
he  said,  in  a  voice  that  was  friendly 
eni)ugh:  for  \]o  was  a  man  of  the  world, 
and  in  that  which  is  called  Society  (with 
a  ca})ital  letter)  had  rubbed  elbows  all 
his  life  with  many  who  had  no  better 
rei)Utation  than  Percy  Rodoi.  and  some 
who  destu'ved  a,  worse. 

"  Oh,  I  don't  mind  coming,"  answered 
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Rodeii,  "because  I  did  not  want  to  keep 
you  waiting  liere  in  the  dark.  But  it  is 
no  good,  I  tell  you  that  at  the  outset." 

"  And  nothing  I  can  say  will  alter  your 
decision?" 

"Nothing.  A  man  does  not  get  two 
such  chances  as  this  in  his  lifetime.  I 
am  not  going  to  throw  this  one  away  for 
the  sake  of  a  sentiment." 

"  Sentiment  hardly  describes  the  case," 
said  Cornish,  thoughtfully.  "  Do  you 
mean  to  tell  me  that  you  do  not  care 
about  all  these  deaths — about  these  poor 
devils  of  Malgamiters?" 

And  he  looked  hard  at  his  companion 
beneath  the  lamp. 

"Not  a  d n,"  answered  Roden.     "I 

have  been  poor — you  haven't.  Why,  man, 
I  have  starved  inside  a  good  coat.  You 
don't  know  what  that  means." 

Cornish  looked  at  him, and  said  nothing. 
There  was  no  mistaking  the  man's  sincer- 
ity— nor  the  manner  in  which  his  voice 
suddenly  broke  when  he  spoke  of  hunger. 

"Then  there  are  only  two  things  left 
for  me  to  do,"  said  Cornish,  after  a  mo- 
ment's reflection.  "Ask  your  sister  to 
marry  me  first,  and  smash  you  up  after- 
wards." 

Roden,  who  was  smoking,  threw^  his 
cigarette  away. 

"  You  mean  to  do  both  these  things?" 

"Both." 

Roden  looked  at  liim.  He  opened  his 
lips  to  speak,  but  suddenly  leapt  back. 

"  Look  out!"  he  cried,  and  had  barel}" 
time  to  point  over  Cornish's  shoulder. 

Cornish  swung  round  on  his  heel.  He 
belonged  to  a  school  and  generation 
which,  with  all  its  faults,  has,  at  all  events, 
the  redeeming  quality  of  courage.  He 
had  long  learnt  to  say  the  right  thing, 
which  effectually  teaches  men  to  do  the 
right  thing  also.  He  saw^  some  one  run- 
ning towards  him,  noiselessly,  in  rubber 
shoes.  He  had  no  time  to  think,  and 
scarce  a  moment  in  which  to  act,  for  the 
man  was  but  two  steps  away  with  an  up- 
raised arm,  and  in  the  lamp-light  there 
flashed  the  gleam  of  steel. 

Cornish  concentrated  his  attention  on 
the  upraised  arm,  seizing  it  witli  both 
hands  and  actually  swinging  his  assail- 
ant off  his  legs.  He  knew  in  an  instant 
who  it  was,  without  needing  to  recognize 
the  smell  of  Malgamite.  This  was  Otto 
von  Holzen,  who  had  not  hesitated  to  state 
his  opinion — that  it  is  often  worth  a  man's 
while  to  kill  another. 


While  his  feet  were  still  off  the  ground 
Cornish  let  him  go,  and  he  staggered  away 
into  the  darkness  of  the  trees.  Cornish, 
who  was  lithe  and  quick,  rather  than  of 
great  physical  force,  recovered  his  balance 
in  a  moment,  and  turned  to  face  the  trees. 
He  knew  that  Von  Holzen  would  come 
back.  He  distinctly  hoped  that  he  would. 
For  man  is  essentially  the  first  of  the 
"game  "  animals,  and  beneath  fine  clothes 
there  nearly  always  beats  a  heart  ready, 
quite  suddenly,  to  snatch  the  fearful  joy 
of  battle. 

Von  Holzen  did  not  disappoint  him, 
but  came  flying  on  silent  feet,  like  some 
beast  of  prey,  from  the  darkness.  Cornish 
had  played  half-back  for  his  school  not 
so  many  years  before.  He  collared  Von 
Holzen  low,  and  let  him  go,  with  a  cruel 
skill,  heavily  on  his  head  and  shoulder. 
Not  a  word  had  been  spoken,  and,  in  the 
stillness  of  the  summer  night,  each  could 
hear  the  other  breathing. 

Roden  stood  quite  still.  He  could  scarce- 
ly distinguish  the  antagonists.  His  own 
breath  came  whistliijg  thi'ough  his  teeth. 
His  white  face  was  ghastly  and  tw^itching. 
His  sleepy  eyes  were  awake  now%  and  star- 
ing. 

Each  charge  had  left  Coi-nish  nearer  to 
the  canal.  He  was  standing  now  quite 
at  the  edge.  He  could  smell,  but  he  could 
not  see  the  w\ifer,  and  dared  not  turn  his 
head  to  look.  There  is  no  railing  here,  as 
there  is  nearer  the  town. 

In  a  moment  Von  Holzen  was  on  his 
feet  again.  In  the  dark,  mere  inches  are 
much  equalized  betw^een  men — but  Von 
Holzen  had  a  knife.  Coi'nish,  who  held 
nothing  in  his  hands,  knew  that  he  was  at 
a  fatal  disadvantage. 

Again  Von  Holzen  ran  at  him  with  his 
arm  outstretched  for  a  swinging  stab. 
Cornish,  in  a  flash  of  thought,  recognized 
that  he  could  not  meet  this.  He  stepped 
neatly  aside.  Von  Holzen  attempted  to 
stop — stumbled — half-recovei'ed  himself, 
and  fell  headlong  into  the  canal. 

In  a  moment  Cornish  and  Roden  were 
at  the  edge,  peering  into  the  darkness. 
Cornish  gave  a  breathless  laugh. 

"We  shall  have  to  fish  him  out,"  he 
said. 

And  he  knelt  down.  I'eady  to  give  a 
hand  to  Von  Holzen.  But  the  watei", 
smooth  again  now,  was  not  stirred  by  so 
much  as  a  i'ip])le. 

"Suppose  he  can  swim?"  muttered  Ro- 
den, uneasily. 


412  HARPER'S    NEW    MONTHLY    MAGAZINE. 

"I  cannot  very  well  refuse  to  go,  since  na{)  in  his  little  glass  box,  spread  out  his 

tho  lellow  asks  nie,'"said  Roden.  grandly,  hands  with  a  gesture  of  surprise. 

]  [(>    might    as     well    havci   displayed    his  "The  season   is  over,"  he  said.      "We 

gi-andcMir  to  a  statue.      If  love    is  blind,  are  empty.      Why  you  come  to  the  Hague 

self-love    is   surely    half-witted    as    w(dl;  now?" 

for  it  never  sees  nor  understands  that  the  Even   the   sentries   at    the    end    of    the 

world  is  fooling  it.     Roden  faihid  to  heed  Korte  Vorhout  wore  a  holiday  air  of  lax- 

the  siguilicant  fact  that  Von  Ilolzen  did  ness  and  swung   their   rifles  idly.      Cor- 

not  even   ask   him  what  line  of  conduct  nish  noticed  that  only  half  of  the  lamps 

he  intended  to  follow  with  regard  to  Cor-  were  lighted. 

nish,  nor  seek   in   his  autocratic   way  to  The   banks   of   the    Queen's  Canal   are 

instruct    him    on    that  point,  but   turned  heavily  shaded    by  trees,  which,  indeed, 

instead    to    other    matters,    and  did    not  throw  out  their  branches  to  meet   above 

again  refer  to  Cornish  or  the  letter  he  had  the  weed  sown  water.      There  is  a  broad 

written.  thoroughfare  on  either  side  of  the  canal. 

So  the  day  wore  on  while  Cornish  im-  though  little  traffic  passes  that  way. 
])atiently  walked  the  deck  of  the  steamer,  These  are  two  of  the  many  streets  of  the 
ploughing  its  way  across  the  North  Sea,  Hague  which  seem  to  speak  of  a  bygone 
through  showers  and  thunder-storms  and  day,  when  Holland  played  a  greater  part 
those  gray  squalls  that  flit  to  and  fro  on  in  the  w-orld's  history  than  she  does  at 
the  German  Ocean.  And  some  tons  of  present,  for  the  houses  are  bigger  than 
Malgamite  were  made,  while  a  manufac-  the  occupants  must  need,  and  the  streets 
tu)'er  or  two  of  the  grim  product  laid  are  too  wide  for  the  traffic  ]Ktssing  through 
aside  his  tools  forever,  while  the  money  them.  In  the  middle,  the  canal— a  gloomy 
llowed  in,  and  Otto  von  Holzen  thought  corridor  beneath  the  trees — creeps  noise- 
out  his  deep  silent  plans  over  his  vats  lessly  towards  the  sea. 
and  tanks  and  crucibles.  And  all  the  Cornish  was  before  the  a])pointed  hour, 
while  those  who  write  in  the  book  of  and  walked  leisurely  by  the  pathway  be- 
fate  had  penned  the  last  decree.  tween  the  trees  and  the  canal.      Soon  the 

Cornisii     arrived     i)unctually     at     the  houses  were  left  behind,  and   he   passed 

Hague.      He  di'ovt^  to  the  hotel  where  he  the    great    open    space   called   the    Malie 

was  known,  where,  indeed,  he  had  never  Veld.      He  had  met  no  one  since  leaving 

relinquished  his  room.     There  was  no  let-  the  guard-house.      It  was  a   dark  night. 

t(>r  for  him— no  message  from  Percy  Ro-  with  no  moon,  but  the  stars  were  peeping 

den.      Ihit  Von  Holzen  had  unobtrusively  through  tlie  riven  clouds, 

noted  his  arrival  at  the  station  from  the  "Unless    he    stands    under   a    lamp,  I 

crowded  retreat  of  the  second-class  wait-  shall  not  see   him.""  he  said   to   himself, 

ing-i'oom.  and  lighted  a  cigar  to  indicate  his  where- 

Tii(!  day  had  been  a  very  hot  one,  and  abouts  to  Roden,  should  he  elect  to  keep 

from  caiuil  and  dike  arose  that  strange  his  a})pointment.      When  he  had  gone  a 

sedgy  odor  whicli  comes  with  the  cool  of  few  paces  farther  he  saw  some  one  coni- 

night  in  all  Holland.      It  is  hardly  dis-  ing    towards    him.       There    was    a    lamp 

agreeable,  and  conveys  no  sense    of    un-  half-way  between    them,  and,  as   he  aj)- 

healthin(>ss.      It  seems  merely  to  be  the  })roached    tlie   light,   Cornish    recognized 

breath  of  still    waters,  and,  in    hot   wea-  Roden.       There    was    no    mistaking    the 

th(U",  suggests  very  ])leasantly  the  relief  long  loose  stride. 

of  Nortiiern  night.      The  Hague  has  two  "I  wonder."  said  Cornish,  "if   this  is 

dominant  smells.      In    winter,  when    the  going  to  be  the  end  of  Roden's  Corner^' 

canals    ar(^    frozen,  the    reek  of    burning  And  he  went  fcu-ward  to  meet  the  finan- 

peat  is  on  the  air.  and  in  the  summer  the  cier. 

odor  of  slow  watei's.      Cornish  knew  them  "I  was   afraid    you    would  not  come."' 

both.      }lo   kn(nv  everything   about    this  he    said,   in    a    voice    that    was     friendly 

Old-World  city,  whert^  the  turning-point  enough:    for  lu^  was  a  man  of  the  world, 

of  his  life  had  been  tlxed.      It  was  desert-  ami  in  that  wlii(di  is  called  Society  (with 

ed  now.      The  great  bosses,  the  theatre —  a    ca])ilal    letter)  had    rubb(Hl    elbows    all 

the  show  places- were  clostnl.      The  Toor-  his   life    with    many    who    had    no    better 

noifeld  was  ein})ty.  reputation    than    Percy  Roden.  and  some 

The    hotel    ])orter.  arouseil    l)y    tlie    ad  who  destu'ved  a  worse, 

vent  of  the  travelhM-  from  an  after  dinner  "  Oil.  I  don"t  niiiul  coming,"  answered 
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Roden,  "because  I  did  not  want  to  keep 
you  waiting  here  in  the  dark.  But  it  is 
no  good,  I  tell  you  that  at  the  outset." 

"  And  nothing  I  can  say  will  alter  your 
decision?" 

"Nothing.  A  man  does  not  get  two 
such  chances  as  this  in  his  lifetime.  I 
am  not  going  to  throw  this  one  away  for 
the  sake  of  a  sentiment." 

"  Sentiment  hardly  describes  the  case," 
said  Cornish,  tlioughtfully.  "Do  you 
mean  to  tell  me  that  you  do  not  care 
about  all  these  deaths — about  these  poor 
devils  of  Malgamiters?" 

And  he  looked  hard  at  his  companion 
beneath  the  lamp. 

"Not  a  d n."  answered  Roden.     "  I 

have  been  poor — you  haven't.  Why,  man, 
I  have  starved  inside  a  good  coat.  You 
don't  know  what  that  means." 

Cornisli  looked  at  him, and  said  nothing. 
There  was  no  mistaking  the  man's  sincer- 
ity— nor  the  manner  in  which  his  voice 
suddenly  broke  when  he  spoke  of  hunger. 

"Then  there  are  only  two  things  left 
for  me  to  do,"  said  Cornish,  after  a  mo- 
ment's reflection.  "Ask  your  sister  to 
marry  me  first,  and  smash  you  up  after- 
wards." 

Roden,  who  was  smoking,  threw  his 
cigarette  away. 

"  You  mean  to  do  both  these  things?" 

"Both." 

Roden  looked  at  him.  He  opened  his 
lips  to  speak,  but  suddenly  leapt  back. 

"  Look  out!"  he  cried,  and  had  barel}^ 
time  to  point  over  Cornish's  shoulder. 

Cornish  swung  round  on  his  heel.  He 
belonged  to  a  school  and  generation 
which,  with  all  its  faults,  has,  at  all  events, 
the  redeeming  quality  of  courage.  He 
had  long  learnt  to  say  the  right  thing, 
which  effectually  teaches  men  to  do  the 
right  thing  also.  He  saw  some  one  run- 
ning towards  him,  noiselessly,  in  rubber 
shoes.  He  had  no  time  to  think,  and 
scarce  a  moment  in  which  to  act,  for  the 
man  was  but  two  steps  away  with  an  up- 
raised arm,  and  in  the  lamp-light  there 
flashed  the  gleam  of  steel. 

Cornish  concentrated  his  attention  on 
the  upraised  arm,  seizing  it  with  both 
hands  and  actually  swinging  his  assail- 
ant off  his  legs.  He  knew  in  an  instant 
who  it  was,  without  needing  to  recognize 
the  smell  of  Malgatnite.  This  was  Otto 
von  Holzen,  who  had  not  hesitated  to  state 
his  opinion — that  it  is  often  worth  a  man's 
while  to  kill  another. 


While  his  feet  were  still  off  the  ground 
Cornish  let  him  go,  and  he  staggered  away 
into  the  darkness  of  the  trees.  Cornish, 
who  was  lithe  and  quick,  rather  than  of 
great  physical  force,  recovered  his  balance 
in  a  moment,  and  turned  to  face  the  trees. 
He  knew  that  Von  Holzen  would  come 
back.  He  distinctly  hoped  that  he  would. 
For  man  is  essentially  the  first  of  the 
"  game  "  animals,  and  beneath  fine  clothes 
there  nearly  always  beats  a  heart  ready, 
quite  suddenly,  to  snatch  the  fearful  joy 
of  battle. 

Von  Holzen  did  not  disappoint  him, 
but  came  flying  on  silent  feet,  like  some 
beast  of  prey,  from  the  darkness.  Cornish 
had  played  half-back  for  his  school  not 
so  many  years  before.  He  collared  Von 
Holzen  low,  and  let  him  go,  with  a  cruel 
skill,  heavily  on  his  head  and  shoulder. 
Not  a  word  had  been  spoken,  and,  in  the 
stillness  of  the  summer  night,  each  could 
hear  the  other  breathing. 

Roden  stood  quite  still.  He  could  scarce- 
ly distinguish  the  antagonists.  His  own 
breath  came  whistling  through  his  teeth. 
His  white  face  was  ghastly  and  twitching. 
His  sleepy  eyes  were  awake  now,  and  star- 
ing. 

Each  charge  had  left  Cornish  neai'er  to 
the  canal.  He  was  standing  now  quite 
at  the  edge.  He  could  smell,  but  he  could 
not  see  the  water,  and  dared  not  turn  his 
head  to  look.  There  is  no  railing  here,  as 
there  is  nearer  the  town. 

In  a  moment  Von  Holzen  was  on  his 
feet  again.  In  the  dark,  mere  inches  are 
much  equalized  between  men — but  Von 
Holzen  had  a  knife.  Cornish,  who  held 
nothing  in  his  hands,  knew  that  he  was  at 
a  fatal  disadvantage. 

Again  Von  Holzen  ran  at  him  with  his 
arm  outstretched  for  a  swinging  stab. 
Cornish,  in  a  flash  of  thought,  recognized 
that  he  could  not  meet  this.  He  ste})i)ed 
neatly  aside.  Von  Holzen  attempted  to 
stop — stumbled — half-recovei-ed  himself, 
and  fell  headlong  into  the  canal. 

In  a  moment  Cornish  and  Roden  were 
at  the  edge,  peering  into  the  darkness. 
Cornish  gave  a  bi-eathless  laugh. 

''  We  shall  have  to  flsh  him  out,"  he 
said. 

And  he  knelt  down,  ready  to  give  a 
hand  to  Von  Holzen.  But  the  watei", 
smooth  again  now,  was  not  stirred  by  so 
much  as  a  ripple. 

"Suppose  he  can  swim?"  muttered  Ro- 
den, uneasily. 
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And  tlioy  wailed  in  a  breathless  silence.  Haf^ue.      It  seemed  hours  before  lie  came 

There   was  something*  liorrifyiiig  in    the  back.      A    carriag-e    rattled    past    Cornish 

single  splash  and  then  tlie  stillness.  while  he  waited  there,  and  two  f(K)t-pas- 

'•Gadl''  whispered  Cornish.      ''Where  sengei-s  paused  for  a   moment  lu  look  at 

is  lie?"  him  with  some  suspicion. 

Roden  struck  a  match,  and  held  it  in-  At  last  Roden  ivturned.  accompanied  by 

side  his  liat  .so  as  to  form  a  sort  of  Ian-  a  police  otlicial — a  phlegmatic  Dutchman 

teiMi,  though    the   air    was    still    enough,  who  listened  to  the  >t(»ry  in   silence.      He 

Cornish  did  the  same,  and  they  held  the  shook   his  head  at   Cornisirs  suggestion, 

lights  out  over  the   water,  tlirowing-  the  made   in    halting    Dutcli     mingled    with 

feeble  rays  riglit  across  the  canal.  German,   that    Von     Holzen    liad     swum 

"lie    cannot    1kiv(^    swum    away."    he  away  in  the  darkness, 

said.  "  Xo."  said  the  otficer:    "  I  know  these 

"Von  llolzen,"  he  cried  out,  cautious-  canals— and  this  above  all  others.  They 
Iv,  after  another  pause.  "'  Von  Holzen  will  tind  him.  planted  in  the  mud  at  the 
where  ai'e  youT'  bottom,  head  downwai-d  like  a  tulip.     The 

But  there  was  no  answer.  head  goes  in  ami  the  hands  ai'e  ])owerless. 

The  surface  of  the  canal  was  quite  still  for  they  only  grasp  soft  mud  like  a  fi-esli 

and  glassy   in  those  pai'ts  that  were  not  junket."      He  drew  his  shoi't  sword  from 

covered   by  the   close -lying  duck -weed,  its  sheath  and  scratclied  a  deep  mark  in 

The    water  crei)t  stealthily,  slimily,  tow-  the  gravel.      Then  he  turned  to  the  near- 

ards  the  sea.  est  tree  and   made  a  notch    on  the    bai'k 

Tlie    two    men    lield    their   breath    and  with  the  blade.      '■  There  is  nothing  to  be 

waited.       Cornish    was    kneeling    at    the  done    to-night.""  he  said.  ])iiilosophically. 

edge  of  the  water,  peering  (>v(M'.  "There  are  men  engaged  in  dredging  the 

"  Wliere  is  lie?''  he  rei)ealed.      "Gad!  canal.      I  will  set  them  to  work  at  dawn 

Roden,  where  is  he?"  before  the  world    is    astir.      In  the  mean 

And  Roden,  in  a  hoarse  voice.  answ«u'-  time"— he  paused  to  return  his  sword  to 

ed  at  length,  "lie  is   in   the  mud  at  the  its  scabbard — '"in  the  mean  time  I  must 

bottom— head  downwards."  have    the    names  and    residence   of  these 

gentlemen.      It  is  not  for  me  to  believe  or 

CHAiMKK  xxxT.  disbelieve  their  story."" 

"  Can   viui   ao  home  alone?     Are  vou 

all  riuht  now.'     Cornish  asked   Roden.  as 

i;i,omn.o  s'Moiir  et  Dieu  le  mene.  ^^^    walked    away  with    him    towards  the 

The  two  men  on  tlu^  edge  of  tlie  canal  Villa  des  Dunes, 
w^aited  and  listened  again.  It  seemed  "  Yes.  I  can  go  home  alone.""  he  an- 
still  possible  that  Von  Holzen  liad  swum  swered.  and  waiked  on  by  himself,  un- 
away  in  the  darkness  -had  i)erliaps  land-  steadily.  Cornish  watched  him.  and.  he- 
ed safelv  and  unpfM'coived  <^n  the  other  fore  he  had  gone  twenty  yards.  Roden 
side.  stopped. 

"This."'  said  Cornish    at    length,  "is  a  "  Coi'iiish  :""  he  sluuUed. 

])olice  att'air.      Will  you   wait  here  while  "Yes."      And     they     walked     towards 

1  go  and  b^tch  tluMnT"  each  other. 

i)Ut  Roden  made  no  answer,  and  in  the  "  I  did  not  kmnv  that  Von  Holzen  was 

sudden    sihuice    Cornish    heard    the    eerie  there.      You  will  believe  lliat  .'"" 

sound  of  chattering  teeth.      Percy  Roden  "Yes.   1    will    bt\ieve    that.""    answered 

had    morally    collapsed.      His    mind    had  Cornish. 

long   l)een    at    a   great    tension,    and    this  And    they  ]>arted  a  second  time.      Cor- 
shock  had  unstrung  him.      Cornish  seized  uisli     walked    slowly   bade   to    the    hotel, 
him  bv  the  arm,  aiul   held  him    while  he  He  limped  a  little,  for  Von  Holzen  had  in 
shook  like  a  h^if  and  sway.-d  heavily.  the  sti'ugole  kicked  him  on  theankle.     He 
"  Coim\  man. ■■  said    Cornish,  kindly   -  suddenly    felt    very    tired,    but    was    not 
"  come,  pull  yourself  t(^getlier.""  shaken.      On    tlu^    contrary,    he    felt    re- 
He  held  him  steadily  and  i)atiently  un-  lieved.  as  if  that   which    he    had  been    at- 
til  the  shaking  ceased.  tempting  >o  long  had  been  suddenly  taken 
"  I'll    go.""  said    R.ulen   at    length.       "  I  from    his    hands  ami    consummat(Hl  by  a 
('oiildn"t  stay  here  alone. ""  higher  jiower  with  whom    all  responsibil- 
And    he   staggered    away    towards    the  ity  rested.      He  went    to    bed   with  a  me- 
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chanical  cleliberiition,aii(l  sle])i  instantly. 
The  daylig-lit  was  streaming-  into  tlie  win 
dow  when  he  awoke.  No  one  sleeps  vei-y 
heavily  at  the  Hag-ue— no  one  knows  why 
— and  Cornish  awoke  with  all  his  senses 
about  him  at  the  opening  of  his  bedroom 
door.  Roden  hnd  come  in  and  was  stand- 
ing by  the  bedside.  His  eyes  had  a  sleep- 
less look.  He  looked,  indeed,  as  if  he  had 
been  up  all  night  and  had  just  had  a  bath, 
'*  I  say,"  he  said,  in  his  hollow  voice — 
"I  say,  g-et  up.  They  have  found  him  — 
and  we  are  wanted.  We  have  to  go  and 
identify  him — and  all  that." 


Wliile  Cornish  was  di-essing,  Roden 
snt  heavily  down  on  a  chair  near  the 
window. 

"Hope  you'll  stick  by  me,"  he  said, 
and  pausing,  stretched  out  his  hand  to 
the  washing-stand  to  pour  himself  out  a 
glass  of  water— "I  ho])e  you'll  stick  by 
me.  I'm  so  confoundedly  shaky.  Don't 
know  what  it  is— look  at  my  hand."  He 
held  out  his  hand,  which  sli</ok  like  a 
drunkai'd's. 

''Tiiat  is  only  nerves,"  said  Cornish, 
who  was  ever  optimistic  and  cheerful. 
He  was  too  .wise  to  weigh  carefully  his 
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/e;is()iis  for  loolcin*^-  at    tlio    l>e.st   side    of  "  I   liave  novrr   been    in   llie  (.lra\vin<r- 

events.       "  Tliat    is    iioLliin<;\      ^'ou   have  room  at  llie  \'illa  des  Dmu-s  exee]>l  once 

not  slept,  i  expect."  by    lani})  -  light. "   said    Cornish,   indili'er- 

"No;  I've  been  tliinking.      T  say,  Cov-  ently. 

nisli— ycni  must  stick  ])y  me — 1  liave  l)een  Koden  turned  and  looked  at  him.  Avilli 

thinkin<i-.      What    am    I   to    do    with  the  eyes  slill  dull  with  feai-.      "And  anionfr 

AFal  nam  iters?    Icannot  manage  tln^levils  the  letters  was  the  one  you  wrote  to  me. 

as  A^on  llolzen  did.      I'm— Fm  a  bit  afraid  making  the  appointment.      He  must  have 

of  them,  Cornish.''  stolen   it  from   the   pocket    of  my   oliice- 

"  Oil,  that  will  be  all  right.      Why,  we  coat,  which   I    never   wear    while    I    am 

have  Wade,  and  can  send  for  White  if  we  working." 

want  him.      Do  not  worry  yourself  about  Cornish  was  nodding  his  head  slowly, 

that.     What  you  want  is  breakfast.     Have  "  I  see,"  he   said   at   length— "I  see.      It 

you  had  any?"  was  a  pretty  '  cou]).'     To  kill  nie  and  fix 

"No.      I  left  the  bouse  before  Dorothy  the  crime  on  you — and  hang  your" 

was  awake  or  the   sei-vants  wei'c    down.  "Yes."    said     Koden.    with     a    sudden 

She  knows  nothing.     Dorothy  and  I  have  laugh,  which  neither  forgot  to  his  dying 

not  hit  it  oft'  lately."  day. 

Cornish    made    no    answer.       He    was  They  walked  on  in  silence.      For  there 

ringing  the  bell,  and  ordered  coffee  when  are  times  in  nearly  evei-y  man's  life  when 

the  w^aiter  came.      "  Haven't  met  any  in-  events  seem  suddenly  to  outpace  thought, 

cident   in    life    yet,"  he   said,  cheerfully,  and  we  can  only  act  as  seems  best  at  the 

"  that  seemed  to  justify  missing  meals."  moment:  times  when  the  babbler  is  still 

Tlie  incident  that  awaited  them  was  and  the  busybody  at  rest ;  times  when  the 
not,  however,  a  pleasant  one,  though  the  clevei-est  of  us  must  recognize  that  the 
magistrate  in  attendance  afforded  a  cour-  long  and  short  of  it  all  is  that  man  agi- 
teousas.sistancein  the  observance  of  neces-  tates  himself  and  God  leads  him.  At  the 
sary  foriiialities.  Both  men  made  a  de-  corner  of  the  Vyverbei-g  they  parted- 
position  before  him.  Cornish  to  return  to  his  hotel,  Roden  to 

"I   know  something,"  he  said  to  Cor-  go  back  to  the  works.      His  carriage  was 

nisi),  "of  this  Malgamite  business.      We  awaiting   him  in   a    shady  corner  of  the 

have  had  our  eye   u])on  Von  Holzen   for  Binnenhof.      For  Roden  had  his  cari'iage 

some   time  —  if  only   on    account    of   the  now,  and,  like  many  possessing  suddenly 

death-rate  of  the  city."  such     a    vehicle,  spent    much    time    and 

They  breathed  more  freely  when  they  thought  in  getting  his  money's  worth  out 

were   out   in   the    street.      Cornish   made  of  it. 

some     unimportant    remark,    which     the  "  If  you  want  me.  send  for  me.  or  come 

other  did   not  answer.      So   they  walked  to  the  hotel."  were  Cornish's  last  words, 

on  in  silence.     Presently  Cornish  glanced  as   he  shut    the   successful  financier  into 

at  his  companion,  and  was  startled  at  the  his  brougham. 

sight  of  his    face — which   was   gray,  and  At  the  \\o\e\    Cornish  found  ]\Ir.  Wade 

glazed  all   over   with   perspiration,  as  an  and    ^larguerite    lingering    over    a    late 

actor's  face  may  sometim*^s  be  at  the  end  brealcfast. 

of  a  gre<it  act.     Then  he  remembered  that  "You    look."  said    ]\[arguei'ite.  "as    if 

Roden  had  not  spokcui  (ov  a  long  time.  you    bad   been    up   to    something."      She 

"What  is  the  matter^"  he  asiunl.  glanced  at  him   shrewdly,   with   her  liglit 

"  Didn't  you  seer"  gasped  Roden.  laugh.       "Have    you     smashed    Rculen's 

"  See  what.'"  Corner?"  she  askeil.  suddenly. 

"The  things  they  had  laid  on  the  table  "Yes,"  answered   Cornish,  turning  to 

beside   him.      The   things  they   found   in  Mr.  ^Vade.  "  and  if  you  will  come  out  into 

his  hands  and  his  pockets."  the  garden.  I  will  tell  you  how  it  has  been 

"The  knife,  you    mean."  said  Cornish,  done.     Monsieur  Creil  said  that  the  })a])er- 

whose    nerves  wer(^  woi'thy   of  the    bloixl  makers  could  begin  su})])lying  themselves 

that   llowed    in   his  vtMUs.  "  and  some  let-  with    ^lalgamite  at   a   day's   notice.      AVe 

ters.""  must    give    them    that  notice  this    morn- 

"Yes:    the    knife    was    mine.       Every-  ing." 

body  knows  it.      It  is  an  old  dai:ger  that  Mr.  AVade.  who  was  never  hurried  and 

has  always  lain  on  a  table  in  the  draw-  never  late.  ]->aused  at  the  open  window  to 

ing-room  at  the  A'illa  des  Dunes."  light  his  cigar  before  following  Margue- 
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rile.      "  Ah,"  lie  said,  ])laei(lly,  "  then  for-  hands,  willioul  (wpliiinin.u-  her  sudden  ar 

tune  must  have  favored  you,  oi*  something-  rival. 

l)as  liappeued  to  Von  Holzen.'*  "Is   Percy  ]\vvor  .she  ;isked    Cornish. 

Cornisli  knew  that  it  was  useless  to  at-  "Have  you  seen  him  this  morniuu?"' 

tempt   to    conceal    anything    wliatsoever  "  He  is  not  here,  hut  I  pai-ted  from  him 


WHAT    AM    I    TO    DO    Wmi    THE    M  A  I.fl  A  MITKRS  ? 


fi'om  the  discerning  Mai'guerite,  so — in 
the  quiet  garden  of  the  hotel,  where  the 
doves  mui'mur  slee|)ily  on  tlie  tiles  and 
the  hreeze  only  stii-s  the  llowers  and 
shi'uhs  sutliciently  to  disserninate  their 
scents— he  told  father  and  daughtei*  the 
end  of  Roden's  Corner. 

They  were  still  in  the  garden,  an  hour 
later,  writing  letiei's  and  telegrams,  and 
making  ai'rangements  to  meet  this  n(nv 
turn  in  events,  when  Doi'othy  Roden 
came  down  the  iron  st<'i)s  from  tin'  ve- 
I'anda. 

She   hurriinl   towai'ds  them,  and  shook 


a  couple  of  hours  ago  on  the  Vyverherg. 
He  was  going  down  to  tin'  works." 

''Then  he  never  got  there,"  said  Doro- 
thy. ''  T  have  had  nearly  all  the  Malga- 
miters  at  the  Villa  des  Dunes,  'i'liey  are 
in  open  rehellion,  and  if  Pei'cy  li;ul  Ixhmi 
there  they  would  have  killed  him.  'i'hey 
have  heard  a  re])ort  that  Hen*  von  Ifoizen 
is  dead  —  is  it  true?" 

"Yes.      Von  Holzen  is  (lend. " 

"And  they  hroke  into  the  ollice.    They 

got  at   the    books.      They   fouinl    out   tlni 

prolits    that    have    been    made,  and    tliey 

are    perfectly     wild     with     Wwy.       'J'li<'y 
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would  liave  \vi-eck(>cl  tlie  Villa  dos  Dunes,  '"And    clever    women — never."    added 

but     "'  MarjLiuerite — that  s.lii't'\vd  >,eekei'  after  llie 

"  — liUt  they   were   afraid    of   you.  my  last  woi'd. 
d(S'U'/' said  Mr.  Wade,  lilliii^-  in  tli«'  l)laniv  Wliile  tliey  were  still   speaking-.  Peirv 

that  Dorotiiy  left.  Roden    canity   huri'ifcily   down   tlie    steps. 

"Yes,"  she  admitted.  He  was  pale  and  tired,  but  liis  eye  had  a 

''Well   played!"  muttered    Marguerite,  ligdit   of    resolution    in   it.      He    held    liis 

willi  shiniiiu' eves.  head    u[)   and    looked    at    L'oi-ni>h    with    a 

(V)rnish    had    risen,    and    was     folding-  steady  ulance.      It  seemed  that  the  va.L''ue 

away  his  i)a))ei's.  dang-er  whieli  lie  had  anticipated   so  ner- 

'"1    will    g-o    down    to    the    works."   he  vously  had  eome  at  last,  and  that  lie  stood 

said.  lii^e  a  man  in  tlu*  ]»resenee  of  it. 

"  Jjiit  you   eannot  go  there  alone,"  put  "It  is   all   up."  he  said.       ""They  have 

in  Doi-othy.  ({uiekly.  founil    the   hooks:    ihey  have   understood 

"He    will    not    need   to   do    that."  said  them:   and  tliey  ai'e  wreckinir  the  l)lace." 
Mr.  \Va(le.  Ihrowiiifi-  the  (Mid  of  his  cigar  "They  are  (piite  welcome  to  do  that." 

into  the  bushes  and  rising-  heavily  from  said  C\^i"nish. 
liis  cliaii'.  ^Ir.  AYade.wlio  "was  al  ways  l)usinesslike, 

Mai'g-uerit(^  looked  at  her  father  with  a  had    reopened   his   \vi'iiino--case   when    he 

little  upward  j(M'k  of  the  head  and  a  lig-ht  saw    Roden.    and    now   came    forward    to 

in    her  eyes.       it    was   (piite    evident    that  haiul  him  a  written  ]">aj)er. 
she  ai)proved  of  the  old  g-(Mitleman.  "  That  is  a  co})y."  he  said,  "of  the  tele- 

"  He's  a  g-ame  old  thing-,"  she  said,  aside  g-i-am  we  have  sent  to  C'reil.    He  can  come 

to  Dorothy,  while  her  father  collected  his  here  and  select  what  men  he  wants — the 

paj)ers.  st(\idy    ones    and    the    skilled     workmen. 

"  Yourbrotherhas})robably  been  warned  AVith    (^acii     man    we    will    hand    him    a 

in  time,  and  will  not  g-o  n<'ar  the  works."  clieck  in  ti'ust.      The  others  can  take  their 

said  Cornish  to  Dorothy.     ""He  was  more  money— and  g-o." 

than    ])re))ared    for    such    an    etmM'g'iMicy ;  "And    di'ink    themselves    to    death    as 

for  he  told   me   liinis(>lf  that  he  was  half  exp(Hlitiou>ly    as    they    think    tit."   added 

afraid  of  the  men.      He  is  almost  sure  to  Cornish,    the     ])hilaiilln'0})ist  —  the    fasli- 

(•ome  to  me  here — in  fact,  he  ])romised  t(^  ionahle    drawing--room   champion    of   the 

do  so  if  he  wanted  help."  masses. 

Dorothy   looked   at    him,   and   said    no-  "I  g-ot  back  here  through  the  Wood.'' 

thing-.      The    woi'ld    would    be    a   simpler  said    Percy  Roden.  who  was  still   breath- 

dwelling--i)lace  if  those  who.  for  one  rea-  less,  as  if  he  had  been  hurrying'.      "One 

son    or  another,  cannot    say  exactly  what  of  them,  a  Swede,  came  to  warn  me.   They 

they  mean  wouKl  but  keep  silence.  are  looixing-  for  me   in  the  town — a  hun- 

Cornisli    told   her  hui'i'iedly   what    had  di'ed  and  twenty  of  liiem.  and  not  one  who 

ha))pened  twelve   hours  ag-o  on  the  bank  cares  tliat  " — he  })aused.  and  g-ave  a  snap 

of  the  (^)ii(MMi"s  Canal,  and  the  thought  of  of   the   ting-ers  —  "■  for  his  life  or  the  law. 

the  niiss[)ent.  crooked  life  that  had  ended  Roth  rail  way  stations  are  watched,  and  all 

in  the  black  waters  of  that  slug-gish  tide-  tlu^  steamboat  stations  on  the  canals:  they 

way  made  tluMii  all  silent  for  a  while.    Vov  will  kill  me  if  they  catch  me." 
death   is   in    itself  dig-nified.  and  demands  His  <\ves  wavered,  for  lliei'e  is  nothing 

respect  for  all  with  whom  he  has  d(\iling-s.  more  tei'i'il'ying- than  the  avowed  hostility 

Many  attain  the  distinction  of  vice  in  life,  of  a    mass   of  men.  and   no   law  g-i-immer 

while  nioi-e  only  reach  the  nuM'e  medioc-  than  lynch-law.     Yet  beheld  up  his  head 

rity  of   fo(»lishii(\ss ;    ])ut    in   death    all    ai'e  with  a  ou<'er   ])ride   in   his   daugei — some 

('([ually    dignilied.       \\\^    may.  indeed,  as-  t(MU'h  o\'  liiat  subtle  sense  of  ]UM"sonal  dis- 

sunie  that  we  shall,  by  dy iui:-,  at  last  com-  tinction  wliicdi  seems  to  reach  the  lieai't  of 

mand  the  respei't   of  (mtu   our  nt\n-est  re-  \]\o  viciim  of  an  accident,  or  of  a  ])risoner 

lations  and  ileai'(^st  frieuils— for  a  week  or  in  llie  dock, 
two.  until  they  fi^rg-et  us.  ""If  1  had  not  met  that  Swed(^  I  should 

"lie    was    a    clever  man."  ct^mmenled  ha  ve  Li'tuif  on  to  tiie  works,  and  they  would 

Mr.   Wade,    shutting-   up    his  g'old    ])ent'il-  ha ve  ]iuiled  m(Mo  pieces  there."  conliniUHl 

cas(^  and  ])utting-  it    in    tlu-"  ]t(H'ket    of  his  Roden.      '"  I  do  not  know  how  I  am  to  g-(^t 

comfortabl(>  waistcoat.      ""  But  clever  men  away   frc^m    the  Hag-U(\  or  wluu-e    1    shall 

arc  rarely  happy — "  be  safe  in  the  whole  world;  but  the  money 
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is  at  Hamburg"  and  Antwerp.    The  money  Cornish  and  :^[r.  Wade  proceeded  more 

is  safe  enough."  leisurely    on    their  way;    for  the   banker 

He  g-ave  a   huigh   and   threw  hack  his  Avas  not  of  a  huihl  to  hurry  even  to  a  tire, 

liead.     His  liearers  looked  at  him  in  a  sort  Before  they  had  gone  far  they  ]HM-eeived 

of  wonder,  and   ^Mr.  Wade    alone    under-  another   man    coming   across '  the    dunes 

stood  his  thoughts.      For  the  banker  had  towards  the   Hague.      As  he  approached, 

dealt  with  money-makers  all  his  life,  and  Cornish   recognized    the    man    known    as 

knew  that  to  many  men  money  is  a  god.  Uncle  Ben.      He  was  shamhliuii-  along  on 

and   the  mere  possession   of  it   dearer  to  unsteady  legs,  and  carried  his  earthly  he- 

them  than  life  itself.  longings    in    a    canvas   sack   of  doubtful 

"If    you    stay   here,   in    my    room   up-  cleanliness.       The    recognition    was    ap- 

stairs,"  said  Cornish.  "  I  will  go  ilown  to  parently    mutual;    for   Uncle    Ben    devi- 

tlie  works  now.     Aiul  this  evening  I  will  ated  from  his  path  to  come  and  speak  to 

try  and  g-et  you. away  from  the  Hague —  them, 

and  from  Europe."                                      "  "It's  me.  mister,"  he  said   to  Cornish, 

"And  I  will  go  to  the  Villa  des  Dunes  not  disrespectfully.      •"  And  I  don'i  mind 

again."  added  Dorothy,  '"and  pack  your  tellin"  yer  that  I'm  uuikin"  myself  scarce, 

things."  That  place  is  gettin'  a  hit   too  hot  for  nu\ 

^Marguerite    had    risen    also,    and    was  They're  just  pulling  it  down  and  nuikin' 

moving  towards  the  steps.  a  bontire  of  it.      And  if  you  or  ]\Ir.  Roden 

"Where   are    you   going:"    asked    her  goes    there    they'll   just   take   and   chuck 

father.  yer  on  top  of  it — and  that's  God's  truth.. 

"To  the  Villa  des  Dunes."  she  replied.  They're   a   rough   lot.  some  of  them,  atul 

and  turning  to  Dorothy,  added.  ""I  will  they  don't  distinguish 'tween  you  and  ]\rr. 

take  some  clothes  and  stay  with  you  there  Rotlen  like  as  I  ilo.      Soddim  and  Gonuir- 

until  things  straighten  themselves  out  a  rer.  I  say.     Soddim  and  Ooniorrer !     There 

bit."  won't    be  notliin'  left    of  yer   in    half  an 

"  Wliy  f  hour."      And  he  turned  and  shook  a  dirty 

"  Because    I    cannot   let   you  go  there  tist  towards  the  I'ising  smoke,  which  was 

alone."  all  that  remained  of  the  ]\Ialgamite  works. 

''Why  notf*  asked  Dorothy.  He  hurried  on  a  few  paces,  then  stopped 

''Because — I    am    not    that   sort."  said  and  laid   down    his   bag.      He   ran   back. 

Marguerite,  and  turning,  she  ascended  the  calling  out '"  Mister !"  as   he  neared  Cor- 

irou  steps.  nish  and  Mr.  Wade.      "  I  don't  mind  tell- 
ing yer,"  he  said  to  Cornish,  with  a  liuli- 

ciiAPTKK  XXXII.  crous  precautionary  look  round  the  desert- 
ed dunes,  to  make  sure  that  he  would  not 
be  overheard;  for  he  was  sober,  and  con- 
sequently stujud — ""  I  don't    uiind  telling 

Soon  after  Mr.  Wade  and  Cornish  had  yer — seeing  as  I'm  makin'  myself  scarce, 
quitted  their  carriage,  on  that  which  is  and  for  the  sake  o'  ]\[iss  Kodtui.  who  has 
known  as  the  New  Scheveningen  Road,  always  been  a  good  friend  to  me  —  ;is 
and  were  walking  across  the  dunes  to  the  there's  a  hundred  aiul  twenty  of  'em  look- 
]Malgamite  works,  they  met  a  policeman  iug  for  ^[r.  Roden  at  this  minute,  mean- 
running  towards  them.  in'  to  twist  his  neck;   and  what's  worse, 

"It  is."  he    answered,  breathlessly,  to  there's   others  —  nuui    of    eddicatimi  like 

their  inquiries — ""  it  is  the  English  chem-  myselt' — who  tias  gone  to  the  authorities 

ical    works    on    the    dunes,   which    have  to  get  a  warrant  out  against  him  for  false 

caught  tire.      lam  hurrying  to  the  artil-  pretences,  or  murder,  or  sonunhing.     Anil 

lery  station   to  telegraph  (ov  the  tire-en-  they'll  get  it.  too.  with   the  story  they've^ 

gines;   but  it  will  be  useless.      It  will  all  got  to  tell,  and  them  })0(U'  devils  }>lanted 

be   over  in  half  an   hour— by   this   wind  thick  as  taters  in  the  clieap  corner  o*'  the 

and  after  so  much  dry  weather;   see  the  cemetry.    I've  warjied  yer.  mister."    Uncle 

black  smoke.  Excellencies."  Ben    expectoratetl   with   nuu^li    em})hasis. 

And  the  nuui  {)ointed  towards  a  column  looked  towards  the  ]\[algamite  works  with 
of  smoke,  blown  out  over  the  sand  hills  a  dubious  shake  of  the  head,  and  went  on 
b}' the  strong  wind  characteristic  of  these  his    way.   muttering,    "  Sodilim    and    Go- 
flat  coasts.      Then,  with  a  hurried  saluta-  morrer." 
tion,  he  ran  on.  His   hearers  walked  on  over  the   sand 
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liills  towards  the  smoke,  of  wliich  the 
])ung-eiit  odoi',  slill  faintly  sug-g-estive  of 
.seaHng-wax.  reached  their  nostrils.  At 
the  top  of  a  hig'h  dime,  surmounted  with 
considerable  difficulty,  Mr.  Wade  sto])i)ed. 
Cornish  stood  beside  liim,  and  from  that 
point  of  vantag-e  they  saw  the  last  of  the 
Malg-amite  works.  Amid  the  flames  and 
smoke  the  forms  of  men  flitted  hither  and 
tliither,  adding-  fuel  to  the  (ire. 

"'They  are,  at  all  events,  doing:  the 
business  thoroughly/'  said  the  banker. 
"And  there  is  nothing  to  be  g-ained  by 
our  disturbing  them  at  it  —  and  a  g'ood 
deal  to  be  lost— namely,  our  lives.  There 
is  nothing  heroic  about  me,  Tony.  Let 
us  g'O  back." 

But  Mr.  Wade  returned  to  the  Hague 
alone;  for  Cornish  had  matters  of  impor- 
tance requiring  his  attention.  It  was 
now  doubly  necessary  to  g-et  Roden  safely 
away  from  Holland,  and  with  the  neces- 
sity increased  the  difficulty.  For  Holland 
is  a  small  country,  well  watched,  highly 
civilized.  Cornish  knew  that  it  would  be 
next  to  impossible  for  Roden  to  leave  the 
country  by  rail  or  road.  There  remained, 
therefore,  the  sea.  Cornish  had.  during 
his  sojourn  at  the  humble  '' Swan,"  at 
Scheveningen,  made  certain  friends  there. 
And  it  was  to  the  old  village  under  the 
dunes,  little  known  to  visitors,  and  a  place 
apart  from  the  fashionable  bathing  resort, 
that  he  went  in  his  difficulty.  He  spent 
nearly  the  whole  day  in  these  narrow 
streets  :  indeed,  he  lunched  at  the  "Swan  " 
in  comi)any  of  a  seafaring  gentleman 
clad  in  soft  blue  flannel,  and  addicted  to 
the  media3val  coiffure  still  all'ected  in 
certain  parts  of  Zeeland. 

From  this  quiet  retreat  Cornish  also 
wi'ote  a  note  to  Dorothy  at  the  Villa  des 
Dunes,  informing  her  of  Roden's  new- 
danger,  and  warning  her  lu^t  to  at- 
temi)t  to  communicate  with  her  in-other. 
or  even  send  him  his  baggage.  Li  the 
afternoon  Cornish  made  a  few  ]nirchases. 
Avhich  he  duly  packed  in  a  sailor's  kit- 
bag,  and  at  nightfall  Roden  arrived  on 
foot. 

The  weather  was  equally,  as  it  often  is 
in  August  on  thes(>  coasts:  indeed,  the 
sumtner  seemed  to  havx,^  come  to  an  end 
before  its  time. 

"  Tt  is  raining  like  the  deuce."  said 
Roden.  "and  I  am  wet  tlirough.  though 
I  came  under  the  trees  of  tiie  Oude 
Weg." 

He  spoke  wiih  his  usual  suggestion  o( 


a  grievance,  whieli  made  Cornish  answer 
hini  i-atluM-  curtly. 

'•  We  shall  be  wetter  before  we  get  nn 
board." 

It  was  raining  when  they  quitted  the 
modest  "Swan.'"  and  hurried  through  the 
sparsely  lighted,  winding'-  streets.  Cor- 
nish had  bori-owed  two  oil-skin  coats  and 
caps,  Avhich  at  once  disguised  them  and 
protected  them  from  the  rain.  Any 
passer-by  wotild  have  taiven  them  for  a 
cottple  of  fishermen  g'-oing  about  their 
business.  But  there  were  few  in  the 
streets. 

"  AVhy  are  you  doing  all  this  for  mer" 
asked  Roden. suddenly, 

'■  To  avoid  a  scandal."  replied  Cornish, 
truthfully  enough:  for  he  had  been 
brought  up  in  a  school  where  the  lon- 
gevity of  scandal  is  thoroughly  tinder- 
stood. 

The  wide  stretch  of  sand  was  entirely 
deserted  when  they  emerged  from  the 
narrow  streets  and  gained  the  summit  of 
the  sea-wall.  A  tlninder-storm  was  growl- 
ing in  the  distance,  and  every  moment 
a  flash  of  thin  summer  lightning  shim- 
mered on  the  horizon.  The  wind  was 
strong,  as  it  nearly  always  is  here,  and 
a  shallow  white  surf  stretched  seaward 
across  the  flats.  The  .sea  roared  continti- 
ously,  without  that  rise  and  fall  of  the 
breakers  which  marks  a  dee]>er  coast,  and 
from  the  face  of  the  water  there  arose  a 
filniy  mist— part  foam,  part  ]ihosphores- 
cence. 

As  Roden  and  Cornish  passed  the  little 
lighl-hottse  two  policemen  emerged  from 
the  shadow  of  the  wall  and  watched 
them,  half  suspiciously. 

"  Good-evening."  said  one  of  tliem. 
*' Good -evening."    answered    Cornish, 
mimicl<ing    the   singsong    accent    of    the 
Scheveningen  streets. 

Tliey  Avalked  on  in  silence. 
"Gad:"    ejaculated    Roden,  when    the 
danger  seemed  to  be  past,  and  they  could 
breathe  again. 

Tliey  went  down  a  flight  of  steps  to 
the  beach,  and  stumbled  across  the  soft 
sand  towards  the  sea.  One  or  two  boats 
were  lying  out  in  the  surf — heavy  Dutch 
fishing  -  boats,  known  technically  as 
"  ]nnks."  fiat  -  bottomed,  rotind  -  prowed. 
keelless— heavy  and  ungainly  vessels,  but 
strong  as  wood  and  iron  and  good  work- 
mans])ip  could  make  them.  Some  seemed 
to  be  alloat.  others  btimped  heavily  and 
continuously,   while    a  few    lay   stolidly 
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on   the  ground  with  tlie  waves  breaking 
right  over  tbein  as  over  rocks. 

The  noise  of  the  sea  was  so  great  tliat 
Cornisli  touched  his  companion's  arm  and 
pointed,  witliout  speaking,  to  one  of  the 
vessels  wliere  a  light  twinkled  feebly 
through  the  spray  breaking  over  her.  It 
seemed  to  be  the  only  vessel  preparing  to 
go  to  sea  on  the  liigh  tide,  and,  in  truth, 
the  weather  looked  anything  but  encour- 
aging. 

"  How  are  we  going  to  get  on  boai'd?'' 
shouted  Roden,  amid  the  roar  of  the 
waves. 

"Walk,"  answered  Cornish,  and  he 
led  the  way  into  the  sea.  Hampered  as 
they  were  by  their  heavy  oil-skins,  their 
progress  was  slow,  although  the  water 
barely  reached  their  knees.  The  Three 
Brothers  was  bumping  when  they  reached 
her  and  clambered  on  board  over  the  bluff 
sides,  sticky  with  salt  water  and  tar. 

"She'll  be  afloat  in  ten  minutes,"  said 
a  man  in  oil-skins,  who  helped  them  over 
the  low  bulwarks.  He  spoke  good  Eng- 
lish, and  seemed  to  have  learned  some  of 
the  taciturnity  of  the  seafaring  portion  of 
that  nation  with  their  language;  for  he 
went  aft  to  the  tiller  without  more  words, 
and  took  his  station  there. 

Roden  seated  himself  on  the  rail  and 
looked  back  towards  Scheveningen.  Cor- 
nish stood  beside  him  in  silence.  The 
spray  broke  over  them  continuously,  and 
the  boat  rolled  and  bumped  in  such  a 
manner  that  it  was  impossible  to  stand  or 
even  sit  without  holding  on  to  the  clumsy 
rigging. 

The  lights  of  Scheveningen  were 
stretched  out  in  a  line  before  them;  the 
light-house  winked  a  glaring  eye  that 
seemed  to  stare  over  their  heads  far  out 
to  sea.  The  summer  lightning  showed 
the  sands  to  be  bare  and  deserted.  There 
were  no  unusual  lights  on  the  sea-wall. 
The  Kurhaus  and  the  hotels  were  illumi- 
nated and  gay.  The  shore  took  no  heed  of 
the  sea  to-night. 

"We've  succeeded,"  said  Roden,  curtly  ; 
and  quite  suddenly  he  rolled  over  in  a 
faint  at  Cornish's  feet. 

The  next  morning  Dorothy  received  a 
letter  at  the  Axilla  des  Dunes,  posted  the 
evening  before  by  Cornish  at  Scheven- 
ingen. 

"We  hope  to  get  away  to-night,"  he 
wrote,  "in  the  'pink'  the  T/iree  Bro- 
thers. Our  intention  is  to  knock  about 
the   North   Sea   until  we   find   a    suitable 


vessel — either  a  sailing-ship  trading  be- 
tween Norway  and  Spain  on  its  way 
south,  or  a  steamer  going  direct  from 
Hamburg  to  South  America.  When  I 
have  seen  your  brother  safely  on  board 
one  of  these  vessels,  I  shall  return  in  the 
Three  Brothers  to  Scheveningen.  She  is 
a  small  boat  and  has  a  large  white  patch 
of  new  canvas  at  the  top  of  her  mainsail. 
So  if  you  see  her  coming  in,  or  vvaitino- 
for  the  tide,  you  may  conclude  that  your 
brother  is  in  safety." 

Later  in  the  day  Mr.  Wade  called,  hav- 
ing driven  from  the  Hague  very  comfort- 
ably in  an  open  carriage  with  a  large 
cigar. 

"  The  house,"  he  said,  placidly,  "  is  still 
watched,  but  I  have  no  doubt  that  Tony" 
has  outwitted  them  all.  Creil  arrived 
last  night,  and  seems  a  capable  man.  He 
tells  me  that  half  of  the  Malgamiters  are 
in  jail  at  the  Hague  for  intoxication  and 
uproariousness  last  night.  He  is  select- 
ing those  he  wants,  and  the  rest  he  will 
send  to  their  homes.  So  v\'e  are  balancing 
our  affairs  very  comfortably— and  if  there 
is  anything  I  can  do  for  yon.  Miss  Roden, 
I  am  at  your  command." 

"Oh,  Dorothy  is  all  right,"  said  Mar- 
guerite, rather  hurriedly;  and  when  her 
father  took  his  leave,  she  slipped  her  hand 
within  his  solid  arm  and  walked  Avith 
him  across  the  sand  towards  the  carriage. 

"  Haven't  you  seen,"  she  asked  —  "  you 
old  stupid! — that  Dorothy  is  all  right? 
Tony  is  in  love  with  her." 

"  No,"  replied  the  banker,  rather  hum- 
bly. "No,  my  dear.  I  am  afraid  I  had 
not  noticed  it." 

Marguerite  pressed  his  ai'm,  not  unkind- 
ly. "You  can't  help  it,"  she  explained. 
"You  are  only  a  man,  you  know." 

The  following  days  were  quiet  enough 
at  th'^  Villa  des  Dunes,  and  it  is  in  quiet 
days  that  a  friendship  ripens  best.  The 
two  girls  left  there  scarcely  expected  to 
hear  of  Cornish's  return  for  some  days; 
but  they  fell  into  the  habit  of  walking  tow- 
ards the  sea  whenever  they  went  out-of- 
doors,  and  spent  many  afternoon  hours 
on  the  dunes.  During  these  hours  Dor- 
othy had  many  conlidential  and  hvely 
conversations  with  her  new-found  friend. 
Indeed,  confidence  and  gayety  were  so  be- 
wilderingl^^  mingled  that  Dorothy  did  not 
always  undei'stand  her. 

One  afternoon,  three  days  after  the  de- 
parture of  Percy  Roden,  when  Von  Hol- 
zen   was  buried,  and   tlie  authorities  liad 
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exi)i-os,sed  tlicinselves  content  witli  the 
verdict  that  he  liad  come  accidentally  by 
liis  death,  Marguerite  took  occasion  to- 
cong-ratulate  herself,  and  all  concerned, 
on  the  fact  that  what  she  vag-iiely  called 
''tilings"  were  beginning  to  straighten 
themselves  out. 

"We  are  round  the  corner,"  she  said, 
decisively.  "And  now  })ai)a  and  I  shall 
go  home  again,  and  Miss  Williams  will 
come  back.  Miss  Williams  —  oh.  lorl 
She  is  one  of  those  women  who  have  a 
poker  inside  them  instead  of  a  heart.  You 
know  the  sort,  Dorothy.  They  live  for 
moi-al  appearances  —  presumably  because 
all  other  appearances  have  longed  ceased 
to  live  for  them.  And  pa})a  will  trot  out 
his  young  men — likely  young  men  from 
the  city.  Papa  married  the  bank,  you 
know.  And  he  wants  me  to  marry  an- 
other bank,  and  live  gorgeously  ever  after- 
wards.     Poor  old  dearl" 

"I  think  he  would  rather  you  were 
happy  than  gorgeous,"  said  Dorothy, 
with  a  laugh,  who  had  seen  some  of  the 
honest  banker's  perplexity  with  regai'd  to 
this  most  delicate  financial  atYair. 

"  Periiaps  he  would.  At  all  events,  he 
does  his  best — his  level  best.  He  has  tried 
at  least  fifty  of  these  gentle  swains  since 
I  came  back  from  Dresden — red  hair  and 
a  temper,  black  hair  and  an  excellent 
opinion  of  one's  self,  fair  hair  and  stu- 
pidity. But  they  wouldn't  do  —  they 
wouldn't  do,  Dorothy!" 

Marguerite  paused,  and  made  a  sei-ies 
of  holes  in  the  sand  with  her  walking- 
stick. 

"  There  was  only  one."  she  said,  quiet- 
ly, at  length.  "'  I  su])pose  there  is  al- 
ways—  only  one — for  women,  eh,  Doro- 
thy?" 

"  I  suppose  so,"  answered  Dorotiiy. 
looking  straight  in  fi'ont  of  her. 

Mai-guerite  was  silent  for  a  while. 
looking  out  to  sea  with  a  queer  liitle 
twist  of  the  lips  tiiat  made  her  look  old- 
er— almost  a  woman.  One  could  imagine 
what  she  would  be  like  when  she  wa% 
middle-aged,  or  quiie  old  periiaps. 

'"He  would  have  done,"  she  said. 
"Quite  easily,  hands  down.  He  was  a 
million  times  cleverer  than  the  rest — a 
million  times.  .  .well,  he  was  quite  ditYer- 
eiit,  I  don't  know  how.  But  he  was  pa- 
ternal. He  thought  he  was  much  too  old. 
so  he  didn't  try — " 


She  broke  ott'  witii  a  '.ight  laugh,  and 
her  confidential  manner  was  gone  in  a 
Hash.  She  stuck  her  stick  firmly  into 
the  ground,  and  threw  herself  back  on  the 
soft  sand. 

'■  So  I"  she  cried,  gayly.  '"Vogue  la  ga- 
lere!  It's  all  for  the  "uest.  That  is  the 
right  thing  to  say  Avhen  it  cannot  be  lielp- 
ed  and  it  obviously  isn't  for  the  best. 
But  everybody  says  it.  and  it  is  always 
wise  to  pass  in  with  the  crowd  and  be 
conventional — if  you  swing  for  it." 

She  broke  off  suddenly,  looking  at  her 
companion's  face.  A  few  boats  iiad  been 
leisurely  making  for  the  shoi'e  all  the 
afternoon  before  a  light  wind,  and  Doro- 
thy had  been  watching  them.  They  were 
coming  closer  now. 

""Dorothy,  do  you  see  the  Three  Bro- 
thers?" 

•"That  is  the  Three  BrotJiers." nusweved 
Dorothy,  pointing  with  her  walking-stick. 

For  a  time  they  were  silent,  tintil.  in- 
deed, the  boat  with  the  patched  sail  had 
taken  the  ground  gently,  a  few  yards 
from  the  shore.  A  number  of  men  land- 
ed from  her,  some  of  them  carrying  bas- 
kets of  fish.  One,  walking  apart,  made 
for  the  dunes,  in  the  direction  of  the  New 
Scheveningen  Road. 

""And  that  is  Tony."  said  Marguerite. 
'"  I  should  know  his  walk — if  I  saw  him 
coming-out  of  the  Ark. which,  by-the-way, 
must  have  been  rather  like  the  Three 
BrotJiers  to  look  at.  He  has  taken  your 
brother  safely  away,  and  now  he  is  com- 
ing— to  take  you." 

"'  He  may  remember  that  I  am  Percy's 
sister."  suggested  Dorothy. 

""It  doesn't  matter  whose  sister  you 
are."  was  the  decisive  reply.  "'Nothing 
matters — "  ^Marguerite  rose  slowly,  and 
shook  the  sand  from  her  dress.  "No- 
thing matters  —  except  one  thing,  and 
that  aptiears  to  be  a  matter  of  absolute 
chance." 

She  climbed  slowly  to  the  summit  of 
the  dune  under  which  they  had  been  sit- 
ting, and  there,  pausing,  she  looked  back. 
She  nodded  gayly  down  at  Dorothy.  Then 
suddenly  she  held  out  her  hands  before 
her.  and  Cornish,  looking  up,  sa\v  her 
slim  young  form  poised  against  the  sky 
in  a  mock  attitude  of  benediction. 

"  Bless  you.  my  dears!"  she  cried,  and 
with  a  light  laugh  turned  and  walked 
towards  the  Villa  des  Dunes. 


"  'bless  you,  my  dears!'  she  cried. 


b  IF  THE  QUEEN  HAD  ABDICATED 


DETAILED  reports  were  cii-- 
(Milated  tliroua-liont  Europe 
and  America  in  the  early  ])arl  of 
1807  to  tlie  elVect  that  Queen  Yie- 
toi'ia  would  mark  tlie  completion 
of  tli(^  sixtieth  year  of  her  i-ei.u-n 
by  ste))pin*:'  down  from  th(^  lone- 
liest and  loftiest  seat  ever  occu})ied  by  a 
Avoman.  and  handino-  over  to  Ihm-  eldt>st 
son  the  honors  and  Inirdens  of  tln^  Enii-lish 
crown. 

It  is  said  by  those  in  a  })osilion  to  know 
the  facts  that  th«^  Queen  herself  was  then 
not  only  ready  but  anxiotis  to  renounce 
in  favor  of  the  Ih-ince  of  Wales  tlit^  bur- 
dens of  her  throne.  Tlunv^  ;ire.  in  fact. 
oM'ounds  for  belit^viiiu-  tliat  iht^  (question  o( 
abdication  actually  came  before  the  cabi- 
net in  om^  sha])t^  or  aui^her.  that  a  seri- 
ous ex;i  mi  nat  ion  was  made  into  the  nun-its 
and  dem(M'its  of  llu^  ])ioposal.  and  that. 
as  each  individual  cabinet  minister  was 
sti'enuouslv  oppo^(Hl  to  tiie  iilea  of  the 
Queen's  abdication,  it  wa>  unanimously 
rejected.  Considerations  were  ]>rt^stMit(Hl 
winch  determined  the  g-overnment  !»»  ad- 
vise  her   Majesty  to  remain,  •"as  lonu'  as 


life  shall  last."  Queen  of  Enu'land.  Some 
(^f  these  considerations  are  by  no  means 
so  well  known  as  they  deserve.  Consti- 
tutional in  all  thinu's.  and  es])ecially  in 
regard  to  advice  from  lier  ministers  on 
o-rave  mattei'S  touchinu'  the  welfare  of 
]h-itain.  Queen  Victoria  accoi-dinii'ly  en- 
tei'tnl  the  st^-enth  d(H'ade  of  her  rei,£!n 
with  the  announcement  of  a  resolve  that 
until  her  la>t  sleej)  nothine-  should  ])art 
htu-  from  her  belovtMl  ])tM)))le.  That  re- 
solve was  ctnnmunicated  to  the  nation  in 
a  letter  which  went  sti'aiizht  to  the  hearts 
of  loyal  Ih'itons  all  over  the  world.  No 
kinu"  could  have  written  that  lettei-.  be- 
cause it  is  not  Liiven  to  any  man  to  swee)> 
tlu^  chords  of  feelinu-  with  the  sni-e  hand 
of  a  u'(H>d  atid  loving-  woman. Avhethei"  she 
b(^  tiie  «:reatest  of  queens  or  of  hundjle 
station.  Kinus  may  ajij^eal  to  national 
])i'ide.  to  ambition,  and  to  duty.  Cur 
(j)ueen  can  do  moi-e.  She  can  touch  the 
heart  o\  ix  e-reat  ])eo]de  at  her  will. 

Even  the  letter  in  whicdi  the  Queen 
tohl  her  ]ieo]de  that  she  would  continue 
to  fullil  h(M'  duties  '"as  lono-  as  life  shall 
last  ■■  did  not  tinallv  o-et  rid  of  the  I'umor 
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of  abdication.  Specific  statements  con- 
tinne  to  be  made  in  responsible  quarters 
that  the  abdication  was  about  to  take 
place,  that  the  coronation  robes  of  King- 
Edward  VII.  were  being  made,  partly  in 
Paris  and  partly  in  London,  and  that  the 
details  for  inaug-u rating-  tiie  new  I'eign 
were  actually  worked  out.  Tiiero  is  not 
a  word  of  trutli  in  those  reports.  The 
Queen  will  not  abdicate.  The  Prince  of 
AVales  remains  a  subject  during'  the  life 
of  his  mother.  Any  one  who  considers 
the  problem  as  it  presented  itself  to  the 
British  cabinet  could  see  for  himself  some 
of  the  graver  reasons  for  this  decision. 

In  the  first  place,  both  historical  i)rece- 
dents  and  constitutional  convenience  are 
against  abdication.  In  England  no  mon- 
arch can  abdicate  without  consent  of  Par- 
liament. In  Great  Britain  there  has  been 
no  case  of  voluntary  abdication.  Edward 
II.  and  James  II.  were  forcibly  driven 
from  the  throne   for  the  best  of  reasons, 


untary  al)dication  of  a  reigning  sover- 
eign. 

Of  these  foreign  pi-ecedents  there  are 
just  half  a  dozen.  In  79  B.C.  Sulla  ab- 
dicated the  dictatorship  of  Rome.  In  305 
A.D.  Diocletian  abdicated  the  impei'ial 
throne.  In  loaS  Charles  V.  of  Spain  ab- 
dicated. Then  there  are  the  abdicjitions 
of  Christina  of  Sweden  in  1C54,  Philip  V. 
of  Spain  in  1724,  and  Louis  Bonai)arte  of 
Holland  in  1810.  Not  one  of  them  throw^s 
any  light  on  the  case  of  Queen  Victoria, 
or  presents  a  parallel  to  the  situation  that 
is  worth  serious  consideration. 

If  historic  precedents  refused  to  throw 
light  on  the  subject,  ministers  were  be- 
leaguered with  constitutional  difficulties 
of  a  kind  almost  insux:>ei'able,  preventing 
thetn,  even  liad  they  been  willing,  from 
tendei'lng  to  their  sovereign  advice  that 
she  should  renounce  her  throne.  It  seems 
ungracious  and  almost  sordid  to  refer  to 
mere  pecuniary  obstacles,  but  undoiibted- 
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and  John  Balliol,just  six  hundred  years 
ago,  was  forced  by  Edwai'd  I.  to  abdicate 
the  throne  of  Scotland.  The  British  cabi- 
net, therefore,  was  obliged  to  resort  to 
foreign,  and  for  the  most  part  to  ancient, 
histoi'y  to  obtain  precedents  for  the  vol- 


ly  the  settlement  of  a  new  civil  list  in 
the  Queen's  lifetime  would  raise  Parlia- 
mentary questions  on  grave  constitution- 
al points  of  the  niost  delicate  nature, 
which  no  minister  would  raise  if  he  could 
help  it.      The  settlement  of  the  civil  list 
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the  (^hieen    ceases   to   reiLzn,   hut  does    not  Duties    raynienis    and    Revenues    lierehy 

cease   to   live,  is    in)t   ])rovided    foi'    in    any  surrendered  hy  lU-v  Majesty." 

of  the  acts  of  Parliament    i-elatin,u-  to  tlu^  The  meaninu-  o(  tlii-  clause  is  tliat.  ns- 

crown,  its   succession,  or   tli(^   adnnnislra-  suiniiii:-    foi-    the    moment    that    the    same 

tion   of  the  crown    lands   which    wei'c  sur-  condilion>    would    iioid   ^ood   on    the   sov- 

I'endered  at    the   time   of    the  (j)u(hmi's   ac-  ereiun's   ahdicaiion    as   (Ui    tlie   dennse   of 

cession.      Eurt  hermore.  ])r()vision    foi-  the  the  crown  fr*)m  nalui'al  causes,  tlie  Piince 

dignity  of  tin'    new  sovereign    on  the   de-  of  Wales  for  six  months  would  be  free  to 

nds(^  of  the   crown    from   whatever   cause  exercise   an    o})lion    to   i-esume   possession 

must   he   the    suh.ject    of   a    new    ari-anu'e-  of  the  ln-n^dilai-y  revenues  of  the  ci-own. 

meiit  hetw(MMi  Parliament  and  the  crown,  and     to     make     such     disposition     of     or 

as    the    i)r(^sent    arranucment    is    si)ecially  (diariies  on    them  as  miiiht   seem  good  to 

restricted   to    the    lifetime    of    the   (,)u''(M1.  his  Royal  Hiii-hness.      It  is  notorious  that 

J*ai'liamentai'y    intei'vention    would    have  for    many    years    the   ]ir(n-ision    made   hy 

IxMMi    indisjXMisahle.  sinc(>  liei-  ^lajesty  en-  Parliament   for  the  Pi'ince  of  AVales  and 

joys  m)  ])()wer  of  hypothecation  ovei-  the  his  family  is  mi-erahly  inadequate  to  the 

r(^V(Miues  pi'Ovid(>d   i)y  the   nation    for  luu-  ohliii-atioiis    ])ul)lii-ly     im})osed     on     him. 

dio-nity  and  use.      A\'ith   the  exception  of  I'ractically.   the    moi'e    costly    social    and 

an    annual    sum    of   s.'jOO.lMic    granted    on  ])nl)lic  duties  of  nnmaiTliy  have  devolved 

account   of  the    privy  })urse,  every  dollar  almost   entii-ely   on   the  Pj-ince  of  Wales. 

of   the  crown    I'evenues    is   now  allocated  together  wiili   enormous   charg-es   for  en- 

hy    ParliauuMit    to    its    sp(M'ilic    i)urpose.  ttM-tainment.   hos})itaiiiy.    and     charitahle 

and  canm)t   he  alienattnl    from    that   ])ur-  sul)sci'ii)tions     comi)U  isorily    entailed     on 

pose    for   any    rc^ason    whatsoever    unless  the     leader    of     English     society    by    the 

with     Parliamentary    sanction,     and     (^x-  Queen's    ]iractical     i-etirement     from    the 

])ress(Hl  ii    an  (uiahling  act.  ])uhiic  eye.      Eor  nu)re  than  a  generation 

In   oi'der   to   make  the  foivgoing-   clear  the  I'rince  has   hoi-ne   the  lai-g-er  jiart   of 

]    should    (\\])lain    that    in    1^:)7,  the    year  the    social    ami    ]iecuniary    burdens    that 

of   the   Quetnj's   accession,  a    l)argain    be-  iiatui-ally    fall   on   the  sovereign,  and  has 

tween  the  sovereig-n  and  Parliament  was  sustaineti  them  on  a  modest  Parliamenta- 

madt>  by  which  the  foi-mer  renonncetl  the  ry  grant  of  snuillei'  proportions  than  the 

luM-editary  revtuiues  of  the  crown  enjoyed  income  of  many  Americans  and  Eug-lisli- 

by  her  i-oyal  ))redecessoi-s  in  consideration  iiuMi  of  private  station.      These  thing's  be- 

of  a  civil  list  g-i'anted  during  the  Queen's  ing  so.  it    is   obvious  that   when  the  time 

]ifetim(>    and    occupancy    of    the    throne,  comes  for  the  Pi'ince  of  Wales  to  succeed 

In  ISoT  this  was  an  exc(dlent  bargain  for  the  Queen  (whom  may  (lod  preserve  !>  the 

the   country.      To-ilay.  owing  to   the    fall  minisii'y  in  otlict^  at  the  time  will  be  e(]ui- 

in  values,  the  nation  annually  ])ays  sonn^  tahly    bound    to    take    into    consideration 

^^'iO, 000  mortMo  the  crown  than  it  i-eceives  the   buiden    of   obligations    met    and    dis- 

from  th(>  h(M-editary  rev(Miues  relin(iuish-  charged    by    tlie   Prince  of  Wales  in    the 

ed  by  Ihm-  ^lajesty  in   ls;>7.      The  cabinet  coui-st^  of  his  dilbcult.  prolonged,  and  ]-.a- 

was   thus   confronted    wiih    a    gi'ave    and  trioiic  services  to  his   country.      To  raise 

comph^x  ])rohlem.     If  the  Queen  wtM-e  ad-  this  thoi-ny  Parliamentary  question   dur- 

vised    to  abdicat(\  the   whole   (pu^stion    of  ing   the   lifetime   of   tlu^   Queen    is  ])racti- 

the  crown  lands  would  c(^m(^  up  in  an  in-  cally  out   ol'  the  (Question,  and  no  cabinet 

conveniently  int i-actahit^  form.      l>y  the  1  would    be    likely    to   anticipate    for    itstdf 

and  2  Vict.  cap.  ii.  IS;^;  it  is  expn^ssly  ])ro-  the  comph^x  dillicnllies  inse}iarable  from 

vid(Hl  that  after  the  demise  o\'  the  ci'own  a    resettlement    of    the   civil    list    and    the 

the  Jiciu'difarf/   n'vetnns  snri'i'iidcrrd  /»//  question    o\'   ci-own    lands.      Unless,  liow- 

IJit'  {)i((>t'H   (d'C  i)((i/((hh'  fo  III')'  .s'//C('c.s'.s'()/-.s'  evtM'.  this   matter    wei'C    satisfactorily   sel- 

(c.  ii).       l)y    claus(>    X\'ll.  it    is    enacted  tied,   which    would    i)i-obably     include    a 

''that   this   Act    shall    ctmtinue    in     foi-ce  ]iermanent  arrangement  as  to  the  owner- 

for   six    months    after    tln^    death    o(   Hei-  ship  o(  crown   lands,  no  question    of  the 

most  Excellent  ^Majesty  iwiiom  may  Ooil  abdicatic^n  of  the  Queen    could  enter  the 

preserve),  unless  ilie  heir  or  successor  oi  arena  of  }U'actical  jnditics. 

Her  said  :\Iaieslv  shall  sooner  sinnifv  to  Such    are    siMue    o(  the  ]>ecuniary  and 
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THE    PRINCE    OF    WALES 
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])rt'ilecessors.  w  liose  con- 
liuet  wuuld  c-erlaiii]\' 
iiol  cuniuuMjd  itself  to- 
day even  tu  the  .slanoh- 
esl  sup])(>ctei-s  of  iiioii- 
ai-cliy  ;  if  lie  does  not 
lavish  money  lie  does 
not  }iOvse>s.  lie  i>  >aid  to 
lie  stiuLi'y  :  if  iie  makes 
an  outlay  on  a  cliurcl]  at 
Sandi'inuliam.  or  a  ball 
at  ^larlborouLih  House, 
lie  is  a  s|)(  ndllii'ift. 
I'm  wort  iiy  friendships 
are  atlriliuted  to  him 
wiih  men  up(»n  whom 
he  has  never  set  eyes, 
or  with  whom  he  njay 
])erhaps  haveexchano-ed 
a  casual  word  ;  if  he 
]tlays  a  ^-ame  of  cards, 
lie  is  a  i:-amhhM".  Fierce 
as  is  the  li,<:-ht  that  heats 
u})on  a  throne,  the  cruel 
and  searchiiii:-  illumina- 
tion of  the  Prince's  life 
inllicls  on  him  the  dis- 
al'ilities  and  responsibil- 
ities, while  deiiyin<i-  him 
eitiier  the  ])ower  of  the 
throne  or  the  ])riv!leg'es 
of  a  private  station. 

'J'lie  ]Hihlicity  forced 
on  the  Prince  is  like  the 
linie-liuht  tui-ned  on  a 
[iriiiui  ch))i)i((  ((ssaluta 
when  she  occupi(>s  the 
stau'e.  Si  ill.  it  rarely 
succeeds  in  ex])osini:-  his 
numy  deeds  of  manly 
and  unseltish  <:'oodness, 
involvinu'  no!  merely 
o-enerosily.  but  self-sac- 
i-itiee.  exert  ion.  and  Yvry 
unusual  ability. 
the  Prince  of  Wales  art'ect  the  nation  and  H(U'e   is  an    instance   that   came  within 

the  em))ire.''  my    p<'rsonal    k  iu>\v  iedii'e.       A    few    years 

The  Princt'  of  Wales  is  placinl  by  fate  au'o  an  altempt  was  made  by  cei'lain  ])hi- 
in  the  most  dillicnli  position  of  any  Kn^;'-  lanlhi'opists  to  inlluence  tlie  sovereiu^n  of 
]'\^:]\  subject.  LiiM-lled  incessantly,  con-  a  C/onlinental  nat ion  in  fa voi- of  a  certain 
I  inuously.  and  malii:nant  ly.  silence  i^  ini-  I'lass  of  his  people  who  were  sutVerinu' 
])ose(l  on  liim  i)\-  reasons  of  state.  if  he  from  ill  trtvitnienl.  wiiich  was  not  known 
))ati"oui/.es  the  drama,  for  tiie  neiilect  of  —  si)  it  wasl)e]ieved  to  the  sovereiuMi  in 
which  the  (^)uecn  is  pcrsistentlv  blamctl.  (pu^stion.  Circumstances  so  c()mi)]icated 
the  Pj'ince  is  depicted  as  a  triller.  who  the  matter  ilial  the  mere  study  of  the 
tinds  in  the  society  of  mumniei's  relief  facts,  so  as  lo  L;r;isp  the  situation,  was  no 
from  th(>  teiliuui  of  a  waited  lite;  if  he  mean  test  of  any  man's  abilities.  The 
<mcouraL:'es  our  luitional  sports.  ]\o  is  a  Princt^  sent  for  the  ])ers<ui  concerned  in 
])rotliuat<\   and     is    compared    w.iii     royal      tiie  iieeotiat  ions,  and  listened  at  Huiti  vely — 
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but  without  taking  a  note— to  a  long  state- 
ment bristling"  with  technicalities  and 
side  issues.  Shortly  afterwards  his  Royal 
Highness  again  sent  for  his  informant, 
and  read  to  him  a  lengthy  letter,  of  at 
least  a  dozen  pages,  addressed  to  the  Prin- 
cess of  Wales,  who  happened  at  the  time 
to  be  staying  at  a  court  where  the  sover- 
eign concerned  was  also  a  guest.  This 
letter  was  a  masterly  description  of  the 
whole  situation  without  omitting  one  es- 
sential point  or  including  an  irrelevancy, 
and  was,  in  short,  a  document  that  indi- 
cated an  endowment  of  memory  and  in- 
tellect given  to  few  professional  lawyers 
or  statesmen.  When  the  special  request 
involved  was  granted,  no  one  knew  that 
to  the  Prince  of  Wales  was  due  the  grat- 
itude of  those  he  had  secretly  helped. 
It  may  be  added  that  this  episode  took 
place  at  Homburg,  where  the  Prince  is 
not  generally  believed  to  devote  himself 
to  secret  and  laborious  philanthropy.  The 
incident  is  only  one  of  a  number. 

It  is  therefore  with  no  courtierlike  ex- 
aggeration that  the  Prince  may  be  de- 
scribed as  possessing  a  powerful  intellect, 
developed  by  contact  for  a  generation 
with  the  best  authorities  on  all  subjects, 
not  only  above  the  average  of  profession- 
al men,  but  even  ludicrously  above  the 
standard  of  mental  ability  with  which  his 
Royal  Highness  is  sometimes  credited. 
Probably  many  people  who  know^  the 
facts  refrain  from  proclaiming  the  intel- 
lectual ability  of  the  Prince  of  Wales 
because  they  fear  the  charge  of  syco- 
phancy; others,  because  they  have  failed 
in  society,  or  are  malicious.  Still,  the 
Prince  is  one  of  the  ablest  men  of  his 
time,  as  the  world  will  recognize  when  he 
comes  to  the  throne. 

A  few  years  ago  a  writer  on  social 
questions  publicly  arraigned  the  Prince 
of  Wales  for  not  sacrificing  a  few  racing 
and  theatrical  enjoyments  in  order  to 
supply  the  leisure  for  a  study  of  the  con- 
ditions under  which  the  poor  live. 

Ill  America  (be  said)  the  tone  of  society  is 
hostile  to  idle  lives  and  to  those  who  spaugle 
a  trivial  existence  with  a  net-work  of  aiiiuse- 
irieiit.  lu  England  the  drift  of  public  opinion 
is  not  so  distinctly  opposed  to  a  life  of  appar- 
ent amusement.  The  head  of  society  is  the 
Prince  of  Wales;  where  he  leads  others  follow. 
Day  by  day,  when  in  London,  some  of  his  doings 
are  chronicled  by  the  Court  Newsman, andforni, 
therefore,  a  legitimate  subject  for  respectfnl 
comment.  ...  I  have  before  me  a  list  of  the 
Prince  of  AValcs's  occupations  as  reported  in 
Vol.  XCYII  — No.  579.-61 


the  papers  from  the  1st  of  January  to  the  30th 
of  Sei)tember,  1890.  It  is  for  the  most  part  a 
list  of  the  engagements  of  a  man  of  pleaaitre. 
Everyone  unites  in  lauding  the  Prince  of  Wales 
for  the  admirable  manner  in  which  he  fills  his 
positiou.  He  is  deservedly  popular  with  the 
racing  community.  Twenty-eight  race  meet- 
ings Avere  honored  with  his  Koyal  Highncss's 
presence.  Thirty  times  he  went  to  the  theatre. 
Forty-three  times  he  went  to  dinner  parties, 
banquets,  balls,  garden  parties,  and  concerts. 
Eleven  attendances  at  the  House  of  Lords;  and 
the  official  and  charitable  engagements,  togeth- 
er amounting  to  forty-five  occasions,  practical- 
ly complete  the  record  of  the  public  life  of  the 
Prince  of  Wales  while  in  London  during  the 
year  1890. 

Facts  came  to  the  writer's  knowledge 
which  convinced  him  that  injustice  had 
been  done  to  the  Prince;  that  the  latter 
not  only  knows  a  great  deal  more  of  how 
the  poorer  classes  live  than  many  of  those 
who  cry  him  down,  but  that  his  Royal 
Highness  is  deeply  and  sincerely  pene- 
trated with  earnest  desire  to  help  them, 
and  is  constantly  engaged  in  doing  so. 
Upon  this  the  writer  publicly  withdrew 
what  he  had  written,  and  wrote  to  the 
Prince's  secretary  to  say  what  he  had 
done.  I  cannot  think  that  an  indiscre- 
tion will  be  committed  if  I  venture  to 
record  one  passage  from  the  letter  received 
in  reply : 

He  (the  Prince  of  Wales)  cannot  help  feeling 
that  you  are  a  little  hard  and  unjust  upon  him 
ill  your  book:  he  says  unjust,  because  you 
evidently  wrote  about  him  without  knowing 
his  real  character.  There  are  many  things 
which  he  is  obliged  to  do,  which  the  outside 
world  would  call  i)leasures  and  amusements. 
They  are,  however,  often  anythin<;  but  a  source 
of  amusement  to  him,  though  his  position  de- 
mands that  he  should  every  year  go  through  a 
certain  round  of  social  duties  which  constant- 
ly bore  him  to  death,  lint  while  duly  record- 
ing those  social  '•  pleasures,"  you  pass  over  very 
lightly  all  the  more  serious  occupations  of  his 
life,  and  I  may  mention,  as  a  proof  of  what  he 
does,that  during  the  last  week  of he  open- 
ed or  laid  the  first  stone  of  three  polytechnics, 

and  opened  the at .     I  much  doubt 

whether  many  of  the  Social  Republicans  who 
are  so  fond  of  crying  him  down  would  much 
care  to  do  this. 

This  letter  was  a  moderate  statement 
of  facts  which  are  far  too  lightly  ignored 
b}"  the  majority  of  my  countrymen. 

The  character,  ca})acity.  and  habits  of 
thought  of  the  Prince  of  Wales  are  very 
different  from  what  those  who  know  him 
not  believe  or  affect  to  believe.     When 
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tlie  ri'irice  of  Wiilos  is  Kiii<i(triay  God  Prince  of  Wales,  and  Frenchmen  have 
preserve  lier  M;ijesty  !),  tlie  world  will  find  been  heard,  laui^rliinfrly.  to  in  vite  liis  Royal 
out  the  truth.  J  fc;  is  a  true  Ih-iton  and  a  lli<:hness  to  accept  the  post  of  President 
true  Ji'islnnan,  ))roud  of  his  kinf;dorn  coun-  of  tlie  French  Republic.  Social  if  not 
try.  oiCted  willi  cNti-aordiiiary  tact,  under-  political  rapprociieuient  with  France  by 
standing-  the  many-sidedness  of  his  coun-  the  Court  of  St.  James  may  be  coiitidently 
trynien  as  few  livino-  Ent^dishmen  can  expected  as  one  result  of  the  accession  to 
understand  them.  1  for  one  cannot  (h)ubt  the  throne  of  the  heir-ap])arent.  Good 
that  with  the  accession  of  Edward  VII.  relations  with  the  United  States  would  be 
—  whi(di  would  be  the  most  popuhir  title  a  cardinal  ]ioint  in  his  aims.  His  Royal 
with  which  he  could  ascend  the  throne  Highness  is  known  to  i)e  partial  to  the 
— the  ii'ish  ([Uf'stion  would  enter  ui)on  a  society  of  Americans,  and  to  entertain 
new  i)has('.  Had  the  Prince  of  Wales  very  large  views  as  to  the  future  of  the 
had  his  will,  Dublin  Castle  would  have  English-speaking-  ])eople. 
been  a  I'oyal  resi(l<Mice  thirty  years  ago,  On  the  labor  questions,  which  b**gin  to 
and  Dublin  would  have  seen  a  royal  rive  society  to  its  foundations,  it  is  known 
coui-t  befoi-e  the  breacli  between  the  two  that  the  Prince  holds  liberal  and  ])rogres- 
counti'ies  culminatetl  in  Pai'nellism  and  sive  opinions.  The  hollow  unreality  of  a 
crime.  England  owes  historic  re))aration  ''freedom'"  that  gives  the  )>oor  sweated 
to  Ii-eland  for  the  etfect  of  a  selfish  free  worker  protected  by  no  trade  union  the 
trade  on  a  })urely  agricullui-al  counti'y;  right  to  choose  between  starvation  and 
and  as  King  of  England,  the  l*rince  starvation's  wages,  no  one  knows  bet- 
would  have  inaugurated  a  lU'W  ei-a  of  ter  than  the  l^rince.  He  has  sat  on  the 
sympathy  and  respect  for  li-eland  and  Commission  on  the  Housing  of  the  Poor, 
Irishmen,  which  has  too  long  been  ab-  and.  incognito,  like  Haroun  -  al  -  Rascli- 
sent  from  the  iron  (dad  [idministi'ation  of  id.  has  visited  the  most  squalid  haunts 
rival  political  parlies.  The  Prince  knows  in  London.  He  is  not  ignorant  of  the 
and  undei'stands  the  ])i'actical  value  of  value  to  the  nation  of  trades  unions 
sentiment  in  national  life,  when  ])erforming  their  ])ro])er  functions, 

Trade  would  receive  the  encouragement  and  the  immense  boon  to  workmen  which 

it   sorely   n<M'(ls    if  the    occupant    of   the  the   system  of   collective  bargaining   has 

throne  were  to  resume  participation  in  the  ])roved  to  us.      ()ne  })rominent  trades  un- 

life  of  the  nation.      Art,  music,  literature,  ionist,    ]^lr.    Broadhurst.    was     invited    to 

and    the  di'ama   would   receive   fresh   life,  Sandringham,  and   only    refused    because 

and    we    may    faii'ly    look    forward    to    a  he    lacked    the   evening  garment   usually 

crop  of  new  talent  when  the  sunshine  of  donned  at  country  houses. 

a    living,   sympathetic,  and    active    King  Legitimate  sport   would    find    in   King 

warms  the  soil  in  which  they  grow.    Eliza-  Edward  VII.  the  best  of  friends,  and  all 

bethan     (uieourag(unent     of    Shakespeare  the  more    because   more   serious  subjects 

and  the  dr.ama    had   much  to  do  witli  the  will    occu}\v,  as  they  long  have  occupied, 

lilei'ai-y  gloi'ies  of  her  spacious  days.  the  better  portion  of  his  time. 

in  foreign  policy  no  great  change  need  Since    Lord    (iranvilie  C'l^ussy")  and 

l)e  looked  for.  hut  the  coldness  notorious-  Laurence   Oli}»liant   died   the    1^-ince    has 

ly   e.xisiiiig    between    the    Kaiser    and    his  made    few    intimate    friends.      Thousands 

uncle   the    Prince   of  Wales,  which  is  the  of    acquaintances    are    liis.       Loneliness, 

result   of  the  (lerman  Emperor's  studious  however,  is  his  lot.  as  it  must  he  the  lot  of 

discourtesies  when  a.  guest   of  the  Queen,  all  who  have  greatness  thrust  upon  them, 

simply  and    a('('urat(dy   i-eth^'ts  the  prev-  The  I'rince  of  Wales's  estimate  of   the 

alent   antipalli\-  of   the    Enu'lish   towards  royal  navy  is  sliown  by  the  fact  that  both 

the  German  Emperor.      'J'he  (oMMuan  ten-  his  sons  were  trained  in  the  service.      No 

dencies  of  the  (^)Meeii    are  luilural.      ]\Iar-  belter  discipline  for  a  coming  king  can  be 

ried    io   a    (ierman    she    adored,  her   sym-  conceived    than    the    self-control,    instant 

palhies  are  German.      lUil  they  ha ve  nev-  and    implicit    obedience,  and   cheery   stoi- 

er   biHMi    ])opular.      I    doubt    whether    the  cism  instilled  by  the  traditions  of  the  royal 

Kaiser  hims(df  is  more  (Mierget!C  than  the  navy   into    the   characters   of   bluejackets 

I'i'ince  of  Wales,  while  tlu^  good  judgment  and  i)llicers  alike.     An  interesting  trace  of 

and  bonhomie  of  the  latter  will  make  him  the  Prince's  intimacy  with  the  navy  is  to 

the  most  popular  of  English  kinus.  be  discerned   in  the  general  signal    made 

France     has     the     syni}>athies    of     the  by  Admiral  Sir  Nowell  Salmon,  V.C.,  at 
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tlic  close  of  the  inoiuorablo  review  atSpit- 
liead.  "  I  am  coiinnaiuled  by  tlie  Prince 
of  Wales,"  lie  wrote,  "as  representin«»- the 
Queen,  to  express  his  entire  satisfaction 
with  the  niaonilicent  naval  display  at 
Spithead,  and  the  i)erfect  manner  in  which 
all  the  arraiio-ements  were  carried  out; 
and,  at  his  request.  I  order  f/ic  main-brace 
to  be  spliced/''  It  need  scarcely  be  ex- 
plained that  to  "splice  the  main-brace  "  is 
an  order  to  serve  out  a  <>'lass  of  g'roo-  all 
round.  lMtemp(M'ale  abstainers  were  dread- 
fully sliocked  at  the  idea  of  the  Prince  of 
Wales  encoui'a<>ino-  the  coiisum])tion  of  in- 
t()xi(;atinoljquor,  but  the  IJS.STTollicersand 
men  who  had  been  on  duty  all  day  iono- 
honestly  felt  that  by  six  bells  (11  p.m.) 
the  order  was  timely  and  welcome.  No 
one  can  inuioine  the  "consecrated  per- 
son "  of  the  Kaiser  ordering'  a  tilass  of 
o-rog"  all  round.  The  Prince  of  Wales  is 
very  fond  of  stirring-  tales  of  British  })luck 
and  daring-,  and  is  thoroughly  well  versed 
in  them.  His  i)rid(;  in  them  is  quiet  and 
intense,  and  is  shown  by  the  manner  in 
which  he  surrounds  himself  witli  men  of 
mark  in  the  annals  of  war. 

There  is,  for  exami)Ie,  no  more  frequcuit 
g'uest  at  Sandring'ham,  or  on  board  the 
Osborne  in  the  Cowes  week,  than  Admi- 
ral Sir  Henry  Kepi)el,  whose  i)i'omi)t  and 
manly  courag-e  in  the  China  seas  is  still 
the  talk  of  the  service  wherever  two  or 
three  naval  men  are  g-athered  togethei*. 
General  Sir  Dighton  Prol)yn,V.C.,  is  )U)w 
g-etting-  on  in  years,  but  the  traditions  of 
Probyn  of  Probyn's  Horse  still  linger  in 
the  srtiartest  Indian  cavalry  reginuMits. 
Other  equerries  of  the  Prince  are  no  nuu'e 
carpet  knig-hts.  General  Sir  Arthur  Ellis, 
General  Sir  Stanley  Clarke,  Ca])tain  IIol- 
foi'd,  and  Commaiuler  the  Honorable 
Seymour  Fortescue,  R.N.,  arc  all  of  tliom 
men  of  distinguished  cariMM-s.  and  are  no 
less  notable  for  achieviunenls  in  cam]) 
than  cons])icuous  for  tluMr  discharge  of 
dillicult  duties  at  courl.  Admiral  Sir 
Henry  Ste{)henson  was  for  a  long'  time 
an  equerry  to  the  l^rince.  He  is  now  in 
command  of  the  Channel  Siijuadron.  one' 
of  the  most  dillicult  and  res})onsible  of 
naval  appointments  in  the  world.  ]\v 
kee])ing  in  close  touch  with  soldi(M's  and 
sailoi's  the  Pi-ince  of  Wales  has  ol)tained 
a  thorough  knowledge  of  the  defensive 
forces  of  the  crown,  and  wlien  King-  it 
will  be  found  that  his  knowledg(^  is  v)f  tiie 
greatest  value  to  the  nation. 

Of  late  yeai's  the  nu)re  important  For- 


eig-n  OlHce  papei-s  and  despatches  have 
b(Mui  sent  to  the  Prince  of  Wales  by  com- 
mand of  the  Queen.  A  close  student  of 
contem})oi'ary  history,  and  personally  ac- 
quainted with  all  tiie  ambassadors' and 
chief  colonial  (Governors,  the  Princ(>\s 
knowhulge  of  iinp«M"ial  i)olitics  and  secret 
inlluences  that  govern  (he  world's  hislory 
is  excel  1(h1  by  that  of  no  Englishman. 
His  nund  is  extraordinarily  quick  in  see- 
ing and  seizing-  a  point,  and  it  is  a  (jues- 
tion  witli  those  whose  intimacy  with  all 
three  enabled  them  to  judge  wiiether  the 
Prince  of  Wales,  tli(^  late  Lord  Kaiulolph 
Churchill,  or  (he  Earl  of  l\os(4)ery  i)os- 
sessed  (he  nimblest  inLellcH-t.  One  ex- 
ample of  the  Pi-ince\s  diplomatic  skill 
may  be  mentioned  :  I  refer  to  (he  i-clalions 
(istablislunl  between  (he  'l\ai'  and  (he 
Prince  of  Wah^s.lirst  at  Eivadia  and  after- 
wai'ds  at  St.  Petersburg,  on  the  occasion  of 
the  death  of  Alexander  111.  No  ambas- 
sador could  have  i)laced  the  relations  be- 
tw(»en  the  two  count ri(^s  on  the  footing 
(hat  has  prevailed  wov  siiu'e  the  Tsar 
Nicholas  cauK^  to  the  throne;  and  Eng- 
laiul  will  continue  to  i-eaj)  lli(>  Ix^nelit  of 
them  in  loiig  years  to  come. 

Glancing  at  the  lield  of  activities  in 
which  English  sovereigns  can  advanta- 
g-eously  engage,  there  seems  to  be  no  rea- 
son to  doubt  that  King  Edward  Vll.  will 
})e  not  nuM'ely  })o{)ular  and  i'es[)(M"ted,  but 
belovtHl.  In  dij)loinacy  tlu^  King  will  be 
as  frankly  for  his  own  country  as  the 
Kaiser  or  (lu^  Tsar  for  liis  :  but  since 
(he  j)olicv  of  Ih'itain  is  to  hold  the  seas 
fi'(H>  as  a  wide  coninion  for  all  mankind, 
and  to  exact  from  (iM-ritory  conciuered  or 
lU'quii'cd  nothing-  that  is  not  e(|ually 
shai'cd  wilh  the  United  States  aiul  all  oth- 
er friemlly  ])()wei's.  Ih'itish  I'elations  with 
("oriugn  nations  will  uu(l(M'go  no  change 
un(l(M'  a  new  rt^gii.  Imperial  sympathic^s 
will  b(^  fostered  and  quickiuied  by  a  King 
who  likes,  unchu'staiids,  and  trusts  ilemoc- 
racy.  Art,  letters,  music,  .and  tlie  drama 
may  acquire  fresh  impulses  fi-om  the  lirst 
King-  of  England  who  has  ever  sliow  ii 
hims(df  consi)icuousl y  syin))atlieti('  with 
tlu^  b(>auty  and  i-cWincMuent  of  life.  Tli<' 
Prince  of  AVales  is  one  of  llu^  few  who 
are  really  disturbed  by  tlie  int(M'i'U])tion 
of  music  by  tallv.  The  wants  of  the 
friendh^ss,  tli(>  suffering,  and  the  destitute 
art^  not  likely  to  ho  forgotten  by  the  man 
whost^  single-handed  and  whole-hearted 
ell'orts  have  just  giviMi  (o  the  voluntary 
hospitals  of  l^ondon  a  new  lease  of  life. 


TIIF.    UrTTKRFLV. 

A    liKADlNd    OF    (ii;li:(iS    ••  IWni.LoN." 
H  V     LOU  I  SK    MoKCi  A  N    ^i  L  L. 

I^^LU'rTKinX(r,  sprinuino-. 
I'oisiii^-.  and    lliiiLiinu;- 
Wings  of   black   and    of   hrowii    and   yellow. 

In    sliade   and    gloom. 

In    the   sunsliine   mellow, 

()n    hiossojn    and   bloom, 

Now    here,   now    llieiv, 

On    eai'lh,   in    aii". 
Wildly   lost   in   (Udii'ious   motion, 

(/liang(d"(il    as   ocean  ; 
Drunk    with    the   fi-ig-litful. 
Subtly   delig-htful    spirit    of   life: 

Tjaughiiig"    in    strife 
Of   tiniest  muscdes   with    '/ei)]iyr  and  swirl 

Of   warm   sweet    aii — 
And  the   roses  above  and  l)elow   in   a    whirl 

Of  roses   everywhere. 

Oh,  the    i'ai)ture   of    it    all  ! 

'The    l)ree/.es   under   and    ovei'. 

And   the    honey-reeking   ch)ver. 

And    th(>   bees"  nai'colic   call. 
For  lies   there    some    keen    nei've 

In  II  buttei-lly's    vilu'ant    wing- 
That   thrills    to  everything — 

That  bends  to   the    faintest    swerve 
(  )f   the   outermost    current    of  air 

Flowing   through    untold    space 

To  his    in  linitesimal   place 
That  he    might   rt\joice   in    it    there — 

Steei'i ug   his   cradled    craft 

\)y   \\\(.)   stdfsame   gales   that    waft 
The    mammoth    of   oct'au    harks. 


()h    haj)piest.   happiest    time. 

So    blissful,  so    unseeing', 
r>uoyant    with    pride    of   prime 

And    guileless   joy   of  being. — 
Now    mounting   high    with    the    larks. 

Now    dipping    with    merry    swalkuvs 
Tiirough   eddyinu'    curves   and  hollows 

0(   a   swift    and   blinding-   llight 
That    turns,  aiul   l(\ids.  and    follows 

With    never   an    eiul   in    sight  — 
Till    warm    antenna^    and    wing- 
Tire   o\    sat  is  lied    will. 
Weary   oi   tlasli   and   tling. 

And   the   summit    of   joy  and  power 

The   a}n^x    of  the  hour. 
Is    reached. — and   the    wnul    u'rows   chill.  . 


Is  there  a  prescient  spark 
Even  in   the  frn grant  dark 

Of  a  butterlly's  flower-fnll   soul? 

Where  cease   the   waves  that  roll 
Throuo-li  the  ps3^chical   universe, 

Fi'om   tlie   worm   to  the  niaii    of  lore, 
Tlie  lesson  to  rehearse 

Of  Death  ami   the   Nevermore, 

Of  Life   and   the  Evermore? 

For   now,  behold,  he  sinks 

From   the  high  and  dizzy  brinks 

Of  the  heights  of  atmosphere — 

Swaying'  and  leaning- 

With  a  dazed  and  langniid  fear, 

Trembling',  careening-, 

Tlie  brightness  all   receding, 

And   dimness  intervening. 

And  a  shadow   over  the  sun, — 
No  worth   in   praj^er  or  pleading, 

But  down,  down,  down, 
Till  the  harmless  wing  is  stilled. 
And  the  Law  has  been   fullilled. 


AVIIEN    THE    CLOUDS    FELL    DOWK 

BY    JULIAN    KALPII. 

THE  two  most  unliappy  young  })ers()ns  teen — she    had    })een    a    week   before,  or 

in  London,  one  November  da^-,  were  would  be  a  day  hence, 

hurr^'^ing  toward  happiness  without  know-  "Mr.   Staple  will    be    there   to-night," 

ing  it — toward  united  happiness,  without  she    said,   talking    to    herself,  as    we    do, 

one  suspecting  that  the  otlier  was  on  the  without  speaking.      "If  1  should  marry 

same     hemisphere  ;      toward    joy,   which  him.  I  should   not   have    to    go   to   Aunt 

could  only  be    attained    by  the  quickest,  Ilannairs  in  Australia.      I^y  the  tei-ms  of 

hardest  work,  in   tlie    face   of  great  ditU-  the  will   I  could   live   hei-e;    but  1  would 

culty,  and   by  the   help  of  what  we  call  rather  die  than   marry  him,  and  I  would 

"all  the  chances" — nearly  every  one  of  rather  die  than    go   to  my  aunt's.      Die? 

which  happened  to  be  against  them.  Is  thei-e  anything  else  left  for  mcj'     Was 

Helen    Woolland    was   walking    down  ever  girl  so  miserable?" 

the  street  called  St.  Mary  Abbott's  Ter-  A   little    farther  along   the    street    she 

race,  in  Kensington,  with  her  face  tow-  asked    herself  where    she   was    walking, 

ai'd    Knightsbi'idge.      She    w^as    moving  and  win'.     She  had  believed  that  but  live 

very  slowly,  and  so  nearly  aimlessly,  at  hours  of  liberty  remained  to  her  in  this  life 

first,  that  a  very  little  thing  might  have  — before  the   reading  of  her  father's  will 

turned  her  steps  in  quite  another  direction  made  her   a  captive  to   lier  aunt — that 

—  the  sight  of  a  former  schoolmate  or  ser-  odious  will  whose  contents  she  knew  too 

vant,  for  instance.  well.      "I    must  have   air,"  she  had  said 

This  was  because  her  face  was  swollen  to  Miss  Jollitt  at  the  boarding-school 
and  a  trifle  pur|)le  about  the  eyes  from  where  she  had  ceased  to  be  a  pupil  but  re- 
crying,  and  because  her  brain  felt  numb  niained  as  a  boarder.  "I  must  be  out  in 
and  her  spirit  limp  from  the  intense  and  the  air,  and  I  must  walk  at  least  four  of 
prolonged  excitement  under  which  she  my  last  five  hours."  Miss  Jollitt  had 
had  labored.  You  never  would  have  said,  "  Promise  not  to  do  anything  rash  ; 
guessed  how  pretty  a  girl — she  was  eigh-  to  come  back;   not  to  run   away."     And 
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Ilolcn   liad   i'e])licd,  "  Dear  Miss  .Tollitl,  I  •' I'tl  feel  SDiiie  little  comfort  if  I  |)iiuied 

am  too  cowai'dly  to  kill  myself,  and  tlicre  it   to   my  dress  again,  as  I  did   \\iien   lie 

is   nowhere    to    vuw    to,  so  1    must    come  oave  it  to  me,"  she  tlioucfht :  and  wiih  the 

back."  thoui^ht  she  [)inned  the  little  blue  square 

Nevertheless    she    half    suspected    tiial  to  her  dress  before  her  heai*t. 

the  walk  mio-ht  turn  into  running-  away.  The  weather  was  such  as  could  only  be 

never  to  come  back — as,  indeed,  it  ])roved  enj(\ved  by  the  English.  Avho  love  nature 

in    the    end.       But   whichever    it    should  in    its    every  guise,  and  the  open  air  al- 

be,    she     determined     that,    walking-    or  ways,  no  matter  what   its  quality.      The 

running-  away,  she  would   go   Piccadilly  day  was  of  the  worst  kind  that  comes  in 

way,  just  to  liave  a  last  look  at  the  old     Novembei Lond«^n's  worst  month.      A 

shops,  from  one  to  another  of  which  she  fog  of  the   color  of  weak  chocolate  and 

had  so  often  dawdled  with  Hari'y  Eedyard  milk    hung   before  every  window,  every 

in  the  hai)i)y  days  when  Ihu' heart  swelled  eye.      The  peo])le  within-doors  groped  in 

with  merely  being  by  his  side,  and  when,  smoky  air.  as  if  their  houses  were  afii-e. 

in  its  innermost  recesses,  she  regarded  him  In   the   shops   the    gas-jets,    already   lit. 

as  her  beau,  as  all  the  girls  did,  as  every-  seemed   to  light  only  themselves,  as  dia- 

body  did,  excei)t  Harry  himself.  monds  do.      The  "buses,  carts,  and  people 

And  now  it  was  four  and  a  half  hours  in  the  streets,  at  fifty  feet  away,  wei-e  en- 
from  eight  o'clock,  when  the  reading  of  larged  and  spectral,  like  the  spirits  or  the 
the  will  would  take  place,  and  it  would  shadows  of  them.selves.  exaggerated.  Tlie 
be  declaimed  that,  being  unman-ied,  she  still  air  was  chilly  and  penetrating,  and 
must  acce])t  as  her  guardian  her  uncle  sulphurous.  If  London's  millions  had 
and  aunt,  and  as  her  home  theirs  in  Syd-  been  Amei'icans  newly  arrived,  not  one 
ney.  Mi*.  Staple,  brother  to  her  aunt's  could  have  ke])t  his  teeth  from  chatter- 
first  husband,  and  the  idol  of  the  old  ing,  except  those  who  Avere  bakers  at 
lady's  life,  would  attend  the  reading,  and  work  or  soldiers  swaddled  .and  on  pa- 
would  take  her  and  her  aunt  to  Australia,  rade.  But  the  English  keep  warm  by  ex- 
He  would  press  his  tireless  suit  for  her  ercise.  and  by  the  method  the  Chinese 
hand  during  every  day  of  that  long  voy-  have  of  hea}>ing  on  thick  clothing.  Of 
age.  She  never  would  yield  —  not  slie.  Americans  we  have  none  to  deal  with. 
Yet  the  hateful  jcnirney  would  leave  her  though  Harry  Ledyard  had  arrived  on 
no  better  oil"  at  its  end.  There,  in  Sydney,  that  day  from  New  York, 
the  stiff,  forbidding,  repellent  home  of  As  we  come  to  consider  Mr.  Ledyard 
her  only  i-elative,  Aunt  Hannah,  would  and  ]\Iiss  WooUand  we  shall  gradually 
be  her  living  tomb.  That  cold,  stern,  form  the  o})inion  that  the  clouds  that 
unsympathetic  old  lady  would  once  again  were  di-agged  down  by  their  load  of  soft- 
order  her  young  life  into  the  same  nar-  coal  smoke,  and  were  pi'essing  upon  the 
row,  icy  channels  into  which  she  had  houses,  parks,  and  streets,  were  also  im- 
forced  it  in  London  years  ago,  before  ])risoning  all  the  si)rites  of  the  upper  air. 
kindly  fate  had  sent  her  aunt  to  Austra-  We  shall  begin  soon  to  fancy  that,  as 
lia  and  herself  to  ]Miss  Jollitt's  school.  tliey  could  not  rise  or  escape,  they  turned 

"Oh,"  she    wailed,   almost    aloud,  "in  and  vented  their  spite,  their  mischief,  and 

what  corner  of   tlie  earth  is  Hari'y .'      He  their  benefactions   upon   humankind    ac- 

did  not  care  even  a  little  for  me — and  I  cording  to  their  eltish  natures  rather  than 

love   him    yet.  oh.  so   much!      Is   he    en-  the  deserts  of  their  viclims. 

gaged,  or — married,  or — deadf    Alas!  he  Harry  Ledyard  had  been  a  sheep-raiser 

liad   vanislied    as  she   might  by    a    nuu-e  in  !Mcnitana.  having  gone  into   that  pur- 

s})ring  from  Battersea  Bridge.      And  why  suit  blindly,  as  so  many  young  English- 

sliould  she   not.^      But   in  the  mean   time  men   ]>lunge   into    financial  ruin    in    our 

she  would  once  more  walk  past  the  shops  West. but  with  better  fortune  than  most  of 

in   Knightsbridge  before   wliioh    she  and  tliem.      AVIhmi  he  began  the  work  it  was 

Harry  had  taken    evei-y   one   of   the   few  tlie  fasliion  to  ridicule  "  sheep-men,"  but 

walks  they  had  enjoyed  together,  as  hoy  it  clianced  tiiat  just  then  another  fashion 

and  girl,  six  or  seviui  years  ago.     A  bit  of  came  in  — thai  of  eating  mutton — and  an- 

one  of  his  caps— a  square  of  ])lue  llannel  other— thai  of  exporting  mutton.     At  the 

with  the  cross  of  his  school  worked  on  it  last  he  iiad  found  civilization  cramping  the 

in  silver  thread— was  in  her  purse  at  that  free  ranges,  and  had  come  out  of  Montana 

moment.  with   an   amount   of  wealth   such   as  few 
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in.en  in  the  once  luckier  pursuits  of  raising 
horses  and  steers  had  recently  amassed. 
He  had' landed  onl\^  that  morning",  and, 
stopping  at  the  office  of  his  lawyer,  had 
listened  to  the  gossip  of  a  clerk,  who  told 
him  the  news  that  the  sweetheart  of  his 
boyhood  was  now  rich  in  her  own  right, 
made  so  by  the  death  of  her  father.  "But 
tlie  will  declared,"  said  this  gossip,  ''  that 
her  father's  to\vn  and  country  houses 
were  to  be  rented  for  her  advantage  un- 
less she  was  married  when  the  will  was 
read,  and,  if  she  was  unmarried,  her  aunt 
in  Australia  w^as  to  be  her  guardian  until 
such  time  as  she  should  marry  and  return 
to  England."' 

"Ah,  hum  !"  said  the  clerk.  "  Tliey  say 
that  she  has  vowed  she  will  never  go  to 
her  aunt,  whom  she  detests,  and  as  her 
aunt's  favorite,  young  Mr.  Staple,  was  at 
once  telegraphed  for  and  is  in  love  with 
her,  they  are  probably  married  by  this 
time,  and  she  is  enjoying  life  in  London." 

It  did  not  become  Mr.  Ledyard  to  gos- 
sip with  the  clerk  or  to  repose  confidences 
in  him.  He  was  so  much  troubled  by  w^iat 
he  had  been  told,  however,  that  he  set  out 
to  expend  his  excitement  by  physical  ex- 
ercise, and  so  he  also  was  walking  as  Miss 
Helen  was  doing.  And  he  w^as  w'alking 
toward  her,  bound  for  the  same  row"  of 
shops  in  Knightsbridge  wliicli  had  been  the 
objective  point  of  the  strolls  he  and  she 
had  taken  years  before — the  great  shop- 
ping-stores at  Sloane  Street  for  her  delight, 
the  curio  and  silver  shops  for  the  delecta- 
tion of  both.  Everj^day  since  those  walks 
he  had  treasured  them  in  his  memory,  and 
so,  we  know,  had  she.  But  neither  suspect- 
ed this  of  the  other. 

"Heavens!  how  I  did  love  her — and 
do  I''  he  said  to  himself.  "  But  she  cannot 
have  cared  much  for  me,  or  why  did  she 
leave  my  letter  unanswered?  Wiien  I 
used  to  visit  Aunt  Jollitt,  wiiere  Helen 
went  to  school,  the  plot  which  has  now  cul- 
minated was  being  deliberately  planned. 
It  is  all  plain  to  see  now\  Staple  and  I 
were  botli  frequent  callers  there,  but  the 
field  was  left  to  him,  and  I  was  sent  away 
because  aunt  said  she  had  been  w^arned  by 
Helen's  people  that  if  anything  came  of 
our  acquaintance  it  would  appear  that 
she  had  manipulated  the  match  by  un- 
fair means,  and  her  school  would  lose 
its  place  in  the  good-will  of  its  patrons. 
She  scented  financial  ruin,  and  I  broke 
off  my  visits  and  went  to  America.  Had 
Helen's  father  been  in  London,  instead  of 


living,  God  kiiows  how  or  why,  on  a  hunt- 
ing trip  ten  years  prolonged,  in  Central 
Asia,  I  should  have  gone  to  him  and 
begged  his  sanction  of  a  formal  suit  for 
Helen's  hand.  I  never  dreamed  that  Staple 
w^ould  succeed.  Helen  was  always  cold 
to  him,  and  vowed  she  had  a  repugnance 
for  him.  And  so  now  she  is  his  bride! 
Poor  girl!  she  must  have  been  driven  to 
take  the  step.  And  I,  who  came  hoping 
what  seemed  the  most  reasonable,  as  they 
certainly  were  the  sweetest  hopes,  am 
stunned  and  dazed,  and  my  heart  has 
turned  to  marble." 

He  was  so  completely  oblivious  of  his 
surroundings  that  had  the  woodei\  road- 
way of  Piccadilly  turned  into  a  trail,  and 
the  Albert  Gate  Mansions  before  him  sud- 
denly become  a  Montana  mountain-peak, 
he  w^ould  not  have  been  surprised;  in- 
deed, I  doubt  if  he  would  have  noticed  it. 

The  blind  elf  Hazard  was  guiding  his 
steps  and  hers  toward  the  good  fortune  of 
a  meeting,  but  a  less  amiable  imp,  called 
Misrule,  had  laid  a  finger  on  the  foreheads 
and  lips  of  both  of  them,  as  we  shall  see. 

Ledyard  came  to  the  queer  little  shop 
at  the  point  of  the  wedge  of  buildings 
which  force  themselves  between  a  part  of 
Hyde  Park  and  Piccadilly — a  shop  of  the 
size  of  a  hall  bedroom,  occupied  by  a  deal- 
er in  antique  china  and  glass.  Every- 
body knows  the  place,  with  its  single  lit- 
tle window  always  full  of  constantly 
changing  treasures  in  bric-a-brac.  Here 
the  old-time  strolls  of  Helen  and  Harry 
had  always  ended.  Harry  almost  uncon- 
sciously stO})ped  and  turned  to  face  the 
window,  seeing  nothing  at  fii*st,  but  grad- 
ually realizing  that  this  was  indeed  a 
landmark  in  his  di'eani  of  love.  A  tall, 
slender  young  woman  in  black  was  there 
before  him,  looking  at  an  iniage  of  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Caudle  in  their  porcelain  bed.  at 
a  riveted  Nanking  dish,  a  cracked  bowl 
of  singsong  ware,  and  all  the  rest.  She 
had  seen  all  she  wished,  and  stepped  back 
to  turn  and  walk  away,  but  one  of  her 
heels  fell  with  considerable  force  directly 
upon  one  of  Ledyard's  boots.  Swiftly 
then  she  turned  to  beg  his  pardon.  Her 
words  caught  fast  between  her  lips,  and 
she  looked  again  at  him,  so  searchingly 
that  he  now  stared  at  her.  All  he  saw 
was  a  very  tall  young  blonde,  straight  as 
an  arrow,  and  with  a  strange  blending  of 
girlishness  and  womanliness,  of  departing 
diffidence  and  new  budding  gravity,  in 
her  oval  face,  with  its  skin  that  was  like 
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])<)lislied  ivory  roilectiiio-  the  line  of  ]\<i;\it 
vvd  I'osos.  Ho  (lid  not  afterwai'ds  i'ciikmh- 
]Hiv  toliav(i  iioticed  liow  swollen  were  the 
lids  of  lier  tender  l)lue  eyes. 

"Harry! — Mr. — "  she  exclaimed. 

"Miss! — Mrs.  !— Helen!  is  it  yoiiT'  he 
almost  shouted. 

She  put  out  a  hand,  then  both  hands, 
and  tottered  forward,  falling-  in  a  dead 
swoon  in  his  arjns. 

It  was  more  than  half  an  hour  later —  it 
was  after  half  past  four  o'clock — wlien,  re- 
vived by  the  joint  exertions  of  Harry  and 
Ihe  sliopman,  she  rose  unsteadily  from  the 
chair  in  the  little  shoj)  of  the  curio-dealer, 
and  they  walked  tog-ether,  arm  in  arm,  into 
Hyde  Park.  Strength  came  quickly  with 
tiie  strain  of  her  new  and  joyous  excite- 
ment, and  they  walked  on  and  on  to  Ken- 
sing-ton  Gardens,  and  to  a  bench  under  the 
g-i'cat  trees  in  an  almost  deserted  corner 
of  the  old  royal  park.  Tlie  badge  of  Hen- 
ry's school-days  was  on  her  left  side — the 
side  farthest  from  him — where  the  edge  of 
her  jacket  half  hid  it  so  that  he  had  not 
noticed  it. 

They  had  talked  of  lier  father's  death, 
and  no' ^  he  was  answering  her  eager 
questions  about  himself  and  his  experi- 
ences in  the  American  West.  They  were 
losing  time,  })recious  time,  and  there  was 
not  a  second  to  spare.  But  how  were 
they  to  know  that  ^ 

"Your  aunt  came  to  England.  Is  she 
still  heref 

"Yes;  she  came  to  attend  the  reading 
of  fatlier's  will.  She  was  advised  thai  it 
would  be  necessary." 

"  And  ]\Ir.  Staple.  Was  not  he  the  bro- 
thel'of  hei"  iirst  husbandf" 

"He  is." 

"I  b(\g  j^ardon;  is,  of  course.  Will  he 
live  in  L;;M  Ion.  I  was  going  to  ask:" 

''  Nothir.g  is  yet  settled."  Helen  replied ; 
"but  I  sup])ose  it  will  bo  as  before — half 
the  time  lioi'o.  and  half  liie  lime  with 
aunt." 

"  Helen,  you  liavo  1)o.mi  crying." 

"  I  have  l)oon  very  uniiap])y." 

''Unhappy.'  Good  heavens!  How.'" 
Ihit  he  st()])i)od  himself,  for  he  remem- 
bered he  had  no  I'la-hl  to  ask  a  married 
woman  why  she  was  unhappy,  or  even  to 
hear  why.  if.  as  he  suspected,  her  mar- 
riag-e  made  her  so. 

'"Unha}-)]>y  is  a  weak  word  for  what  I 
have  been  till  this  great  pleasure  of  meet- 
ing so  old  and  precious  a  friend  befell  me. 
And  I  shall  be  as  miserable  ac'ain  to-mor- 


row.     But  let    us  not  talk  of — my  little 
troubles." 

"I  am  dreadfully  sorry,"  said  he. 

There  was  a  pause,  and  the  perver.se 
moments  sped. 

"  May  I  talk  of  my  one  g^reat  trouble.' 
— for  it  has  been  a  great  one.  Helen — for- 
give me  for  calling-  you  so.      I  mean — " 

"Oh,  do  call  me  so!  Don't  deny  nie 
the  least  bit  of  tliis  magical  revival  of  the 
sweet  past."  said  she.  "That  would  be 
cruel  indeed.  I  shall  call  you  Harry 
while  I  live,  if  I  may." 

"  God  bless  you  ! — I  mean.  I  thank  you 
so  much,"  said  he.  "  I  was  going  to  speak 
of  my  single  yet  very  great  trouble.  Why 
have  I  never  heard  from  you  in  all  these 
years?  Why  did  you  let  me  leave  Eng- 
land without  a  wordr" 

"Oh.  how  can  you  ask  that?"  she  ex- 
claimed. "How  could  I  write  to  you,  or 
even  send  you  a  word?" 

"  And  why  not.'" 

The  moments  kept  swellir.g  to  min- 
utes, and  flying  away. 

"After  the  way  you  broke  with  me — 
without  even  a  good-by." 

"I  was  boyish,  foolish ;  I  could  not 
trust  myself  to  snealc  the  word  farewell. 
I  feared  to  do  so  lest  more  than  '  good-by  ' 
might  follow  :  I  was  so  fond  of  you — may 
I  say  that,  now  that  all  is  over?" 

At  these  three  last  words  Helen's  heart 
stopped  beating,  and  she  feared  it  would 
never  beat  again,  at  the  same  time 
dreading-  the  thought  that  perhaps  it 
might  return  to  its  work,  for  whether 
"  all  is  over"  meant  that  he  was  married, 
or  only  that  he  vras  cured  of  his  love  by 
time,  what  did  it  mattei*.  so  long  as  the 
fact  remained? 

"I  do  ni->t  understand  you."  said  she. 
hoping  for  light  upon  his  words. 

"It  was  ;is  I  wrote  you."  said  Ledyard. 
"Aunt  Jollitt  had  been  warned  by  your 
uncle,  or  step-uncle,  that  if  my  visits  had 
any  serious  consequences  it  might  be  said 
tliat  the  dear  old  lady  used  her  school  to 
make  matches  for  her  relatives.  She  for- 
l>ade  my  ever  seeing  you  again  while  you 
wei'o  at  her  school :  indeed,  she  exacted  a 
promise  that  I  would  not  do  so." 

--You — you — likod  me.  you  say,  and 
yet  y(>u  could  be  made  to  ])romise  to  vio- 
late common  politeness  by  leaving  with- 
oui  even  a  "  good-by  ' — without  a  word  of 
explanation  ?" 

"A  word  of  explanation?"  he  exclaim- 
ed.     And  the  minutes   sped   on  and  on. 
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''I  wrote  3'ou  eio-lit  pag-cs  of  explanation. 
Oil,  why  slionld  we  revive  snch  bitter 
memories,  Helen?  I  ceased  callino-  at  tlie 
school  from  a  sense  of  duty  and  atfection 
toward  my  aunt,  but  I  wrote  you  a  letter 
showing'  you  how  by  a  sing-le  word,  if 
onl,y 'yes,'or  'wait,' you  could  hold  me— 
as  God  knows  you  have  held  me — by  my 
heart-strings.  I  told  you  tlie  slightest 
word  of  encouragement  would  bind  me  to 
you  forever.  And  you  did  not  answer 
even  a  word.  Staple  tilled  your  time  and 
thoughts.  Of  course  it  is  not  for  me  to 
blame  or  criticise  you,  though  why  you 
treated  me  so  is  all  plain  now." 

"  For  shame,  Harry  !  Mr.  8ta})le  never 
saw  me  once,  excej)t  for  tive  minutes  on 
two  occasions  when  he  was  leaving  Kng- 
land,  and  in  the  presence  of  your  aunt. 
But  I  will  not  defend  myself  until  you 
have  answei'ed  me.  How  did  you  write, 
and  when?  By  what  means  did  you  send 
the  letter?'' 

''You  never  got  it,  Helen?''' 

''Oh,  Harry,  necnl  I  swear  it?  You 
know  I  never  did.  We  were  but  boy  and 
girl;  we  had  not  talked  of  serious  things, 
of  our  affection,  not  even  lightly;  but 
you  were  my  idol,  my  hero,  and  you  dare 
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to  think  I  got  a  farewc^U  letter  IVom  you 
and  did  not  answer  it  I"" 

Here  she  hid  her  face  in  Ikm'  hands  and 
sobbed — while  the  minut(\s  sjxhI. 

"  I  sent  3'ou  a  fancy  ])astel)oai'd  box  of 
station  erv — " 

"Yes."' 

"The  letter  was  in  tlu^  box."* 

"  Oh.  Harry  \"  she  said,  excitedly.  "  I 
have  the  box  yet.  1  have  kept  it  exactly 
as  I  got  it.  The  I'ibbons  and  bow-knots 
have  never  been  untied.  1  have  lookcnl 
at  it  and  caressed  it  ;i  thousand  tinu\^.  but 
have  never  even  taken  out  the  ])aper  and 
})ackets  of  envelopes.  Then  the  letter 
must  be  there  yet  I" 

"For  gracious'  sake,  did  you  think  I 
would  send  you  all  that  blank  i)a])er  and 
not  one  shei^t  of  writing?  Did  you  not 
kiu)w  the  silly  box  was  nuM'idy  a  n>.eans 
of  conveying  something  more  ini})ortanl 
to  you  ?'' 

"Of  course,  of  course.  I  see  it  now. 
though  it  never  occurred  to  n\o  before. 
Of  what  us(^  were  my  senses  if  they 
could  not  lead  nu^  to  that  letter?" 

"  Well,  ])lease  send  it  back  to  me  iu)w, 
when  you  find  it,  to  the  Cadogan  Hotel. 
Can  vou  i-enieniber.  or  shall  1  write  it?" 
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"'Send  it   to. you:'      IihIccmI    I  shall   iKit  !  Tlicrc  was  a  panso.      The  moments  still 

Perhaps  you  will  Jisk  me  to  seiul  yoii  haek  were  s})eecliii<i-.      Tiie  heartless  elf  Hazard 

this  hadf^e  as  ^vellf'  had  summoned  his  gentler  ^istel'  Fortune 

SIh'  showed  liim  the  bit  of  liis  old  blu(>  to  his  si(h\  and  too-etliei*  tliey  had  driven 

cloth    cap,  with    the    school    eml)l(Mn    em-  oft"  the  imj)  .M  isrule.  thouffh.  alas,  cmly  foi* 

l)i'oid(M'(Hl  upon  it.  a   time.      The   foo;  liunu-   lower  aiul  moi'e 

'' ][elen,'' said  h(\  ])uz/le(l    and   a    ti-ilh'  heavily,  yet    it    ahnost    seemed    to    Helen 

scandalized,  "you  will  m)t  send   me  hack  and  Hai'iy  a^  if  the  sun  were  shining-, 
a.  love-letter^      And  you  are  wearing  that  "Why.  ilelen  :*"   he    cxcdaimed.  as   the 

badge:'      Ami  insane — or  are  you:"    Does  beautiful    glow   of   new  hojie    Hooded  his 

Mr.  Staple—''  understanding. 

'M)h,  bother  Ml-.  Staj)le :     Why  so  con-  "What.    Hai-ry.    dear:""     she     asked — 

stantly   drag'  him    in?      I    nevei-   di'eamed  though     she     well     knew     what     joyous 

you  could  l)e  jealous."  thoughts  ])ossessed  liim. 

"Jealous?    J)i'ag  Mr.  Stai)le  in?"  Harry  "  What  wer(^  you  doing  out  to-day  T" 

repeated.  "Enjoying    my    la>t    few    minutes    of 

"Yes,"l[elen  answered.       "What   on  liberty." 
earth  is  Mr.  Stai)le  to  me^"  "But    at   tlie    curio  -  dealer's    window? 

"Only  your  husband.  I  hear."  Why  there?" 

"My  husband  1"     Sht^    stared    at   him.  "  Oh,  I  don't   Inuiw.      What   were  you 

then  burst   into   the    lirst   lit  of    laughter  doing  there.'" 

that  had  come  to  her  I'elief  in  a  month.  "I   thought    T   went    tliere    to  think   of 

"I  believe  he  is  due  in  London  to-night,  you.  but   ])t'riui}is— ])erhai)s  Heaven    sent 

I  am  warned  that  he  conu^s  to  propose  to  me  there." 

me.      He  was  e.\i)ected  to  i-each  hei'e  yes-  "  T  am  sui'e  of  it."  said  Helen.      "  H(\i- 

tei'day  and  to   marry  me  last  evening,  if  ven  sent  me.  I  know.     Why  do  you  doubt 

he  could,  so  that^(h)d    forgive   mel — so  it."" 

that  he  c)uld  atoncc  enjoy  my  j)roi)erly,  "I   shall    be    sui'e   of   it.  Helen,  if   you 

which    must  certainly  be   tht^  only  thing  say  one  certain    word.      Little   woman.  I 

about    me    that    attracts    him.      Father's  have  loved  you  steadily,  more   and  )nore 

will  reads  that  I  was  to  enter  into  ])()sses-  and  more,  evei-y  day  for  seven   years— as 

sion  and  occui)ation  of  the  estate  at  once  long  as  Jacob  couited  Kachtd." 
if  I  was  nuirried  at  the  time  the  will  was  "  Eachel    loved    Jacob    all    that    time. 

read.      Dear  father,  without  meaning  so,  didn't    she.   Hai'ry.'     Why  docs    no    one 

or  dr(\iming   of   Aunt    Hannah's  i)lot   to  ever  g-ive  Rachel  a  share  of  ciedit  for  the 

forc(^   me   to  marry  her  stei)-broth(u- — fa-  same  constancy,  I  womler.'" 
ther   matle   a  will    wlii(*]i  gives   liei-   com-  "Helen,  kiss   nu^:"   he   <^xclaiuied:   hut 

])lete  conti'ol  of  me  unless  1  am  married  it    was    lu^     who    kissenl    hci-.    wliiie    she 

to-day, which  lam  not.     Ah  mel  1  scarce-  swept  the  ])ark  with   a  hurried  glance  to 

ly  know  whether  to  say  ■  alas  :"  or  •  thank  see    whelhei'    anything    niort^    oi)servant 

JLeavenl'"  than  the  specti'al  trees  ])erceiv(Hl  him. 

It  was  now  live  <Vclock.  "Now  run    foi-  your  life. '"  said  he.  "or 

"When    is   tiie    will    to  be   iead?"Led-  I  shall  kiss  yon  a  thousaiul  times.  })ublic- 

vard  ask(Hl.  l.v.   b^u-e    in    this   ]iark.      I  shall    kiss  you 

"To-night  at  (Mght  o'clock",  at  the  house  all  away,  every  inch  of  you." 
of  a    connection  of   my  aunt's  in   Oakley  "Please,   may    I    keep  my    hoy   lover's 

Street,  Chels(\i."  little  school  badge?"  she  asked  :  "  for  you 

"Good  heavens:      What  is  all  this  you  may  kiss  away  all  but  that.     Ihit  no.  you 

are  t(dlingme^"Ledyai'd  exclaimed.   "Tiie  shall    do   as   you  ])lease  with   me  always, 

will  to  b(>  r(^ad  to-night  r      The  aunt   with  for  all  timt^   so  now  b(\uin." 
whom  you  iised  to  be  so  unlia})i)y  now  to  "Ihit,  Helen,  there  is  not  an   instant  to 

IxH'ome    your    guardian    unless    you    are  lose.       The    licenst\   tlu^     clergyman,    the 

mai'i'ied   -one  might  say  —  within  the  next  witnesses— all  nmst  be  got  ready  at  once; 

few    minutes?      And    Staple    coming   tc^i  and  tiie   Town  Hall  closes  at     goodm^ss! 

late  to  avert  this  fate?"  it  nuiy  \)c  closed  now  :     Will  you  be  ready 

"  ^Ir.  Staj)le   never  could    have  hel}ied  in  an  lunn*.  dear  heai'tr" 
or  mari-ed  any  fate  of  mine."  Helen  said.  "I  don't  setuii  to  be  consulted  at  all." 

with  emphasis,  "and  you  are  cruel  to  })re  Ilehui    ])(Mit(Hl.       "  Viuir  assurance  passes 

tend  to  think  he  evei-  could."  all  bounds     " 
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"Yes,  it  dol^s.  but  tlici'o  is  not  time  to  nniiihabiial)l(\  had  slonned  and  lalccn  llic 
mind  about  that  now.  I  must  take  a  metropolis.  Jt  liad  fallen  and  g-athered 
hansom  to  the  Town  Hall,  and  then  to  the  in  Ijondon's  millions  as  a  circus  tent, 
church.  What  do  you  say  to  that  little  losin<^  its  su])p()i'ts,  nii^lit  fall  and  envelop 
chapel  just  otl"  EarFs  Court  Road?  We  a  lesser  multilude.  As  far  as  the  life  of 
went  there  once,  do  you  remember?  Dear  London  and  its  famed  lights  ^vere  con- 
me,  a  man  ought  to  know  everything,  cerned,  it  acted  like  a  snulTer  npon  a 
but  how  can.  he  know  about  marriage  burning  candle.  TIkih^  was  nothing  vis- 
it he  has  never  done  it  before?  I  do  not  ibie  to  Ifari-y  as  he  stood  on  the  minister's 
even  know  how  to  get  a  license.''  steps    unless    he    looked    straight    above 

''I    do,"  Helen    said.      "I    went    with  him,  and  then  he  only  thought  he  could 

Kitty  Burleigh,   who   was    to    wait  there  faintly  see  the   glimmer  of  the   greatest 

for  her  fiance,  and  he  did  not  come  on  planets.      Tlie  maid  had  banged  the  door 

time,  and  they  asked  her  a  few  questions,  the  instant  he  was  beyond  it,  to  keej)  out 

and    before    she    knew    what    they    were  the  fog,  which  was  now  oozing  in  around 

about  they  handed  her  a  license  all  made  every  loose   window   and  door   of  ewvy 

out.      I  can  do  as  much  as  Kitty  did."  carriage  and  'bus  and  house  and  sboj)  in 

"But  would  3'()u  like  to,  darling?"  town.      Not  knowing'  which   way  to  turn 

"Not  wholly,   but  I   will    do   it.      We  towai'd    the   High    Street,   he    tui'iied    the 

must   both    huri'y.      Oh,  Ilari'y,  if   I    had  wrong  way,  and  lost  almost  half  an  hour 

not  loved  you   with    my   whole  heart  for  groping  contrarily  in    the  darknc^ss;   l)ut 

years,  I  should  love  you   now.      Do  you  in  that  twenty-live  or  thirty  minutes  he 

know,  I  was  running  away   when  I  met  collided  with  as  many  invisible  f()ot-i)as- 

you.      Yes,  you    need    not    be    surprised,  sengers,  who  were  as  completely  shi'ouded 

At  least,  I  think  I  was  running  away.      I  to  his  vision  as  if  they  had  been  spirits 

was   so    miserable.      It    seemed    to    me    I  or  he  had  been  blind.     He  could  not  even 

must  commit  suicide,  or  leave  home  and  see  a  street  lamp  until  he  was  close  to  it, 

stai't  anew  somewhere.      I  was  too  ari'ant  and  then   it  a])peared  a   vague,  nebulous 

a  coward  to  kill  myself,  but  doiTt  desj)ise  ball  of  yellow  haze,  like  a  will o'  the-wis]) 

me,   for  I   was   too   brave   to   endure   the  moving  in  a  cloud  of  steam.      At  last,  by 

torture  of  exile  and  companionship  with  asking-  his    way   of  a^    woman    whom    he 

my  aunt.     I  never  meant  to  hear  father's  had  all  but  Icnocked  down.  li(>  was  stai'ted 

will  I'ead."  in   the  right  direction,  and  grojx'd  along 

"Poor,  poor  Helen!  But  keep  all  this  more  conlidently — in  the  gutter,  for  safe- 
till  a  little  latei',"  said  Hari'y.  "Here,  ty's  sake — until  Ih^  came  u{)on  a  roaring 
we  will  jump  in  a  cab  and  go  together  turbulent  spot  in  the  black  night,  and  felt 
to  the  Hall,  where  I  will  leave  you  and  sui'e  he  had  found  the  High  Street.  AVith 
go  on  to  the  cha])el.  Please  be  on  the  two  more  sle))s  he  I'eached  ils  ])av(Mnent, 
ste[)S  of  the  Hall  in  half  an  hour.  Tliei-e  and  found  it  swai-ming  with  silent  work- 
I  will  ])ick  you  u]),  and  w(^  shall  be  mar-  ing-folk,  moving  slowly,  hesitatingly 
ried  an  hour  before^  the  will  is  read."  ahead    beside    the    hubbul)    of   an    unseen 

jam  of  v(diicles  in  the  roadway.      A    f(MV 

When    the    minist(n''s    servant    opened  nebulous  blurs  of  yellow  indicated  near- 

the  door  of  the  house  to  let  Harry  out,  by  sho])s,  and  some  moving  yellow  si)ots 

with   all    his   ])reliniinary    work    quickly  befor(^  him  suggested  the  ])i'esence  of  oni- 

done,  and  nothing  left  but  to  join  Helen,  nibus  and  cab  lights.      A  thousand  vehi- 

the  dark  substa-nce   like  thick    chocolate  cles  were  caught  in  a  blockade,  and  from 

held    in    solution    in    the    air    ])ushed    ils  them   and  their   drivei's  he  heard  a  muf- 

way  into  the  passage  as  smoke  I'olls  over  lied    tumult  of  crashing   noises  as    wag- 

the  ground  or  the  sea  aft<M'  the  discharge  ons   collidcnl,  of   oaths   and   screams   and 

of  a  monster  cannon.  shouted  commands,  and,  of  course,  it  be- 

"  Mercy  !"   the   maid    exclaimed.      "A  ing    Tjondon,    frequent    volleys    of    good- 
black  fog  has  fallen.     What.evei'  will  you  natured  challing,  guying,  and  i'ei)artee. 
do?"  He  had  been  kept  longer  at  the  ])arson- 

It    was   so    indeed.      The    im})    Misrule  age  than  he  had  counted  upon,  and  now 

was  again  enthroned  over  Harry's  desti-  he  had  lost  another  half-hour.      The  long 

ny,  and  Helen's.      A  black  fog,  the  tei-i'or  band   of  light   made  by   the   windows  of 

])eculiar  to  London   wint(M's,  and  not  too  an  omnibus  was  distinguishable  close  by, 

frequently   seen,  vAso.    London    would   be  and    he   made   his   way   to   it— or   to   the 
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conductor,  who  walked  ahead,  leading-  the 
sweating-  team  by  the  light  of  a  lantern 
in  a  glass  box.  From  him  he  learned  that 
the  'bus  was  going  toward  the  Town  Hall, 
otherwise  he  could  not  have  known 
Avhither  it  tended. 

"  'Oi\ aboard,  if  you  like,"  said  the  con- 
ductor. "  You'll  be  the  only  fare  on  any 
'bus,  if  you  do.  A  few  minutes  ago  we 
all  'ad  loads  inside  and  out,  but  when  the 
fog  shut  down  the  people  got  frightened 
of  Avhat  might  'appen,  and  now  you  can 
'ave  any  'bus  in  the  street  all  to  yourself, 
at  the  hordinary  fare.  And,  oh,  I  say,*' 
he  called  back,  "  Gord  knows  when  you'll 
get  to  the  'All.  I've  been  cra^vling  to  this 
'ere  turning-  and  apast  it  for  full  arf  an 
hour.  What  street  might  that  be — d'you 
know?" 

Ledyard  mounted  to  the  roof,  and, 
looking  down  from  it,  could  only  faintly 
see  the  horses  between  the  lights  of  his 
'bus  and  those  of  the  one  ahead.  In  the 
same  uncertain  way  he  could  make  out 
the  sombre  bulk  of  whatever  wagon  was 
closest  this  side  of  the  'bus,  but  he  could 
not  see  the  horses  that  were  before  it. 
The  'bus  kept  crawling  a  few  steps  on- 
w^ard  and  meeting  vehicles  and  veering 
out  of  its  course  until,  as  the  driver  re- 
marked between  his  set  teeth,  "I'm 
blooming  sure  of  one  thing,  and  that  is 
I  dun'no'  where  I  am." 

The  police,  seeing-  no  better  than  any 
one  else,  had  failed  to  keep  apart  the  up- 
stream and  the  downstream  of  traffic,  and 
so  the  two  currents  had  blended  and  tan- 
gled. Hundreds  of  wheels  were  locked, 
and  all  might  have  been  in  a  vehicular 
eddy  and  going  round  and  round  for 
aught  any  man  could  say.  Ledj^ard  felt 
that  he  knew  one  thing  more  than  the 
driver,  and  that  was  that  if  he  were  ever 
to  try  to  describe  a  just  conception  of  the 
abode  of  eternal  torment  he  would  give 
an  account  of  his  experience  on  that  'bus 
in  that  black  fog — of  the  babel  of  voices, 
the  crash  of  collisions,  the  mysterious, 
fearsome  strain  upon  his  nerves,  the  blind- 
ness and  the  impotence  that  were  com- 
bined in  that  situation.  To  hear  the  air 
beaten  all  around  him  by  shrieks,  cat- 
calls, shouts,  and  idle  jokes,  and  to  see  no 
single  being  from  whom  a  sound  proceed- 
ed, was  as  close  to  a  hellish  sensation  as 
he  ever  w^anted  to  approach. 

He  pulled  out  his  watch  and  struck  a 
match  to  see  its  face.  It  \vas  a  quarter 
past  six  o'clock.     Helen  had  been  waiting 
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an  hour  and  a  half.  Perspiration  had 
broken  out  all  over  him  long  before,  and 
now  his  damp  body  was  chilled  to  the 
marrow.  Imagination  had  opi)ortunity 
to  run  riot,  and  he  wondered  all  things. 
What  if  the  crowd  should  be  assailed  by 
rowdies?  Whatif afire-engineshouldcome 
dashing  along?  What  if  a  horse  should  run 
away?  But  these  things  he  knew  were 
impossible.  He  thought  of  what  a  mercy 
it  was  that  a  calamity  such  as  the  falling 
of  a  black  fog  never  befell  Paris,  where 
the  most  terrible  creatures  in  Christen- 
dom would  rise  in  great  swarms,  as  out 
of  the  earth,  to  rob  and  garrote  and  i-iot 
under  cover  of  that  sooty  blanket.  And 
in  the  midst  of  this  thought  the  fog  w^as 
caught  up,  or  dried  up,  or  soaked  into  the 
earth,  and  there  he  was,  close  to  Allen 
Street,  and  not  two  blocks  from  Helen. 
He  heard  the  sigh  of  relief  of  thousands 
of  men  and  women,  like  the  letting  off  of 
steam.  He  saw  the  mighty  tangle  of 
'buses,  cabs,  carriages,  and  vans,  the  ])ale 
faces  of  the  frightened  w^omen  in  the  ba- 
rouches and  hansoms,  the  sw^arm  of  hu- 
manity on  the  pavements,  the  police  still 
at  their  posts  in  the  middle  of  the  road. 
He  leaped  down  the  'bus  stei)s,  dashed  into 
the  thick  of  the  tangle  of  wheels,  dodged 
this  way  and  that  under  horses'  heads  and 
wagon-poles,  and  was  within  fifty  feet  of 
the  Vestry  Hall,  when— the  fog  shut  down 
again,  like  the  screen  of  a  camera,  and 
blotted  out  everything,  leaving  Ledyard 
in  an  atmosphere  muddier  and  denser  than 
before. 

Against  the  crowd  on  the  pavement  he 
could  not  make  the  headway  of  a  tortoise. 
A  man  carrying  a  blazing  torch  of  resin- 
ous wood,  such  as  the  South  Sea  Island- 
ers use,  passed  him,  and  he  wondered  how 
such  a  torch  could  be  got  in  London,  and 
so  quickly.  When  it  was  too  late  it  oc- 
curred to  him  that  he  should  have  bought 
it.  A  minute  or  two  later  there  approached 
him  a  lamp — an  ordinary  household  ker- 
osene-burning lamp,  carried  in  a  soai)-l)ox. 
Behind  it  stood  an  invisible  boy,  holding- 
it  above  his  head.  Ledyard  bought  the 
lamp  and  box  for  five  shillings,  and  by  its 
help  gained  much  time  in  picking  his  vvay 
through  the  dense,  silent,  ghostly  crowd. 
On  the  steps  of  the  Hall,  in  its  doorway, 
stood  Helen  Wool  land. 

"Oh,  thank  God!  thank  God!"  said 
Ledyard.  "I  have  died  a  thousand  deatlis 
in  an  hour  for  fear  you  w'ould  not  be 
liere." 
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"  T  slionkl  ]i;ive  staid  here  if  it  had  been 
till  daylif-ht,"'  said  she.  "Have  you  any 
way  of  k-nowinfi'  tlie  time?" 

J3y  liolding-  his  watch  up  to  the  lam])  he 
saw  that  it  was  close  upon  seven  o'clock. 

'•  Have  you  the  license?"  lie  whispered. 

''  Yes:  and  you?"  slie  replied. 

"  Everythino-  is  arranged."  said  he. 
"  We  were  to  have  been  at  the  cha])el  by 
this  time.  They  will  not  wait  above  half 
an  hour.  But,  dear  Helen.  I  could  not 
g-uarantee  to  go  to  St.  Mary  Al)bott*s.  only 
one  turning'  from  here,  in  that  time." 

'•  Oh.  wliat  shall  we  do?"  she  moaned. 

"  We  shall  succeed."  said  he.  ''Though 
all  the  imps  of  Erel)us,  who  have  brought 
on  this  darkness  simply  to  delay  us,  and 
who  made  us  stand  talking*  at  cross-pur- 
])oses  almost  an  hour  in  the  park,  and  who 
managed  to  make  a  clerk  in  the  city  mis- 
inform me  about  you  when  I  arrived  this 
morning— thoug"h  all  of  them  combine,  yet 
we  shall  succeed." 

*'We  shall!  we  shall!"  Helen  almost 
shouted.  "I  was  all  downcast,  Harry, 
but  your  splendid  courage  picks  me  up 
again." 

They  groped  their  way  across  the 
street  and  stopped  a  hansom  going  in 
the  wrong  direction,  so  that  it  could 
turn  out  of  the  tangle  without  having 
to  cross  the  road,  which  would  have  been 
impossible.  An  offer  of  a  half-sovereign 
interested  the  cabby,  and  presently  they 
were  moving  again,  by  tits  and  starts.  All 
the  'bus  conductors  now  carried  lanterns 
or  boxed  lamps  and  walked  in  the  road, 
and  every  cabby,  their  own  included,  had 
left  his  box  and  was  leading  his  horse. 
Nothing  was  visible  excei>t  near-by  steam- 
like moons  of  yellow  where  the  nearest 
lights  were  moving.  The  impatient  cou- 
ple noticed  that  every  horse  which  came 
into  view  for  an  instant  was  wet  with 
perspiration,  and  was  dropping  thick  white 
Hecks  along  the  road.  The  poor  beasts, 
on  whom  the  drivers  depended,  were  more 
nervous  than  tiiemen,  for  they  knew  wluU 
reliance  was  placed  upon  them.  The  cab 
ran  against  something,  was  lifted  lurch- 
ingly.  and  fell  hack  with  a  thud.  The 
driver  had  fallen  prone  over  the  same  ob- 
stacle— a  prostrate  lam})-post. 

''  Good  job  we  "aven't  run  on  the  pave- 
ment." said  the  cabby. 

"You're  jolly  well  on  it  now.""  some 
one  shouted.  Then  there  were  heard  wo- 
men's screams,  the  clashing  of  a  horse's 
shoes  on  the  pavement,  and.  finally,  a  vio- 


lent jolt  of  the  wheels  against  ttie  curb. 
There  were  a  score  of  such  incidents. 
Only  think:  the  street  lights,  though  in 
candescent  lamps,  could  only  be  siglited 
at  ten-feet  distance,  and  then  they  looked 
like  the  effect  of  an  arrested  oar-stroke  in 
phosphorescent  water.  An  omnibus,  which 
is  usually  like  a  brilliant  lantern  on  fair 
nights,  now  disappeared  in  fifteen  feet. 

Helen  clung  to  Ledyard.  "I  am  so 
frightened."'  said  she:  "it  seems  like  the 
end  of  the  world — only  more  terrible 
than  any  sort  of  ending  I  ever  imagined. 
And  the  air  is  so  clammy  and  cold  and 
suffocating.  It  is  like  the  breath  of  Death 
himself." 

She  had  never  been  out  in  such  a  fog 
before.  But  all  things  must  end.  and  in 
time  a  turning  was  found,  and  their  route 
lay  along  quiet  streets  the  rest  of  the 
way.  The  driver  led  his  horse.  Harry 
walked  ahead,  carrying  the  box  and  lamp. 
Fair  progress  without  mishap  was  made, 
but  he  was  so  late  and  impatient  that  his 
watch  was  almost  constantly  in  his  hand. 
At  the  chapel  the  cabby  was  easily  tempt- 
ed to  wait  until  the  agitated  young  cou- 
ple returned,  to  be  taken  to  Oakley  Street. 

"  It  is  ten  minutes  to  eight  o'clock."  said 
Ledyard.  looking  at  his  watch  by  match- 
light,  and  speaking  as  one  who  read  his 
death -sentence  in  the  face  of  his  lime- 
piece. 

"Then — then  it  has  all  been  for  no- 
thing. It  is  useless  to  go  on,  isn't  it?"' 
Helen  asked.  Her  nerves  had  suffered 
more  than  even  she  imagined,  and  her 
courage  was  now  all  but  gone. 

"Helen,  you  must  decide  what  to  do 
now."  said  Ledyard.  checking  her  in  the 
porch  before  the  chapel  door,  which  was 
outlined  with  a  thin  frame  of  welcoming 
light.  "  Let  us  think  a  moment  before  it 
is  too  late.  Enemies  and  evil  folk  may 
say  that  this  has  been  a  race  into  which 
I  have  led  you  that  I  may  gain  your 
houses  and  your  money — " 

"Oh.  Harry,  don't!  I  will  not  hear 
such  talk  even  from  you." 

"  But  wait.  I  am  selfish— very.  I  have 
raced  for  something — for  you — for  the 
right  to  call  you  mine.  I  am  honest,  you 
see.  But  you  must  decide.  It  is  now 
evident  that  unless  the  fog  lifts  we  cannot 
reach  the  house  in  Chelsea  by  eight  o'clock. 
It  is  impossible." 

"  But  we  can  be  married  before  eight 
o'clock."  said  she.  changing  her  attitude 
to  what  had  been   his.      "  That  is  all  we 
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have  been  trying-  to  do.  Yon  are  as  ex- 
Qited  as  I,  I  really  believe.  Come,  there 
is  not  a  minute  to  lose." 

''  But  the  ceremony  cannot  possibly  be 
performed  in  the  seven  or  eight  minutes 
that  remain." 

"Come,  come,  Harry."  Helen  argued. 
"Don't  let  us  turn  back  now."" 

He  was  glad  to  liave  her  lead  him.  He 
had  lost  the  impetus  of  his  first  ardent 
emotion,  and  now,  in  cool  sobriety,  did  not 
wish  to  dominate  this  most  important  act 
of  both  their  lives.  But  she  was  leading 
him  now  as  he  had  been  minded  to  lead 
her,  and  he  follow^ed  willingly. 

They  w^ere  man  and  wife  wlien  they 
■were  in  the  hansom  again,  limp  and 
dejected,  at  twenty  minutes  past  eight 
o'clock.  The  fog  had  thwarted  them. 
They  had  not  been  pronounced  husband 
and  wife  until  after  the  clock  in  the 
church  tower  had  struck.  It  had  struck 
against  their  bare  hearts,  they  fancied,  so 
woful  was  the  sound.  They  sat  in  the 
hansom  hand  in  hand,  she  cast  down  by 
their  ill  success  and  almost  exhausted  by 
the  emotional  conflicts  of  the  day,  he 
grimly  playing  his  part  in  the  drama  to 
its  end.  The  fog  was  now  thicker  than 
ever.  The  imp  called  Misrule  was  lording 
it  over  all  London,  even  though  his  pur- 
pose was,  as  these  lovers  thouglit,  merely 
to  thwart  the  too  often  equally  mischiev- 
ous will  of  his  fellow-sprite  Cupid. 

"We  have  made  a  mess  of  everything," 
said  he. 

"What?"  she  asked.  "Are  we  not  mar- 
ried?"' 

"Thank  God,  yes.  You  know  I  did  not 
mean  that.  That  much  we  never  will  re- 
gret." 

The  lid  in  the  roof  of  the  hansom  lift- 
ed, and  the  driver  called  down:  "It's  so 
beastly  thick  here  I  think  we"i'e  by  the 
river."  At  that  instant  the  horse  that 
drew  them  cluttered  upon  an  asphalt  pave- 
ment, and  a  lantern  shot  up  out  of  no- 
where, and  W'as  swung  in  the  face  of  the 
trembling  animal.  By  its  light  the  cou- 
ple in  the  cab  saw"  a  fence,  an  opening  in 
it.  and  the  beginning  of  a  steep  flight  of 
steps. 

"Are  you  bound  to  hell,  or  where  are 
you  driving?"  a  voice  called  out. 

"  Well,  if  it's  hell,  you  ought  to  know," 
cabby  called  from  his  perch. 

"You're  on  Albert  Bridge,  you  bloom- 
ing fat-head,  that's  wliere  y'are.  And  in 
another  minute  vour    'orse   'd  'ave  been 


falling    down     sixty -odd    steps    into   the 
Thames."' 

•*  Oh,  Harry,  I  can't  stand  this!  I  shall 
go  mad!"  Helen  ci'ied,  and  leaped  from 
the  hansom  to  the  roadway.  Ledyard 
bade  her  stand  still,  and  quickly  joined 
her.  Paying  the  cabman,  he  took  liis 
bride's  hand,  and  they  went  into  the  fog 
and  w'ere  lost  in  it. 

"Forgive  me  for  what  I  said  aboiit 
making  a  mess  of  everything.  Bless  you 
for  reminding  me  that  we  are  married," 
he  said.  "  It  is  better  fortune  than  I  have 
dreamed  of  for  many  years." 

She  only  squeezed  his  arm. 

He  led  her  towaril  a  faint  lamp,  then 
toward  another,  and  so  by  degrees  across 
the  first  transverse  street  to  a  third  lamp. 
Under  it  stood  a  policeman,  only  dimly 
visible  w4ien  they  w^ere  about  to  lurcli 
into  him. 

"We  must  get  to  301  quickly,  Bobby,"' 
said  Ledyard. 

"I'm  afraid  our  hurry  is  over,"  Helen 
whispered. 

"  Take  'old  of  my  sleeve,  then,  one  of 
you,"  said  the  good-natured  constaljle, 
"and  w^e'll  grope  for  it."' 

He  led  and  they  followed,  trailing  along 
in  a  crablike  way,  the  policeman  passing 
his  disengaged  hand  along  the  house  rail- 
ings, and  at  every  third  or  fourth  o})ening 
lighting  a  match  and  dodging  up  the  steps 
to  read  the  number  of  the  house.  On  their 
way  they  ran  into  many  persons,  and  one, 
an  old  woman  of  respectable  appearance, 
clung  to  the  constable  and  would  not  be 
shaken  off. 

""Please  take  me  with  you.  No  matter 
wiiere  you  are  going,  let  me  be  with 
you,'"  she  moaned.  ""  I  am  lost,  and  I  am 
so  frightened."' 

•"Stand  there,''  said  the  policeman,  lead- 
ing her  into  the  si)ace  before  a  flight  of 
steps,  '"and  I'll  be  back  directly  and  take 
care  of  you." 

""  'Ere's  yer  "ouse,"  he  said,  presently, 
and,  accepting  a  fee  of  a  few  pe^nce  with 
hearty  thanks,  he  left  them. 

Ledyard  rang  the  bell,  and  when  the 
door  opened  a  gi'eat  w^all  of  fog  rolled  in 
and  all  but  blotted  out  the  maid  in  a^"^  in- 
stant. 

"  Shut  that  dooi',  quickly,"  was  shouted 
in  a  voice  at  which  Helen  shuddered  as 
she  recognized  it  as  her  aunt's.  "  Do  yon 
want  the  fog  in-doors  as  well  as  out?  It's 
you,  is  it,  Helen?  You  are  the  fii'st  to 
come,  except  the  servants." 
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"Thank    Heaven,   llien,   wo    liave    not  slie  said.      "He  will   liave  no  interest  in 

made  a  mess  of  an\  tliini;:"  Ledyard  niut-  tlie  family  matters  which  we  are  to  dis- 

tered.  eu>s  when  tlie  others  arrive." 

"Who's     with     your"     the     old    lady  "I    was    hoping   he   would    stay,   dear 

asked.  aunt.""  Helen  said,  meekly. 

"  ]\Ir.  Ledyard  brouglit  me  liere.  aunt.""  ""Stayr      Ciiild.  you    uun't    understand 

''Humj)li!       Well.  you"ve    done    more  these  thina'S.""  said  lier  aunt.      "'Mr.  Led- 

than  all    the    rest.      Mr.  Staple    has   tele-  yard    must  see  the  impropriety  of  liis  re- 

ii'rai)luHl  that   he  is   safe  in   town,  so  })re-  maining."" 
pare  to  welcome  him  at  any  moment.""  "It  siiall   be  entirely  as  Mrs.  Ledyard 

The  voice  came  nearer,  accom])anied  by  says,  madam."  Harry    re]>lied.    mischiev- 

the  heavy   footsteps  of  the   speaker,  and  ously. 

presently  the  very  stout,  extremely  hard  "As     I\Irs.     Ledyard     says.'"    the     old 

and  sour  faced  lady  had  reached  the  hall  lady    echoed.      "Your    mother  —  do    you 

iloor  and   liad  bowed   stitlly    to   ]\lr.   Led-  mean:"" 
yard.  "No.  aunt:    he   means  me.      Em   Mrs. 

'"Bid  Mr.  Ledvard  o-ood-njo-ht.  Helen.""  Ledyai'd."" 


MR.  GLADSTONE. 

REMIXISCEXCES.  ANECDOTES,  AND    AX   ESTIMATE. 

BY    GEORGE  W.  SM ALLEY. 

I.  been  an  ideal  Pope.      What  he  has  writ- 

THESE   articles  were  written   in  great  ten  against  the  Roman  Catliolic  Church — 

part  wliile  ^Ir.  Gladstone  was  living,  his  pamphlet  on  "  A'aticanism."'  and  the 

for  publication  after  his  death.      Voltaire  rest — deep  as  was  the  ott'ence  he  gave. was 

said:  not  vital.      He  valued  almost  as  much  as 

"On  d(^it  des  egards  aux  vivants:   on  anything  the  historical  side  of  Chi-istian- 

ne  doit  aux  morts  que  la  verite.""  ity  and  of  the  Church  of  Christ,  and  on 

But    though    on    some    points    I    have  tlie  historical  side  Rome  is  stronger  than 

spoken   freely.  I  hope   1  have  not  at  any  any  otlier  Cliui'ch.      In  order  to  keep  his 

time   forgotten    wliat    is   due    to    a    great  beliefs  from  all  possibility  of  disturbance, 

name.      Wiiat  I  have  to  say  of  Mr.  Glad-  Mr.  Gladstone,  who   read    alnu^st    every- 

stone"s  character  in  general  will  be  found  thing,  refrained  from  mastering  the  mod- 

in  the  concluding  paper.  eru  Biblical  criticism,  which  is  an  essen- 
tial  out  tit    for  anybody  who  would   now 

It  was  Lord  Rosebery  who  said  that  take  part  in  Biblical  controversy.  Such  a 
]\h'.  Ghul>ione"s  life  could  only  be  written  power  as  that,  the  power  of  closing  his 
by  a  limited  liability  company.  I  am  mind  to  inconvenient  knowledge. was  one 
not  a  limited  liability  company,  and  I  of  the  qualities  which  proved  his  singular 
have  no  amijition  to  write  his  life.  Who-  tltuess  for  the  papacy, 
ever  knows  much  about  him  will  agree  His  intellectual  Jesuitry  was  another, 
with  Lord  Rosebery.  who  ]>robably  knew  I  do  not  use  the  word  Jesuitry  otTensive- 
him  better  tiuin  anybody  else,  that  a  com-  ly— it  im]ilies  no  conscious  obliquity  of 
])lete  account  of  him  is  l^eyond  the  scope  mental  vision,  nor,  necessarily,  any  in- 
of  any  single  bioL:ra]>her.  Churchman  teilectual  dishonesty.  The  Jesuits  tlvem- 
before  all  things  was  this  extracn'dinary  selves  are  proud  of  their  name  and  of 
being,  and  you  inu^t  be  a  Churchnum  to  their  tenets.  What  I  mean  in  ^Mr.  Glad- 
do  him  justice  on  the  ecclesiastical  side  of  stone"s  case  is  that  with  him  the  end  often 
his  life.  The  connnon  saying  paints  him  sanctitied  the  means.  He  had  a  mind  of 
— that  he  would  really  I'atiier  have  been  singular  com]'>lexity.  His  power  of  dis- 
Archbislu^p  of  Canterbury  than  anything  criminating  between  two  propositions 
else.  I  sliould  almost  add.  unless  he  which  to  most  minds  seemed  identical 
could  have  been  Pope.      He  would  have  had  no  known  limits.      His  public  career 
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aboiiiids  with  examples,  as  wlieii  he  tokl 
the  House  of  Commons,  "  No,  we  are  not 
at  war;  we  are  conducting'  military  oper- 
ations.'' He  was  a  theolog'ian  in  politics 
and  a  politician  in  theology.  Could  there 
be  a  better  definition  of  an  ideal  Pope? 
Nor  can  it  be  offensive  to  say  that  Mr. 
Gladstone  was 

"a   <2:rcat  critic 
Profouiuily  skilled  in  Aiialyiic.'' 

The  lines  which  follow  are  too  familiar 
to  quote,  and  perhai)S  too  descriptive. 
But  in  the  capacity  of  disting-uishing  the 
indistinguishable  and  of  dividing-  that 
which  is  incapable  of  division,  Mr.  Glad- 
stone surpassed  all  men  of  his  own  time 
and  race.  He  had  the  subtlety  of  the 
Italian.  He  was,  moreover,  an  opportun- 
ist. The  word  came  into  vogue  with 
Gambetta.  The  thing  —  opportunism- 
has  been  the  stock  in  trade  of  almost 
every  bishop  who  has  succeeded  St.  Pe- 
ter. The  Popes  who  had  it  not  were  not 
good  Popes. 

If  I  were  to  continue  this  enumeration 
of  qualities  and  gifts  which  a  good  Pope 
ought  to  have,  and  which  Mr.  Gladstone 
had,  it  would  carry  me  too  far.  But  a 
single  anecdote  will  illustrate  him  better 
than  much  analysis.  We  were  once  dis- 
cussing Renan.  "His  Vie  de  Jesus  is  a 
dull  book,"  said  Mr.  Gladstone.  The  re- 
mark fairly  astounded  those  who  heard 
it.  Of  all  the  criticisms  on  that  book, 
none  like  this  had  ever  before  been 
known.  It  may  be  anything  else — irre- 
ligious, infidel,  impious,  what  you  will — 
but  the  man  who  could  find  it  dull  must 
be  a  man  to  wliom  all  literature  is  dull, 
and  Mr.  Gladstone  is  certainly  not  that 
man.  But  he  declared  that  he  had  tried 
to  read  it,  and  could  not.  The  same 
thought  came  into  the  minds  of  all  of  us. 
He  dared  not  finish  it.  He  shrunk  from 
the  chance  of  finding  fixed  beliefs  unset- 
tled— religious  beliefs  perhaps,  historical 
beliefs  certainly.  But  he  saw  he  had 
gone  too  far.  In  conversation,  as  in  ora- 
tory, he  expected  to  carry  his  audience 
with  him,  and  he  could  measure  the  ef- 
fect of  his  words  just  as  accurately  about 
a  dinner  table  as  from  a  platfoi'm.  He 
took  one  of  those  sharp  curves  which 
long  practice  made  easy  to  him. 

"I  don't  mean  to  say  that  Renan  is 
always  dull,  or  that  he  has  not  great 
merits.  His  works  on  the  Semitic  phi- 
lology have  a  high  value." 


We  kept  as  grave  faces  as  we  could. 
Mr.  Gladstone's  sense  of  humor  was  nev- 
er very  strong.  But  even  Mr.  Gladstone, 
had  anybody  but  himself  said  it,  might 
have  been  expected  to  perceive  an  incon- 
gruity in  the  view  to  which  the  Life  of 
Jesus  was  dull,  and  the  Histoire  Generale 
des  Langues  Semitiqiies  an  entertaining 
volume.  Mr.  Gladstone  had,  at  any  rate, 
tlie  instinct  of  justice,  and  he  tried  to  be 
fair  to  Renan.  If  he  took  from  him 
what  belonged  to  him,  ho  would  reim- 
burse him  with  what  did  not. 

Intolerance  was  in  Mr.  Gladstone  a 
much  stronger  and  more  frequent  note 
than  is  sometimes  supposed.  He  covered 
it  up  in  civil  phrases.  Renan  used  to 
begin  his  retorts  in  conversation,  "  Vous 
avez  mille  fois  raison,  monsieur,"  and 
then  proceed  to  contradict  him  on  every 
point,  and  demolish  him  root  and  branch. 
Mr.  Gladstone's  method  was  often  similar; 
often,  also,  his  impetuosity  carried  him 
past  his  polite  phrases,  and  landed  him 
in  a  blunt  denial  of  the  statement  from 
which  he  dissented.  He  had  fixed  pre- 
judices. They  were  to  him,  of  course, 
fixed  principles.  He  had  them  in  reli- 
gion, in  politics,  in  literature.  In  reli- 
gion they  were  strongest  of  all,  or,  if  not 
in  religion,  in  matters  appertaining  to 
the  Church  of  England.  It  will  be  found, 
if  his  life  and  the  history  of  his  personal 
relations  are  scanned,  that  he  admitted  to 
his  intimacy  few  men  who  were  not  mem- 
bers of  the  Church  of  England.  The 
chief  exception  was  Mr.  John  Morley, 
for  a  reason  which  I  will  mention  pres- 
ently. Mr.  Bright  was  not  an  exception. 
The  relation  between  Mr.  Bright  and  Mr. 
Gladstone  \vas  one  of  loyal  afi'ection  on 
the  part  of  that  great  orator  and  tribune 
of  the  people,  and  on  Mr.  Gladstone's  one 
of  passive  acceptance  of  the  homage  he 
thouglit  his  due.  Of  other  non-conform- 
ists or  dissenters  or  agnostics  the  same 
is  true.  Mr.  Gladstone's  political  rela- 
tions with  them  miglit  be  close;  his  per- 
sonal relations  were  never  those  of  uni*e- 
strained  confidence.  He  was  indebted  to 
the  non-conformist  electors  of  Great  Brit- 
ain for  a  great  part  of  his  political  -up- 
port.  He  was  obliged  to  defer  to  their 
opinions,  to  consider  their  wishes,  to 
consult  with  and  act  with  their  leaders. 
He  stood,  none  the  less,  aloof  from  them 
in  feeling  and  sympathy.  He  abhorred 
non-conformity  and  dissent,  and  every 
form    of    religious    belief    on    which    the 
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Clmrcli  had  not  set  its  seal  was  distaste- 
ful to  liini,  and  the  men  who  held  it  were 
distasteful.  Various  were  the  forms  in 
Avhich  his  intolerance  expressed  itself. 
His  writings  are  saturated  with  it.  His 
life  was  full  of  it.  He  allowed  it  to  af- 
fect, at  times,  even  his  policy,  and  even  — 
which  was  periiaps  more— his  political 
salvation. 

Gordon  is  a  very  striking'  instance.  He 
hated  Gordon.  I  never  knew  why — nor 
do  I  think  he  knew  why — unless  it  were 
Gordon's  religious  mysticism  and  entire 
relio'ious  independence.  I  speak  of  early 
times,  before  Mr.  Gladstone  had,  as  he 
thought,  cause  to  hate  him — before  Gor- 
don told  the  world  what  he  thought  of 
his  abandonment  in  Khartoum  by  the 
government  of  which  Mr.  Gladstone  was 
the  responsible  head.  I  will  come  to  that 
later.  I  speak  now  of  the  beginning  of 
General  Gordon's  mission,  and  I  propose 
to  give  part  of  the  private  history — un- 
published and  generally  unknown— of  a 
momentous  period. 

The  Egyptian  policy  of  the  English 
government  during  1882  and  1883,  and 
especially  tliat  part  of  it  which  concerned 
the  Soudan,  had  brought  deep  discredit  on 
its  authors— more  especially  on  its  one 
author,  who  was  Mr.  Gladstone.  In  No- 
vember, 1883,  Hicks's  army  had  been  de- 
stroyed, and  this  defeat  had  been  followed 
by  a  general  rising.  The  Mahdi  was  al- 
most supreme  in  Upper  Egypt  and  tlie 
Soudan.  Khartoum  held  out,  but  was  in 
straits.  Mr. Gladstone  was  strongly  ui-ged, 
in  the  press  and  otherwise,  to  send  Gen- 
eral Gordon  to  the  Soudan.  He  resisted. 
but  he  saw  his  prestige  and  power  daily 
diminishing  on  account  of  the  distress  in 
Egypt,  for  which  England  rightly  held 
him  to  account,  and  at  last  he  gave 
way. 

On  the  17th  of  Januai-y,  1884.  Lord 
Granville,  then  Foreign  ]\Iinister,  tele- 
graphed to  General  Gordon,  then  at  Brus- 
sels, to  ask  whether  he  would  acce]n  a 
mission  to  Egypt.  Nominally,  he  was  to 
inquire  and  re})ort.  Really,  he  was  to 
go  as  Governor-Genei'al  of  the  Soudan-- 
an  appointment  conferred  on  him  a  week 
later  by  the  Khedive— and  to  attempt  the 
relief  of  Khartoum.  General  Gordon  at 
that  time  was  under  engagement  to  the 
King  of  the  Belgians  to  go  to  the  Congo. 
At  his  request,  and  umler  pressure  from 
the  English  government,  the  King  re- 
leased   him;    and    he    telegi'aplunl    Lord 


Granville  that  he  would  accept,  would 
come  to  London  for  his  instructions,  and 
stai-t  for  Egypt  the  next  day.  He  took 
the  tirst  train,  arrived  in  London  on  the 
night  of  the  18th.  and  saw  Lord  Gran- 
ville. But  he  knew  as  well  as  anybody 
that  Lord  Granville's  was  not  the  decid- 
ing mind  in  these  matters,  and  he  wished 
to  see  Mr.  Gladstone. 

Now  Mr.  Gladstone,  be  it  remembered, 
was  committing  his  own  fortunes  and  tlie 
fortunes  of  his  government  to  General 
Gordon.  On  the  success  of  his  enter- 
prise depended  both.  It  was  of  almost 
equal  moment,  both  to  Mr.  Gladstone  and 
General  Gordon,  that  they  should  ex- 
change views,  and  that  there  should  be  a 
full  understanding  between  them.  Mr. 
Gladstone,  in  answer  to  a  message,  sent 
word  that  he  was  unable  to  see  General 
Gordon  that  evening.  Gordon,  all  im- 
patience as  he  was  to  be  otf,  waited  twen- 
ty-four hours:  btit  during  all  these  four- 
and -twenty  hours  there  was  not  one 
which  the  Prime  Minister  found  himself 
able  to  give  his  envoy. 

In  plain  words,  he  refused  to  see  Gen- 
eral Gordon  ;  and  Gordon  left  on  the 
evening  of  the  19th.  having  had  no  inter- 
view with  Mr.  Gladstone,  and  no  commu- 
nication from  or  with  him  except  through 
a  third  person.  The  discourtesy  to  Gor- 
don was  something;  but  what  of  the  pol- 
icy? Did  Mr.  Gladstone  mean  to  leave 
himself  in  a  position  to  disavow  Gordon? 
It  is  a  hard  supposition,  but,  in  view  of 
what  followed,  is  it  ttnjust .'  There  is  btit 
one  other — that  his  repugnance  to  meet- 
ing the  man  whose  help  he  was  not  too 
proud  to  accept  was  unconquerable.  We 
all  know  what  followed. 

If  this  story  seems  incredible,  I  can 
only  say  that  I  have  it  from  Mr.  Glad- 
stone's own  lips  that  he  never  saw  Gor- 
don. The  rest  of  the  facts  can  be  verified 
otherwise. 

His  statement  was  made  iu  striking 
circumstances.  Gordon  had  reached 
Khartoum;  there  had  been  a  great  deal 
of  lighting  there  and  elsewhere.  Osman 
Digna  was  besieging  Kassala;  a  British 
square  had  been  broken — Mr.  Kipling  has 
since  told  us  how — at  Tamanieb;  Khar- 
toum was  known  to  be  closely  invested; 
there  was  anxiety  and  alarm  in  England; 
and  the  fate  of  Mr.  Gladstone's  govern- 
ment hung  in  the  balance.  "Mv.  Gladstone 
was  staying  in  the  country  Avitli  one  of 
his  friends.     So  gloom v  was  the  situation 
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tliat,  by  common  consent,  Egypt  was 
avoided-  as  a  topic  of  conversation — in 
point  of  fact,  it  had  not  been  mentioned 
tlie  first  evening'  dnring-  dinner.  After 
we  had  gone  into  the  dra\ving--room,  Mr. 
Gladstone  liimself  snddenly  began  talk- 
ing about  Egypt,  and  went  on,  as  he  often 
did,  for  some  minutes.  When  he  ended 
there  was  a  pause.  Nobody  cared  to 
continue  a  conversation  on  that  sub- 
ject. Finally  one  of  those  present,  by 
way  of  putting  what  he  thought  a  safe 
question,  asked,  "  What  did  Gordon  look 
like  ?" 

Mr.  Gladstone  answered,  "I  never  saw 
him." 

It  was  appalling.  To  everybody  came 
the  same  reflection — Gordon  was  in  Lon- 
don and  Mr,  Gladstone  would  not  see 
him.  We  asked  each  other  why.  We 
sought,  each  for  himself,  some  explana- 
tion, but  explanation  there  was  none,  ex- 
cept the  one  suggested  above. 

It  is  a  pleasure  to  be  able  to  contradict 
a  story  far  more  discreditable  to  Mr. 
Gladstone  than  this,  long  current  in  Lon- 
don, and  still  believed  by  those  Avho  like 
to  believe  the  worst.  It  was  said  that 
Mr.  Gladstone  had  gone  to  the  theatre  on 
the  very  evening  when  the  news  of  Gor- 
don's death  had  reached  him.  •  Tliere 
were  people  who  alleged  that  he  went  be- 
cause of  the  news — that  he  Avanted  to  cel- 
ebrate the  event,  and  testify  his  joy  at 
the  final  disappearance  of  a  man  whom 
he  detested,  b\^  a  public  display  of  his  dis- 
like to  him.  His  demeanor  in  the  thea- 
tre, they  said,  was  so  marked  that  every- 
body noticed  it;  it  was  one  of  indecent 
exultation.  Neither  story  is  true.  It  is 
true,  however,  that  Mr.  Gladstone  was  at 
the  theatre  that  evening,  and  it  happened 
in  this  way: 

Among  Mr.  Gladstone's  near  friends 
were  the  Earl  and  Countess  of  Dalhousie, 
both  of  them  now  dead.  They  lived  at 
that  time  in  Hereford  Gardens.  Mr. 
Gladstone  was  in  the  habit  of  proposing 
himself  to  dine  there.  In  the  after- 
noon of  this  day  he  had  sent  a  note  to 
Lady  Dalhousie,  asking  if  he  might 
dine  that  evening  at  qnarter  past  eight 
o'clock.  She  answered  it  by  the  mes- 
senger who  brought  it,  saying,  "  Come, 
by  all  means,  but  come  at  half  past  seven, 
and  go  with  us  to  the  Criterion  Theatre, 
where  we  have  a  box."  He  came  ac- 
cordingly, Mrs.  Gladstone,  I  think,  with 
him.      They  dined,  and  drove  to  the  the- 


atre, which  they  reached  about  half  past 
eight. 

Down  to  that  time  the  news  of  Gor- 
don's death  had  not  reached  London.  It 
arrived  the  same  evening  about  nine 
o'clock,  and  appeared  in  a  Globe  extra. 
It  is  the  fashion  in  London  to  issue  what 
are  called  "contents  bills,"  and  the  news- 
boys who  sell  the  papers  display  these 
bills  to  the  passers-by  to  attract  their  cus- 
tom. Such  a  bill  was,  in  fact,  displayed, 
and  the  extras  containing  the  news  of 
Gordon's  death  were,  in  fact,  sold  that 
evening  in  front  of  the  Criterion  Thea- 
tre, but  not  till  after  Mr.  Gladstone  had 
passed  in. 

My  authority  for  this  narrative  is  Lady 
Dalhousie.  I  asked  her  whether  she  was 
certain  that  as  they  left  the  carriage  and 
entered  the  theatre — which  is  close  to  Pic- 
cadilly Circus — these  papers  were  not  on 
sale. 

"Perfectly  positive,"  was  hei*  answer. 
"  We  mu3t  have  seen  and  heard  the 
newsboys  if  they  had  been  there,  and  we 
must  have  said  something  about  it  to 
each  other  in  tlie  box.  But  nothing  was 
said,  and  no  one  of  us  knew  of  Gordon's 
death  till  we  left  the  theatre." 

This  may  seem  a  long  account  of  a 
trivial  incident,  but  I  suppose  no  calumny 
ever  did  Mr.  Gladstone  more  harm  than 
this,  or  was  ever  more  widely  believed. 
No  denial  was  credited,  and  this  circum- 
stantial account  of  events  as  they  actual- 
ly hap])ened  was  known  only  to  such 
friends  as  heard  it  from  Lady  Dalhousie 
herself. 

With  one  other  incident,  wliich  pre- 
ceded this,  I  will  pass  from  the  subject  of 
Gordon.  In  the  autumn  of  1884  Mr. 
Gladstone  was  making  that  progress 
through  Scotland —whicli  he  began  by 
an  elaborate  apology  for  his  ministry  and 
his  policy  to  his  Midlothian  constituents 
— and  continued  as  far  north  as  Aberdeen- 
shire. At  no  time,  nor  in  any  of  tlie  many 
speeches  he  made  during  this  progress, 
did  he  say  mucli  about  Egypt. 

It  was,  I  think,  on  the  20th  of  Septem- 
ber that,  on  his  return  southward,  he  ar- 
rived at  Brechin  Castle  as  Lord  Dalhousie's 
guest.  He  remained  there  tliree  daj's. 
The  morning  after  his  arrival  was  one 
long  to  be  remembered — as,  indeed,  are 
all  the  times  and  scenes  with  which  mem- 
ories of  Mr.  Gladstone  connect  them- 
selves. The  castle  is  in  itself  interesting. 
Lord  Dalhousie  was  one  of  the  simplest 
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and  most  g-eiiuine  characters  of  liis  time. 
Lady  Dalhousie  for  years  liad  been  a 
reio-nin^'-  beauty.  Both  were  amon^-  the 
intimate  friends  of  ^Ir.  and  Mrs.  Ghid- 
stone.  The  company  gathered  at  tlie 
castle  to  meet  the  Prime  ^Minister  consist- 
ed, for  the  most  part,  of  intimate  friends. 
or  of  men  in  public  life  whose  eminence 
made  their  coming-  desirable.  Autumn 
was  in  its  early  glow  and  splendor — a 
Scottish  autumn,  less  magnificent  in  in- 
finite variety  of  gorgeous  color  than  an 
American  fall,  but  softer,  more  delicate 
in  its  gradation  of  tint,  and  with  an  at- 
mosphere nothing-  less  than  intoxicating 
in  its  freshness.  The  castle,  of  red  sand- 
stone, sat  steadfast  on  its  clitf.  where  the 
older  part  of  it  had  sat  for  centuries. 
The  birds  sang  in  the  trees:  the  stream 
which  flowed  beneath  the  ancient  castle 
walls  sang  and  rippled  and  murmured. 
The  park  lay  in  all  the  beauty  of  sun- 
shine and  shadow,  hill  and  vale.  Nature 
was  all  peaceful  and  lovely. 

If  I  dwell  on  this  scene  of  external 
peace  and  beauty  it  is  for  the  sake  of  con- 
trast, because  it  forms  a  brilliant  back- 
ground ..gainst  which  the  thunder-cloud 
that  was  to  gather  becomes  the  darker. 
For  it  was  on  this  morning  that  the  mem- 
orable despatch  from  Gordon,  describing 
Mr.  Gladstone's  conduct  as  an  "indelible 
disgrace."  was  published.  The  Rrst  paper 
which  reached  Brechin  Castle  was  the 
Dundee  Adverfiser.  which  had  been  laid 
on  the  library  table  about  ten  o'clock. 
Mr.  Gladstone  had  breakfasted  in  his 
room,  come  into  the  library,  and  was  writ- 
ing letters  at  a  table  in  the  corner,  facing 
the  window  through  which  ""  streamed  the 
red  autumn  sun."  I  opened  the  paper, 
and  on  the  page  o})posite  the  editorial 
page  Gordon's  despatch,  head- lined  and 
double-leaded,  blazed  out. 

I  read  it.  and  looked  over  to  Mr.  Glad- 
stone. He  was  writing  tranquilly,  and 
his  face  wore  his  ordinary  expression. 
Plainly,  he  had  not  seen  the  despatch. 
It  was  not  a  despatch  one  could  take 
pleasure  in  handing  him.  but  was.  of 
course,  one  he  ought  to  see.  and  see  at 
once.  After  hesitating  a  moment.  I 
folded  the  paper  with  this  telegram  out- 
side, walked  across  the  room,  laid  the 
Advertiser  on  the  table,  telegram  upper- 
most, and  said:  "Tlie  Advertiser  has 
just  come  in.  'Mr.  Gladstone.  Perhaps 
you  have  not  seen  it."  Without  lifting 
liis    eves,  he   thanked    me.  and   went    on 


writing:  it  was  characteristic  of  him  to 
tinish  the  business  he  had  in  liand  before 
turning  to  any  other. 

A  moment  later  he  took  v.p  the  paper, 
his  eye  instantly  fell  on  the  telegram,  and 
he  read  it  through.  As  he  read,  his  face 
hardened  and  whitened,  the  eyes  burned 
ar?  I  have  seen  them  once  or  twice  in  the 
House  of  Conauons  when  he  was  anger- 
ed— burned  with  a  deep  fire,  as  if  they 
would  have  consumed  the  sheet  on  which 
Gordon's  message  was  printed,  or  as  if 
Gordon's  words  had  burnt  into  his  soul, 
which  was  looking  out  in  wrath  and 
flame.  He  said  not  a  word.  For  per- 
haps two  or  three  minutes  he  sat  still,  his 
face  all  the  while  like  the  face  you  may 
read  of  in  I\Iilton  —  like  none  other  I 
ever  saw.  Tiien  he  rose,  still  without  a 
word,  left  the  room,  and  was  seen  no 
more  that  morning. 

It  may  perhaps  seem  to  the  reader  who 
maintains  his  independence  of  judgment 
that  the  whole  story  of  the  relations  be- 
tween Mr.  Gladstone  and  Gordon  is  not 
very  creditable  to  Mr.  Gladstone.  Possi- 
bly not.  But  it  illustrates  a  side  of  his 
character  which,  in  many  circumstances 
of  life,  was  marked.  He  was  never  at  a 
loss  for  a  i-eason  against  liking  a  man 
who  either  stood  in  his  path,  or  crossed 
his  purpose,  or  absorbed  too  much  out  of 
the  general  stock  of  popularity,  or  tilled 
too  large  a  space  in  the  public  eye.  Not 
one  of  these  reasons  would  seem  to  him 
the  true  one. 

Most  men  who  have  risen  to  great 
place,  and  administered  great  affairs  for 
a  long  time,  have  achieved  much  of  their 
success  by  good  judgment  of  men.  They 
have  known  how  to  choose,  and  to  choose 
in  time,  the  men  who  could  do  the  work 
which  had  to  be  done — the  work  which, 
alike  in  public  and  private  business,  when 
transacted  on  a  great  scale,  no  man  can 
himself  attempt  in  its  totality.  But  this 
judgment  of  men  has  never  been  one  of 
Mr.  Gladstone's  strong  poin.ts.  He  has 
had.  of  course,  in  each  of  his  four 
administrations,  very  distinguished  col- 
leagties.  His  cabinets  have  been  made 
up.  in  part,  of  able  and  suitable  col- 
leagues. But  to  a  great  extent  these 
cabinet  colleagues  have  been  chosen  for 
him. 

As  Mr.  Bagehot  says,  the  legislature 
chooses  for  its  main  committee,  which  is 
the  cabinet,  the  men  iu  whom  it  has 
most  conlidence.      ""  It  does  not,  it  is  true, 
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choose  them  directly;  but  it  is  nearly 
omnipotent  in  choosing'  them  indirectly." 
Any  Prime  Minister  who  undertook  to 
select  for  himself,  and  to  disregard  the 
implicit  selection  of  the  House  of  Com- 
mons, would  soon  find  himself  in  a  mi- 
nority, or  find  himself,  as  has  every  now 
and  then  happened  to  a  would-be  Prime 
Minister,  wholly  unable  to  form  a  cabinet 
or  government  at  all.  Without  election, 
without  any  ballot  secret  or  open,  with- 
out formalities  or  express  action  of  any 
kind,  the  House  indicates  clearly  its  judg- 
ment upon  its  own  members  who  are  or 
may  be  candidates  for  cabinet  office. 
Within  this  group  a  Prime  Minister  has 
some  liberty  of  selection;  outside  of  it  he 
can  hardly  go. 

Mr.  Gladstone  did  sometimes  go  out- 
side it,  and  in  every  instance  with  conse- 
quences injurious  to  himself  and  his  gov- 
ernment. So  conservative  was  he  that 
there  was  for  a  good  while  a  whole  list  of 
men  •whom  he  regarded  as  having-  a  pre- 
scriptive right  to  office — old  Whigs  and 
old  i^arty  hacks  out  of  sympathy  with 
the  House — not  in  the  movement,  as  the 
French  would  say — outworn  so  far  as 
their  political  usefulness  was  concerned. 
Yet  they  appeared  regularly  in  cabinet 
after  cabinet.  Their  experience,  their  de- 
partmental training,  their  connections, 
overbalanced  in  Mr.  Gladstone's  mind  all 
considerations  of  fitness.  They  had  not 
the  respect  of  the  departments  they  were 
called  upon  to  rule.  They  had  not  the 
ear  of  the  House.  In  the  country  they 
were  regarded  as  fossils ;  tliey  belonged  to 
a  paleontological  period  of  politics.  But 
to  Mr.  Gladstone  they  were  necessary  men, 
and  it  took  a  long  succession  of  mishaps 
and  misadventures  to  convince  him  that 
they  were  not  only  worthless  but  mis- 
chievous. 

Naturally,  he  was  slow  to  recognize  ris- 
ing merit ;  the  young  men  in  the  House  re- 
mained, as  a  rule,  almost  unknown  to  him. 
If  he  thought  of  them  at  all,  either  there  or 
in  the  House  of  Lords,  he  thought  of  them 
as  youngsters  who  perhaps  had  in  them 
the  material  for  subordinate  posts.  I  have 
avoided  mentioning  names,  but  will  men- 
tion Lord  Roseber\^,  because  neither  to 
Mr.  Gladstone  nor  to  him  need  the  men- 
tion be  offensive.  The  two  men  had  long 
been  friends,  .so  that  the  elder  had  had 
ample  opportunity  to  know  what  the 
younger  was  good  for.  He  thought  him, 
in  1881,  good  enough  for  the  Under-Secre- 
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taryship  of  the  Home  Office,  and  when,  in 
1883,  after  two  years'  experience.  Lord 
Rosebery  resigned  that  post,  Mr.  Gladstone 
was  content  to  dispense  with  his  services 
until  the  end  of  1884,  when  he  invited 
him  into  his  cabinet  as  First  Com  mis- 
sion er  of  Works  and  Lord  Privy  Seal. 
It  was  not  till  1880  that  Mr.  Gladstone 
offered  him  the  Secretaryship  of  State  for 
Foreign  Affairs— a  post  for  which  public 
opinion  had  long  before  designated  him, 
and  one  in  which  he  showed  a  very  high 
order  of  diplomatic  capacity.  Lord  Rose- 
bery's  career  in  the  Foreign  Office  during 
that  administration  of  188G,  and  after- 
ward, from  1892  to  the  end  of  Mr.  Glad- 
stone's fourth  Premiership,  is  the  best  com- 
ment on  the  reluctant  perception  of  his 
chief. 

Mr.  John  Morley  supplies  an  illustration 
of  a  dilferent  kind.  It  was  to  Mr.  Morley 
that  I  referred  as  the  one  cliief  exception 
to  Mr.  Gladstone's  rule  of  admitting  no- 
body to  his  confidence  who  was  not  of  the 
Church  of  England.  He  chose,  or  accept- 
ed, Mr,  Morley  as  his  chief  adviser  on  the 
question  of  home-rule  for  Ireland.  He 
could  not  have  had  a  worse.  Mr.  John 
Morley's  brilliant  abilities  were  all  of  a 
kind  which  made  him,  on  that  question, 
the  least  safe  of  the  man}^  counsellors 
among  whom  Mr.  Gladstone  might  have 
sought  help.  That  is  to  say,  home-rule 
was,  from  first  to  last — from  the  cradle  to 
the  hearse,  as  Grattan  said  —  before  all 
things  a  matter  of  sentiment.  To  form  a 
judgment  upon  it — a  judgment  on  which 
it  was  prudent  for  a  statesman  to  act — 
you  needed  to  have  no  sentiment,  nothing 
but  a  knowledge  of  the  facts  and  cool  com- 
mon-sense. But  Mr.  John  Morley  was  ever 
a  man  of  sentiment.  Not  as  to  home-rule 
only,  but  on  other  great  questions,  he  al- 
lowed himself  to  be  swayed  by  feeling, 
and  even  by  passion.  "Hysterical  pas- 
sion,'' said  Matthew  Arnold,  "is  the  be- 
setting danger  of  men  of  letters  on  the 
platform  and  in  Parliament.'' 

Yet  Mr.  Gladstone  chose  Mr.  ^Morley  not 
only  to  advise  him  about  Ireland,  but  to 
govern  Ireland.  He  made 'him  Chief 
Secretary  for  Ireland  at  the  most  criMcal 
period  of  the  home-rule  struggle.  I  don't 
think  I  need  enlarge  on  tliat.  For  you 
may  agree  with  Mr.  Gladstone  about  home- 
rule,  or  you  may  disagree  with  him,  but 
at  least  you  wall  consider  that  the  ques- 
tion was  one  w^hich  ought  to  have  been 
determined    on    imperial    grounds    by    a 
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slalesiiiJinsliii)  wliicli  put  hysterics  far  on 
one  side,  wliicli  would  liave  nothing-  lo  say 
to  llie  literary  or  feminine  view,  wliieli 
would  I'euiain  deaf  to  appeals  based  on 
mere  sympathy — a  statesmanship  of  which 
reason  and  clear  political  sense  were  ihe 
guiding"  influences. 

A  great  deal  of  history  lias  yet  to  be 
written  on  that  subject.  When  the  truth 
comes  out,  when  the  true  motives  of  the 
cliief  home-rulers  become  known,  when 
Mr.  Ghidstone  and  M\\  Parnell  and  :\rr. 
John  Moi'ley  are  seen  in  the  relation  they 
really  held  to  each  other,  history  will  have 
something  to  say  of  much  interest  to  the 
world.  The  facts  will  put  Mr.  Gladstone 
in  a  position  he  might  not  like;  he  may  be 
left  with  a  fiercer  light  beating  on  him 
than  lie  could  bear.  But  the  truth  will  be 
known,  and  one  element  of  the  truth,  and 
of  Mr.  Gladstone's  failure,  will  be  his  in- 
capacity to  judge  of  men,  and  to  select 
instruments  for  the  ])olicy  he  washed  to 
carry  out. 

The  Midlothian  campaigns  were  turn- 
ing-points in  Mr.  Gladstone's  career.  I 
have  described  them  elsewhere  at  sucli 
leng-th  tbat  I  will  not  now  go  over  them, 
but  1  may  say  that  the  second,  if  not.  in 
fact,  also  the  first,  is  i)robably  one  cause 
of  his  subsequent  })lunge  into  home-rule 
for  Ireland.  What  was  called  his  prog-- 
ress  til  rough  Scotland  was  enong'h  to 
turn  any  man's  head.  I  tliink  it  con- 
vinced Mr.  Gladstone  that  Scotland  cer- 
tainly, and  probably  England,  would  fol- 
low^ him  in  any  new  political  adventure 
upon  which  he  should  think  fit  to  enter. 
Tliere  was  something  regal  in  his  attitude. 
He  was  ever,  like  Agamemnon,  a  king 
among  men.  save  on  those  occasions  when 
he  abdicated  his  sovereig-nty  for  the  mo- 
ment and  rendered  again  to  his  subjects 
the  homag-e  which  they  had  bestowed 
uj)on  him. 

It  was  not  only  from  the  people,  from 
tlie  multitude,  that  he  learned  to  regard 
himself  as  one  ai)art.  He  was  crowned 
in  drawing-rooms  as  well  as  in  the  street. 
The  lawsof  etiquette  were  broken  through, 
much  to  his  discomfort  at  first,  and  until 
it  was  ex])laiiied  to  him  why  it  was  done 
on  this  Scottish  occasion.  One  of  his 
hosts,  who  no  more  than  himself  liked 
to  depart  from  accepted  usages,  said  that 
he  looked  u])on  ^Nlr.  Gladstone  in  Scot- 
land, and  [it  this  period,  as  entitled  to  a 
precedence  not  elsewhere  or  at  other 
times  his  due.      He   was  not  onlv  Prime 


^Minister.  He  came  to  Scotland  as  the 
elect  of  Scotland:  it  was  Scotland  which 
had  lifted  him  to  the  political  throne  he 
then  occupied,  and  was  doing-  her  best  to 
keep  him  there. 

"In  England.  I  should  treat  him  as 
other  Prime  ]^Iinistei-s  are  treated,  his  only 
social  precedence  deriving  from  his  Privy- 
Councillorship.  In  Scoilaiid  I  treat  him 
as  the  first  personage  in  Tuis  ancient 
kingdom." 

And  so  he  walked  in  lo  dinner  with  his 
hostess,  and  great  peers  followed  comfort- 
ably after  this  greater  commoner.  Wher- 
ever he  went,  rules  relaxed  before  him. 
and  the  surg-e  of  the  multitude  about  him 
was  incessant.  An  Emperor,  perhaps  a 
President. perhaps  some  great  po])ular  hero 
like  Garibaldi,  may  have  drunk  as  long 
and  as  deep  these  dang-erous  draughis  of 
popular  idolatry.  They  are  few.  at  any 
i-ate;  and  alone  among  all  merely  political 
leaders.  I  think,  has  ^Iv.  Gladstone  been 
acclaimed  and  worshipped  day  after  day 
and  week  after  week  by  a  people  which, 
like  the  Hebrews  of  old  and  also  the 
Hebrews  of  to-day,  thinks  itself  a  chosen 
people. 

The  intoxication  of  all  tliis  lasted.  Mr. 
Gladstone  was  never  a  man  to  set  great 
store  by  the  opposition  of  other  men.  nor 
by  any  opinion  not  his  own.  He  had  a 
deep  faith  in  his  own  infallibility.  When, 
therefore,  he  had  to  choose  between  relin- 
quishing power  and  retaining  it  by  the 
destruction,  or  at  least  the  division,  of  the 
United  Kingdom  over  which  he  ruled. 
he  elected  to  retain  it.  The  voice  of  Scot- 
land rang  still  in  his  ears. 

Now  Scothiiid  holds,  with  respect  to  it- 
self and  its  ])lace  in  the  political  system 
of  wliicli  it  is  a  |>art.  much  the  same  opin- 
ion which  New  England  holds.  It  is  a 
nursery  of  ideas.  What  Scotland  thinks 
to-day,  England  will  think  next  week, 
say  tlie  people  north  of  the  Tweed.  Mr. 
Gladstone  is  one  of  them.  He  knows  the 
toughness  of  mind  whi(di  distinguishes 
the  Scot.  He  might  well  say  to  himself, 
"If  I  have  bent  them  to  my  will.  I  can 
bend  anybc>dy."'  Whatever  he  said,  it  was 
less  than  two  years  after  he  had  made 
his  royal  progress  through  that  portion 
of  his  dominions  that  he  resolved  on  the 
first  of  those  three  measures,  each  one  of 
which,  in  succession,  was  devised  to  con- 
fer a  different  form  of  ])olitical  indepen- 
dence on  Ireland.  The  failure  of  the  first 
never  shook    liis    faith   in   the  soundness 
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of  the  second.  He  believed  in  the  third 
with  equal  fervor;  and  there  is,  I  appre- 
hend, no  doubt  that  in  something'  or 
other  called  home -rule  for  Ireland  the 
old  man  believed  to  the  end  as  strongly 
as  he  did  in  the  winter  of  1885  and  the 
winter  and  spring-  of  1886. 

II. 

The  year  1883  was  known  as  the  dyn- 
amite year.  Then  it  was  that  the  Iri.sli 
conspiracy  against  England  culminated 
in  an  attempt  to  terrorize  the  English 
people.  It  was  onlj^one  more  proof  how 
wide  apart  are  the  minds  and  natures  of 
the  two  races.  Anybody  wlio  undej'stands 
the  English  understands  that  the  surest 
way  to  harden  their  hearts  is  to  try  to 
frighten  them.  But  the  attempts  on  Lon- 
don clubs  and  bridges  and  railway  sta- 
tions, and  the  threats  against  English 
statesmen,  had  to  be  met.  All  the  lead- 
ing members  of  the  cabinet  were  protect- 
ed. I  met  one  day,  in  a  shop  in  Bond 
Street,  Mr.  Trevelyan — he  had  not  tlien 
succeeded  to  the  title  he  now  bears— Chief 
Secretary  for  Ireland,  his  hair  fast  whiteji- 
ing  under  the  agony  of  his  awful  respon- 
sibilities. We  w^alked  away  together,  and 
as  we  left  the  shop  Trevelyan  said,  with  a 
kind  of  queer  shyness,  '*  I  hope  you  don't 
mind  these  men."  "  These  men  "  were 
two  detectives  in  plain  clothes  from  Scot- 
land Yard,  who  hung  about  the  doorway, 
looked  sharply  at  me  as  we  passed,  and 
followed  us  close  till  we  reached  Picca- 
dilly and  there  parted.  I  met  Trevelyan 
not  long  after  at  dinner.  After  the  la- 
dies had  gone  up  stairs,  the  talk  turned  on 
dynamite  and  murder,  and  somebody  said 
to  him,  "  I  suppose  you  are  well  looked 
after  and  go  armed?"  For  answer,  he 
took  a  revolver  from  the  breast  pocket  of 
his  dress-coat,  and  said  to  his  host,  "  I  am 
very  sorry,  but  I  was  not  allowed  to  come 
here  without  this  and  the  men  you  saw  in 
the  hall." 

No  doubt  Mr.  Gladstone's  life  was  then 
in  some  danger.  No  man  was  safe.  Mr. 
Gladstone,  however,  was  not  supposed  to 
run  so  much  risk  as  some  of  his  min- 
isters, especially  Sir  William  Harcourt, 
then  Home  Secretary,  and  as  such  a  shin- 
ing- mark  for  Irish  assassins,  since  the 
Home  Secretary  is  head  of  the  police.  Sir 
William,  I  think,  was  never  without  a 
guard.  His  great  stature  and  bulk  made 
him  an  easy  target  for  a   shot,  had  any 


ruflian  ever  found  the  right  moment  to 
fire  it  with  safety  to  himself — the  latter 
a  consideration  which  these  gentlemen 
never  neglected.  But  Mr.  Gladstone's 
somewhat  erratic  habits  and  defiant  tem- 
per made  it  difficult  to  keep  him  under 
surveillance.  I  believe  he  refused  to  be 
shadowed,  and  the  men  who  looked  after 
him  had  to  do  it  as  best  they  could 
without  his  knowledge.  Often  he  gave 
them  the  slip  altogether.  I  will  say 
something  presently  of  his  wanderings 
in  the  street  by  night,  but  I  come  now  to 
an  incident  about  which  I  happened  to 
know. 

It  was  the  night  on  which  the  Queen's 
birthday  was  celebrated.  The  Queen  was 
born  on  the  24th  of  May,  but  her  birthday 
is  officially  kept  on  tlie  Saturday  following 
when  the  24th  is  not  a  Saturday — some- 
times perhaps  on  some  other  day  of  the 
week.  This  year  the  official  dinners  were 
of  course  given  as  usual,  and  Lady  Gran- 
ville's party  had  crowded  the  Foreign  Of- 
fice, just  as  if  no  whisi)er  of  assassination 
had  ever  reached  anybody's  ears  or  dis- 
turbed the  tranquillity  of  London.  The 
Prince  of  Wales  had  dined  with  the  Prime 
Minister.  The  dinner  and  party  over,  Mr. 
Gladstone  and  Mrs.  Gladstone  were  to  go 
down  to  the  Durdans,  Lord  Rosebery's 
place,  near  Epsom,  for  the  Sunday.  I  was 
to  go  down  by  the  same  train,  and  was 
asked  to  be  at  the  station  in  good  time, 
and  to  take  my  revolver  with  me.  I 
thought  it  a  needless  precaution,  but  I 
obeyed.  The  train  was  to  leave  Waterloo 
Station  at  midnight. 

Mr.  Gladstone's  movements  were  not 
advertised  beforehand,  and  nobody  ^vas 
sup])osed  to  know  that  he  was  to  travel 
by  this  train.  At  quarter  to  twelve  the 
station  was  rather  more  crowded  than 
usual  at  such  an  hour,  but  this  was  easily 
explained  by  the  holiday  traffic.  I  found 
an  inspector,  and,  without  mentioning  Mr. 
Gladstone's  name,  but  saying  that  we 
were  a  party  going  to  the  Durdans,  easily 
had  a  compartment  reserved.  Ten  min- 
utes passed,  and  no  Mr.  Gladstone.  The 
crowd  seemed  rather  to  thicken  than  di- 
minish, but  had  no  air  of  waiting  for 
anybody  in  particular. 

A  moment  later  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Gladstone 
appeared,  walking  rapidly,  as  he  always 
did.  Instantly  there  came  a  rush  of  peo- 
ple—a com])act  mass  beai'ing  straight 
down  upon  him.  The  station  was  dimly 
lighted,  a  great  part  of  it  in  shadow.      I 
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could  not  see  anylliiiiu:  that  looked  like 
police,  oi"  even  any  raHway  otiicial  but 
a  ])oi'ter,  and  the  suddenness  of  the  move- 
ment sug"f^"ested  that  mischief  might  be 
meant.  In  a  few  seconds  the  crowd  had 
reached  Mr,  Gladstone,  surrounded  him, 
and  were  cheering".  They  wei'e  not  as- 
sassins at  all,  but  admirers,  who  had  recog- 
nized him  from  afar  and  gave  him  their 
usual  g-reeting-.  They  escorted  him  to  the 
I'ailway  carriag-e,  saw  him  safely  in,  tar- 
ried till  the  train  moved  off,  gave  liim  a 
linal  hurrah  and  "God  bless  you  I"  and 
so  departed.  Mrs.  Gladstone  looked  a  lit- 
tle ))ale.  The  rush  liad  startled  lier. 
They  had  driven  from  the  Foreign  Ofiice 
quite  by  themselves — no  j)olice  in  attend- 
ance, none  at  the  station,  because  no  one 
knew  where  they  wei-e  g'oing. 

That  was  but  one  of  a  hundred  occa- 
sions when  the  Irish  who  believed  in 
murder  as  a  ])olitical  instrument  might 
have  worked  their  will  on  the  then  hated 
Prime  Minister.  ]\Ir.  Gladstone  seemed 
wholly  unaware  that  he  had  been  in  dan- 
ger, nor  do  1  sup})ose  he  ran  any  I'isk  at 
Waterloo.  The  danger,  if  any,  was  in 
and  al)out  the  Foreign  Ofiice,  crossing 
from  his  house  on  the  other  side  of  Down- 
ing Street,  or  returning  there  after  the 
party;  and  there  was  little  chance  of 
any  tliat  night,  l)ecause  Downing  Street 
swarmed  with  police. 

The  railway  journey  from  Watei'loo  to 
Epsom  by  an  ordinary  ex})ress  is  half  an 
hour,  and  fi-om  Epsom  to  Lord  Rosebery's 
])lace  is  ten  minutes'  drive.  But  the 
Southwestern  Rail  way  was  never  in  those 
days  equal  to  an  emergency,  or  ca})able  of 
handling  the  extra  trailic  brought  by  a 
holiday.  So  it  was  half  past  one  Sunday 
morning  when  we  reached  Epsom.  Not 
a  woi'd  was  said  in  the  train  l)y  anybody 
about  wliat  had  ha])pened  at  Waterloo.  I 
lialf  wished  it  had  occurred  to  'Mv.  Glad- 
stone that  some  mischief  had  been  ])Ossi- 
ble.  Whatever  else  he  had  or  had  not, 
he  had  courage,  and  to  see  the  face  light 
up  [ind  the  eyes  glow  in  the  presence  of 
])eril  wonld  have  been  much.  He  talked 
of  everything  else — of  ])asL  and  ])resent 
])olitics,  of  his  own  career.  es[)ecially  of 
the  fr(M'- trade  pai't  of  it.  and  even  asked 
a  question  or  two  about  America.  A  very 
interesting  hour  and  a  half,  of  whicii  I 
should  like  to  say  mttrt\ 

Near  the  end  of  tiie  long  gallery  of  the 
Durdans,  wlien  we  arrived,  a  tea  tal)le 
was  laid.      "'  Tea  has  been  waiting  for  vou 


more  than  an  lunu*."'  said  our  liostess; 
"  but  there  will  be  fresh  tea  in  a  mo- 
ment."" Mr.  Gladstone  said.  no.  he 
would  like  it  as  it  was.  A  cup  was 
poured  out  for  him.  ])erfectly  black— a 
fine  si)ecimen  of  what  in  England  is 
sometimes  called  footman's  tea  —  tea 
which  has  been  made  in  the  pantry  ac- 
cording to  the  notions  there  prevailing, 
then  brought  uj)  to  stand  till  anybody 
chooses  to  drink  it:  a  lukewarm,  poison- 
ous decoction. 

"Do  you  expect  to  sleep  after  a  cup 
of  tea  as  strong  as  that  :"  Mr.  Gladstone 
was  asked. 

"  Sleep  ?  Certainly.  Why  not  ?""  he  an- 
swered. 

And  ^Irs.  Gladstone  added.  "  Oh,  no- 
thing ever  keeps  William  awake!"' 

So  he  drank  his  black.  Stygian  draught 
and  went  to  bed.  and  reapjieared  next 
morning  ratiier  late,  as  his  habit  was.  for 
he  read  letters  and  cleared  off  a  quantity 
of  work  and  had  breakfast  in  his  room 
before  coming  down. 

"  Did  you  slee])  well  ?"" 

"  Eight  hours  without  a  break,"  was  the 
answer. 

He  had  no  nerves,  or  nothing  of  what 
in  these  modern  days  passes  for  nerves. 
That  iron  frame  was  not  to  be  affected 
by  a  dish  of  tea  more  or  less. 

It  does  not  follow  that  he  did  not  take 
care  of  himself,  or  that  ]\Ii'S.  Gladstone, 
whose  vigilance  was  unsleeping,  did  not 
look  after  him.  It  is  only  that  he  knew 
what  he  could  do.  Sleep  was  a  thing  he 
could  not  do  without.  Seven  and  a  half 
or  eight  lioui's.  that  was  his  rule.  Gen- 
eral Butler  used  to  say  that  if  he  were 
not  asleep  within  five  minutes  after  his 
head  touched  the  pillow,  he  sent  for  a 
doctor.  Wakefulness  meant  illness.  The 
points  of  likeness  between  Mr.  Gladstone 
and  the  rather  too  celebrated  ex-general 
and  ex-Governor  of  Massachusetts  are  not 
v^Ty  numerous,  but  they  had  in  common 
this  belief  in  the  medical  elhcacy  of 
sleep.  If  ]N[r.  Gladstone  had  one  mental 
ciiaracKM'istic  moi'e  distinctly  marked 
than  another,  it  was  his  power  of  abso- 
lutely excluding  any  given  subject  fi'om 
his  mind,  and  concentrating  his  whole 
intellectual  energy  on  some  other  sub- 
ject. Always,  whatevei*  it  was,  one  at  a 
time.  In  tlu:'  same  way  he  could  and 
would  exclude  all  subjects  when  the  time 
came  for  rest. 

On  the  other   hand,  mental  inactivity 
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was  impossible  to  him  when  awake.  He 
had  an  accident  one  winter.  Going-  up 
the  icy  steps  leading  from  Downing 
Street  into  St.  James's  Park,  lie  slipped, 
fell,  and  struck  the  top  of  his  head  on  tlie 
step  above  with  some  violence.  The 
head  was  badly  cut.  He  was  kept  in  bed 
for  ten  days.  Soon  after  I  met  him  at  a 
party,  and  asked  about  the  accident  and 
his  recovery.  To  the  last  there  was  al- 
ways a  j^outhful  buoyancy  in  him  which 
at  times  seemed  almost  boyish.  Down 
he  went  on  his  knees,  crying  out.  "You 
can  see  the  scar  now."  And  there  it 
was,  an  ugly-looking  scar  enough,  though 
the  wound  had  healed,  as  a  wound  can 
heal  only  when  the  fiesli  is  perfectly 
healthy. 

"  But  the  cut  was  nothing,"  he  went  on. 
"  I  suppose  Clark  was  afraid  there  might 
be  a  slight  concussion  of  the  brain.  He 
has  kept  me  in  bed  all  these  ten  days. 
That  I  could  endure;  but  he  forbade  me  to 
read,  he  forbade  me  to  talk,  he  forbade 
me  to  think;  I  was  to  be  a  mere  animal 
till  he  gave  me  leave  to  be  myself.  They 
are  the  worst  ten  days  of  my  life.  Never 
before  was  I  asked  to  force  my  brain  to 
be  torpid  while  I  was  awake.  And  for 
ten  days!  Think  of  ten  days!  I  have 
not  forgiven  Sir  Andrew.  There  are  ten 
days  gone  out  of  my  life — and  the  number 
of  my  days  is  counted." 

The  allusion  to  his  age  was  one  that  by 
this  time  had  become  frequent  with  him, 
both  in  public  and  in  private.  I  liave 
probably  quoted  before  elsew^here,  but  it 
is  so  striking  a  remark  that  I  will  quote 
again  what  Sir  Andrew  Clark  said  of  him 
when  well  past  seventy  years  of  age: 

"There  is  no  physiological  I'eason,  so 
far  as  I  can  see,  why  Mr.  Gladstone 
should  not  live  to  be  a  hundred  and 
twenty."  This  immunity  from  physical 
decay  did  not  come  to  him  without  care. 
He  had  never  been  reckless,  as,  for  ex- 
ample, Prince  Bismarck  lias  been  reckless, 
about  diet  and  drink.  I  don't  know  that 
any  of  the  hj^gienic  crotcheteers  could 
allege  Mr.  Gladstone  in  aid  of  any  par- 
ticular hygienic  whim.  He  was  never  a 
vegetarian  nor  a  teetotaler,  nor  ever,  in 
the  medical  sense  of  the  word,  dieted.  He 
let  things  alone  which  did  not  suit  him: 
that  seemed  to  be  his  main  rule.  An  odd 
illustration  came  under  my  eyes  once.  A 
dish  of  cutlets  had  been  handed  about  at 
a  small  dinner — there  were  but  six  ])eo- 
ple  at  the  round  table — which  he  had  re- 


fused. Mrs.  Gladstone  said,  "You  had 
better  take  one,  William;  they  are  excel- 
lent." 

So  the  dish  went  back  to  him;  he  ate 
his  cutlet  and  called  for  another;  then 
came  a  question  how  they  were  cooked. 
"With  pdU  de  foie  gras,''  said  the 
hostess. 

Mrs.  Gladstone  held  uj)  her  hands  in 
horror.  "It  is  one  of  the  things  he  can- 
not eat.  But  are  \'ou  sure  they  were 
cooked  with  foie  gras  f 

A  diffei'ence  of  opinion  arose;  there 
was  a  di.scussion  ;  finally  our  hostess  sent 
for  the  cJief.  He  arrived  in  all  the  glory 
of  his  white  clothes  and  white  cap  and 
grand  manner.  "  Out.  Madame  la  Com- 
tesse;  c'est  hien  du  foie  gras  que  fy  ai 
mis.'' 

It  was  an  anxious  moment,  but  Mr. 
Gladstone  laughed,  and  declared  he  had 
discovered  ilmi  foie  gras  was  what  suited 
him  best  since  he  had  grown  old.  And 
next  morning  he  was  blithe  as  ever,  and 
the  cutlets  had  no  evil  consequences  of 
any  kind. 

In  the  general  election  of  1868,  when 
Mr.  Gladstone  was  beaten  in  South  Lan- 
cashire, he  found  a  refuge  in  the  water- 
side borough  of  Greenwich.  lie  sat  for 
that  rather  odd  constituency  for  twelve 
years.  I  doubt  whether  he  did  not  feel 
that  such  a  position  was  unworthy  of 
liim.  He  sat,  said  an  oi)ponent,  rather 
bitterly,  as  junior  colleague  to  a  gin-dis- 
tiller. But  it  was  a  safe  seat,  and  the 
value  of  a  safe  seat  is  very  great  to  a 
man  in  Mr.  Gladstone's  position — to  any 
man  in  public  life  who  may  have  to  take 
office  under  the  crown  which  he  can 
only  hold  as  a  member  of  the  House  of 
Commons.  It  is  not  merely  that  on  ac- 
cepting office  he  must  resign  his  seat  and 
may  fail  of  re-election.  He  may  chance 
not  to  be  returned  at  the  general  election 
itself,  and  so  find  himself  outside  the 
House  at  the  moment  when  otherwise  he 
might  be  called  on  to  form  a  ministry. 
It  is  for  such  emergencies  that  safe  bor- 
oughs exist.  If  there  be  none  vacant,  a 
vacanc}^  ^nay  be  created.  Some  faithful 
follower  accepts  the  Chiltern  Hundreds, 
which  is  supposed  to  be  an  olfice  under 
the  crown,  and  the  expectant  Prime  Min- 
ister is  returned  in  his  stead  by  an  obedi- 
ent constituency,  which,  indeed,  is  often 
willing  and  proud  to  discharge  this  rath- 
er menial  duty  of  finding  a  seat  for  the 
great  man. 
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During-  liis  sixty-tliree  years  of  Pai-lia- 
mcntary  sorvico  Mi*.  Gladstone  represent- 
ed but  [iv(!  constituencies.  The  fii-st  was 
Newark,  at  iii'st  a  pocket  borough  of  the 
Duke  of  Newcastle,  who  presented  Llr. 
Ghidstone  to  it,  or  it  to  Mr.  Gladstone, 
as  he  would  have  presented  to  liim  that 
chui-ch  living  for  which  the  great  poli- 
tician would  have  been  equally  fit.  He 
sat  for  Newark  from  1832  to  1846.  Next 
for  the  University  of  Oxford,  from  1847 
to  1865  —  the  place  he  cared  most  for, 
since  it  came  to  him  primarily  not  as 
politician,  but  as  scholar  and  Churchman. 
When  Oxford  would  have  no  more  of 
him,  he  migrated  to  South  Lancashire,  a 
division  of  the  great  county  in  which  he 
was  born,  and  that  lastctl  three  years 
more.  Then  came  Greenwich;  and  then 
Midlothian,  from  1880  till  his  witlidrawal 
from  Parliamentary  life  in  1894. 

Custom  requires  a  member  of  Parlia- 
ment to  pay  public  visits  from  time  to 
time  to  his  constituents.  Sometimes  they 
are  visits  of  compliment;  sometimes  to 
render  an  account  of  his  stewardship.  I 
went  twice  to  hear  and  see  Mr.  Gladstone 
on  such  occasions.  The  first  occasion 
was  when  he  spoke  at  Woolwich,  since 
erected  into  a  separate  borough.  I  drove 
down  from  London  v.'ilh  the  late  Mr. 
Asliton  Dilke,  a  Radical  whose  Radical- 
ism was  of  a  type  too  extreme  to  permit 
him  to  be  a  supporter  of  ]Mr.  Gladstone 
as  Mr.  Gladstone  then  was.  We  sat  to- 
gethei'  while  the  orator  spoke,  and  re- 
turned together.  As  we  left  the  hall  I 
asked  Dilke  what  he  thought  of  the 
speech. 

"You  know,"  he  answered,  "that  I 
am  no  friend  of  Mr.  Gladstone,  and  am 
out  of  all  political  sym})athy  with  liim. 
But  so  long  as  he  spoke  I  was  his  disci- 
ple. If  he  had  told  us  to  go  out  and  set 
fire  to  the  town,  I  should  have  gone." 

I  always  thought  that  a  good  example 
of  Mr.  Gladstone's  authority  over  his 
hearei's.  Ashton  Dilke  was  a  man  of 
intelligence,  sincerity,  strong  convictions. 
and  with  much  foi'ce  of  character.  Yet 
such  a  man  was  as  clay  in  this  oratorical 
potter  s  hands. 

On  the  platform.  Mr.  Gladstone  had  of- 
ten great  dignity  and  sometimes  distinc- 
tion of  manner.  So  had  he  in  private  life. 
But  there  were  times  when  his  demeanor 
left  something  to  desire.  One  of  his 
Greenwich  appearances  was  at  a  lunch- 
eon given  at  the  Ship  Hotel,  where  some 


two  hundred  people  sat  down.  The  com- 
mittee so  arranged  mattei-s  that  the  great 
body  of  those  present  were  .seated  before 
Mr.  Gladstone's  arrival.  The  room  was 
nearly  square,  and  the  door  by  wijich  he 
came  in  was  in  the  middle.  He  had 
therefore  to  walk  up  half  one  side  and 
half  the  length  of  the  other  side  to  his 
place  in  the  centre  of  the  table  at  the 
top.  As  he  entered  he  was.  of  course, 
cheered,  and  the  cneering  continued  till 
he  had  made  his  way  to  his  place.  I 
have  seen  Disraeli  in  a  similar  position, 
when  he  held  himself  straight  and  walked 
straight  on  till  he  reached  his  appointed 
chair;  then  he  acknowledged  with  a  grave 
bow  the  salutation  of  the  company. 

Mr.  Gladstone's  way  was  diU'erent.  He 
bowed  from  the  beginning  of  his  progress 
to  the  end.  As  lie  moved  at  right  angles 
to  the  audience,  he  could  only  face  them' 
by  turning,  and  as  he  cotild  not  very  well 
walk  sideways,  he  screwed  his  head  round 
over  his  right  shoulder,  and  went  on  bow- 
ing and  grimacing,  till  he  seemed  one  of 
the  sort  of  men  whose  visages,  as  Gra- 
tiano  says,  do  cream  and  mantle  like  a 
standing  pond.  The  attitude  was  con- 
strained, and  made  dignity  impossible. 
He  was  too  much  pleased  with  the  tre- 
mendous greeting  given  him.  and  show- 
ed that  he  was  too  much  pleased.  The 
muscles  of  his  face  seemed  no  longer 
under  his  coritrol  ;  his  walk  presently 
became  crablike;  he  bowed  low  and  ever 
lower;  the  humility  was  too  extreme  to 
be  quite  genuine;  his  authority  had  de- 
parted; he  seemed  to  recognize  in  this 
group  chosen  out  of  his  electors  his  mas- 
ters, and  he  bent  before  them  with  every 
mark  of  homage,  while  they,  on  their 
part,  were  rendering  homage  to  him,  and 
no  more  than  was  due.  The  spectacle 
was  painful;  it  was  as  if  the  great  man 
had  suddenly  become  less  great;  he  al- 
most cringed  before  men  who  held,  in  a 
sense,  his  immediate  political  fate  in  their 
hands. 

This  was  far  from  being  the  only  time 
wlien  3Ir.  Gladstone's  bearing  to  a  multi- 
tude grieved  his  most  fervent  admirers, 
of  whom  I  was  always  one.  It  was  nev- 
er pleasant  to  see  him  leaning  out  of  the 
window  of  a  railway  saloon  carriage  to 
acknowledge  the  greetings  of  a  dozen 
loafers  who  had  gathered  at  a  lonely  sta- 
tion in  Scotland  in  order  to  see  him  pass. 
In  later  years  he  had  grown,  like  actors 
on  a  ditferent  stage,  so  used  to  applause 
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that  he  could  not  do  without  it.  He  ac- 
cepted it  from  anybody.  He  was  g'iddy 
with  the  ever-shifting  fashions  of  democ- 
racy. On  really  great  occasions,  like  his 
public  appearances  in  the  streets  of  Ed- 
inburgh ill  tlie  various  Midlothian  cam- 
paigns, lie  was  more  himself.  Even  then 
lie  bowed  too  low  and  too  often,  and  his 
face  betrayed  too  plainly  his  intoxication 
with  the  applause  that  greeted  him.  His 
self-consciousness  belittled  him,  as  if,  at 
the  moment,  he  had  nothing  to  think  of 
but  himself — that  same  self  of  wh(mi  oth- 
ers were  thinking,  the  hero  whom  the 
world  was  hero-worshipping.  When  he 
spoke  he  had  to  concentrate  his  atten- 
tion on  his  subject,  not  on  himself,  and 
the  natural  nobilit}^  of  the  man  showed 
itself  —  a  pre-eminently  intellectual  no- 
bilit}^ 

This  abasement  grew  upon  him  with 
years,  and  it  was  perhaps  more  the  fault 
of  those  about  him  than  of  himself.  Al- 
most everybody  gave  way  to  him;  most 
people  flattered  him,  either  directly  or  by 
that  indirection  which  is  implied  in  the 
deference  to  his  opinion  which  he  came 
to  expect,  and  did  almost  always  receive. 
A  dissenting  opinion  affected  him  as  a 
kind  of  personal  disrespect.  He  was  ac- 
customed to  lay  down  the  law,  and  not  to 
have  his  rulings  questioned. 

There  was  a  man,  now  dead,  who  for 
man}'-  years  was  very  closely  associated 
with  Mr.  Gladstone  politically  and  per- 
sonally. He  came  to  have  much  influ- 
ence over  his  superior,  and  especially 
over  his  relations  with  the  outer  w^orld, 
since  it  depended  in  great  degree  on  the 
will  of  this  friend  whether  he  should  see 
those  who  applied  to  see  him,  or  not.  I 
asked  one  who  knew  them  both  well 
what  was  the  secret  of  A"s  influence  over 
Mr.  Gladstone.  "Unlimited  adulation," 
was  the  answer.  It  is  a  cynical  explana- 
tion, not  true  altogether,  but  true  enough 
to  indicate  the  power  by  which  Mr.  Glad- 
stone's simplicity  of  character  came  to  be 
affected. 

Far  otherwise  was  Mr.  Gladstone,  as  I 
said,  when  at  his  best.  He  was  to  be 
seen  at  his  best  at  the  opening  of  the  Law 
Courts  in  1882 — an  occasion  of  great 
splendor  and  ceremony,  the  Queen  her- 
self present,  and  Mr.  Gladstone  in  robes 
of  black  silk  and  gold  as  Chancellor  of 
the  Exchequer,  out  of  which  rose  the 
wonderful  head,  borne  with  a  stateliness 
for  which  anfi'ust  was  not  too  high  a  word. 


He  had  no  other  part  in  the  pageant  than 
to  be  one  of  the  procession  which  moved 
up  the  great  Gothic  Hall  and  took  place 
m  the  gallery  at  the  further  end.  This, 
therefore,  I  take  it,  was  a  true  expression 
of  character,  without  any  help  from  those 
intellectual  processes  which,  as  he  spoke 
from  a  platform  or  from  the  front  bench 
in  the  House  of  Commons,  elevated  and 
ennobled  him. 

Never  anywhere,  as  a  rule,  was  he  so 
fine  as  in  the  House,  whether  in  manner 
or  in  oratory.  There  he  had  an  a.scend- 
ency  which  was  undisputed,  save  by  two 
or  three  men— by  Disraeli  while  he  re- 
mained a  member  of  the  Lower  House, 
and  after  him  by  Lord  Randolph  Church- 
ill, and  by  hardly  any  third  person 
whomsoever.  He  moved  on  these  heights 
as  if  the  upper  air  were  natural  to  him; 
there  was  he  most  at  home  and  most  often 
his  best  self.  Yet  even  there  it  was  nevev 
very  hard  to  ruffle  him.  Disraeli  could 
make  him  white  with  anger,  and  Lord 
Randolph  could  always  draw  him,  and  to 
many  lesser  men  it  was  given  to  disturb 
his  Olympian  serenity. 

"Why  did  you  show  such  deference  to 
Manning  ?"  Tennyson  was  asked. 

He  answered,  "  Because  Manning  is  the 
distinguished  head  of  a  great  Church." 

A  similar  question  might  have  been 
asked  of  Mr.  Gladstone,  and  his  deport- 
ment in  presence  of  a  great  Church  digni- 
tary might  almost  be  described  as  Seward 
described  Dr.  Johnson's  when  presented 
to  the  xArchbishop  of  York — "  such  a  stud- 
ied elaboration  of  homage,  such  an  exten- 
sion of  limb,  such  a  flexion  of  body,  as 
have  seldom  or  never  been  equalled."  He 
carried  his  ecclesia^ticism  into  purely  so- 
cial relations;  his  piety  expressed  itself 
in  a  bow. 

But  he  had  not  less  deference  to  royalty. 
It  did  not  suffice  to  win  the  liking  of  the 
Queen.  Seldom  was  his  welcome  at 
court  very  cordial,  and  when  it  was,  it 
seemed  so  unusual  as  to  elicit  expressions 
of  delight  from  those  about  him.  "We 
dined  and  slept  at  the  Castle,"  said  a  mem- 
ber of  his  family,  "  and  the  Queen  was  as 
nice  as  she  could  be."  It  was  pleasant 
to  be  able  to  record  an  exception  to  the 
rule. 

One  of  Mr.  Gladstone's  colleagues — one 
who  did  not  love  him  overmuch,  nor  by 
him  was  ever  either  loved  or  wholly 
trusted — tells  an  anecdote  of  his  chief's 
amazing  memorv.      It  is  an    anecdote  of 
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what  occurred  during'  a  cabinet  ineetinir. 
on  wliicli  i-ests  the  seal  of  secrecy,  as  on 
all  cabinet  meetings.  But  since  this 
minister  told  it.  it  may  be  told  again. 
There  aro.se  a  question  of  constitutional 
u.sage,  on  which  ]\Ir.  Gladstone  took  one 
.side  and  the  minister,  who.se  department 
it  concerned,  anothei*.  The  ai'gument 
perhaps  leaned  to  Mr.  Gladstone's  side; 
but  argument  is  seldom  in  Knghind  a  final 
cause  of  political  action,  and  when  this 
colleague,  who  was  contending  against 
liis  nuister — as  he  had  good  right  to — 
found  himself  hard  pressed,  he  said. 
"  Tliere  is  no  precedent." 

"Yes,"  replied  M^'.  Gladstone,  "there 
is  a  precedent.  The  point  was  raised  and 
settled  in  Sir  Robert  Peel's  time,  and 
while  I  was  president  of  tlie  Board  of 
Trade  in  liis  cabinet." 

Then  ttirning  to  liis  private  secretary. 
Mr.  Gladstone  said: 

"If  yoti  will  please  go  to  tlie  socond 
desk  in  the  small  library,  the  third  draw- 
er on  the  right  hand,  in  the  last  compart- 
ment at  the  back  of  the  drawer,  you  will 
find  a  bundle  of  papers  tied  with  black 
ribbon,  dated  1845,  and  labelled  R.  P. 
Bring  me  that." 

It  was  brought.  Mr.  Gladstone  chose 
out  of  this  parcel  of  documents,  which 
liad  slept  for  forty  years,  the  memoran- 
dum he  had  in  mind,  opened,  and  read 
it  out  to  his  cabinet.  It  was  a  minute  by 
Sir  Robert  Peel  on  tiie  question  raised — a 
question  relating  to  trade — a  full  state- 
ment of  facts,  a  decisive  opinion  on  them, 
and  a  complete  answer  to  tlie  o'ujections 
now  raised  by  ]\Ir.  Glad.stone's  colleague. 
AVe  all  know  that  in  England  not  only 
liberty,  as  Tennysofl  afiirms.  but  law. 
and  many  other  things,  slowly  broaden 
down  from  precedent  to  precedent,  and 
that  a  ])recedent  is  apt  to  be  thought  a 
final  answer  to  evei'ything.  and  a  sutTi- 
cient  basis  for  any  act  or  policy.  It  was 
so  in  tliis  case.  ^Ir.  Gladstone's  will, 
with  a  single  ]n'ecedent  behind  it.  pre- 
vailed. 

"Now  I  ask  you."  said  the  minister 
wlio  told  the  stoi'y.  "how  are  you  to 
stand  up  aiiainst  a  man  with  such  a 
memory  as  that :"' 

There  was  no  answer  to  this  query.  In 
this  instance  it  was  tlie  transcendent  ful- 
ness and  accuracy  of  Mr.  Gladstone's  rec- 
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olleclion  which  carried  the  day  —  very 
l)ossibly  against  reason  and  against  con- 
venience. But  more  often,  far  more  of- 
ten, it  has  been  his  overmastering  will 
which  prevailed.  "  Thf^  will.""  said  Em- 
erson—  "that  is  the  man."  Mr.  Glad- 
stone was  endowed  from  the  start  with  a 
pi)wer  of  will  wiiich  to  the  last  he  re- 
tained, and  against  which  few  contend- 
ed with  success.  Add  to  it  his  amazing 
self-confidence — I  don't  use  the  phrase 
in  a  bad  sense — and  you  have  more  than 
half  the  secret  of  his  career.  Never  was 
intellectual  arrogance  equal  to  his.  ^Vith 
it  all  he  had  a  manner,  or  often  ijad.  of 
sucli  deference  to  those  with  whom,  he 
talked  as  removed  from  it  all  suggestion 
of  offence.  He  certainly  did  not  like  be- 
ing opposed.  It  is  doubtful  whether  he 
even  set  a  very  high  value  upon  advice 
or  counsel.  It  is  certain  tiiat  wi^en  he 
had  once  made  up  his  mind  it  was  no 
longer  accessible  to  argument  or  fact.  A 
judge  will  grant  you  a  new  trial  on  the 
ground  of  newly  discovered  evidence — 
never  Mr.  Gladstone.  He  once  explain- 
ed why  at  some  length,  and  with  a  frank- 
ness he  could  display  when  he  chose. 
The  talk  had  turned  on  the  length  and 
vigor  of  his  life.      He  said: 

"  Of  course  it  has  been  an  anxious  life. 
I  have  had  to  take  many  decisions,  often 
decisions  of  the  highest  importance  in 
public  atfairs.  I  have  given  each  one  of 
them  the  best  attention  I  could.  I  have 
weighed  arguments  and  facts,  and  made 
up  my  mind  as  best  I  could,  and  then  dis- 
missed the  sul\iect.  I  have  had  to  make 
a  great  many  speeches,  and  have  made 
them  as  well  as  I  knew  how.  and  tliere 
an  end. 

"  But  if.  after  I  had  taken  a  decision  or 
made  a  speech.  I  had  begun  to  worry 
over  it.  and  say  to  myself.  "  Perhaps  I 
ouirht  to  have  given  greater  weight  to 
tills  or  that  fact,  or  did  not  fully  con- 
sider this  or  that  argument,  or  might 
have  put  this  consideration  more  fully 
in  my  speech,  or  turned  this  sentence 
better,  or  made  a  stronger  appeal  to  my 
audience — if  I  had  done  this  instead  of 
doina"  my  l)est  while  I  could  and  then 
totally  dismissing  the  matter  from  my 
mind.  I  should  have  been  in  my  grave 
twenty  years  ago." 

What  answer  can  be  made  to  that? 
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IT  was  Kobiuson  Brown  who  made  tlic  dis- 
covery that  (Jraeme  Elphiustone  had  nev- 
er won  any  kind  of  a  i;()lf  prize  althon**!!  he 
had  been  a  incniber  of  tlie  Marion  Connty  Club 
ibr  more  than  twenty  years.  It  was  astonish- 
in  <;-,  in  eredibU',  but  after  the  Kxeeiii  ive  Commit- 
tee had  taken  the  matter  up  and  gone  carefully 
over  the  prize  list  from  the  very  tirst  page,  it 
was  seen  that  Brown  was  right — the  liame  of 
(Jraeme  Elphiustone  was  conspicuously  absent 
from  that  roll  of  immortal  fame.  When  this 
l)ainful  task  was  ended,  tlie  nieml>ers  of  the 
Executive  Committet^  leaned  back  in  their 
chairs  and  exchanged  glances  of  sorrowful  dis- 
may. What  were  they  to  do  in  the  face  of  a 
situation  so  unparalleled?  How  was  it  pos- 
sible that  Elphiustone  liad  escaped  ? 

"Buthe  has," growled  Montague,'*  and  that 
Jirgues  a  defect  in  the  system  somewhere.  Once 
again,  what  are  we  going  to  do  about  it  T' 

"It's  something  of  a  distinction  in  itself, 
isn't  it?"  suggested  Aldcrson.  •'  Migiit  we  not 
award  him  some  kind  of  a  cu[)  in  recognition 
—  er — of  bis  extraordinary  career  as  a  non- 
I)rize  w  inner  ?" 

"  Golf  is  not  charity,"  ({noted  the  Fiend,  aus- 
terely. 

"  Of  course  not,"  laughed  Robinson  I)r()wn, 
"  but  it's  u  pretty  fair  business.  Now  I'm  not 
much  of  a  player,  but  I  did  very  well  last  s(  a- 
son  for  a  man  without  any  detinite  occupation 
in  life.  I  entered  every  one  of  the  seventy -six 
comi)etitions,  and  cleared  a  tritle  over  eight 
tliousaud  dollars  in  ])late.  Really,  gentlemen, 
I  don't  know  how  1  should  e\er  have  got 
through  the  hard  winter  of  190.5  if  the  dei)art- 
ment  stores  had  not  offered  me  a  very  generous 
late  of  exchange  in  the  matter  of  flannels  and 
groceries.  I  actually  lived  for  three  months 
u[)on  the  pioceeds  of  the  (inoid  ('li((ll('ii(jc 
Ci-ox.s  for  Class  M  pla\ers.  and  Robinson 
Brown,  Jr.,  would  not  l»e  at  Princeton  now  if 
it  were  not  tor  that  l)lessed  Lurhtucditiin  (iiji 
and  your  kindness.  geiitleuuMi,  in  kee|>ing  my 
haiuiicap  at  litty-fonr."  And  Brown  i.ulled 
out  a  l»ig  bandanna  handkerchief  and  ]irocee<l- 
ed  to  tleck  away  an  imaginary  tly  on  his  nose. 

I  think  we  were  all  more  or  less  aft'ectt'd  as 
we  remembered  what  a  bra\e  tight  dear  <dd 
Brown  had  made  against  a  veritable  sea  of 
troubles — wrong  stance,  imjtossible  giip.  golf- 
elbow,  and  I  don't  know  what  all.  Of  course 
we  had  helped  him  out,  for  that  was  the  wa.\ 
we  did  things  at  Lauriston.  When  a  nuMuber 
fell  into  pecuniary  difficulties  we  did   not  in- 
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suit  him  by  ])assing  around  a  subscription  pa- 
l>er  or  by  doling  out  soup  tickets;  not  at  all  ; 
we  simi)ly  raised  his  handicap  allowance;  an(l 
incica.sed  our  orders  at   the  medal  factory. 

"  But  Elphiustone  is  well  otf,"  objected  Mon- 
tague :    "  he  doesn't  nc'd  assistance." 

••Tiiat's  not  the  (luestion,"  retorted  15ob 
Challis.  inii)atiently.  "He  has  never  won  a 
l)rize  of  any  description,  and  the  fact  is  a  re- 
llection  upon  the  club  that  must  be  removed 
at  any  cost.  We  have  a  tournament  to-mor- 
row, at  medal  play,  for  the  t'nuums  Pi(iieh-l)oirl 
J'cirfcr,  and  Elphinstom*.*s  present  luindicap  is 
minus  four.  I  move  that  it  be  raised  to  i)lus 
eighteen."  The  motion  w  as  adopte<l,  iicm.  ran., 
and  the  committee  rose. 

Well,  the  bliml  handicap  for  the  Pnnch-bonl 
rcivfcr  canu'  off,  and  Elphiustoue's  gross  score 
of  8"2  was  an  easy  winner  when  reduced  by  the 
liberal  allowance  of  eighteen  strokes.  We  all 
l>ressed  forward  to  congratulate  him  upon  his 
accession  to  tlu'  nol)le  army  of  cui)-winiHMs, 
but  he  waved  aside  our  outstretched  hands 
and  deuKinded  an  immediate  audience  of  the 
(ireen  Committee.  Upon  its  being  accorded 
Elphiustone  confessed  that  he  had  tried  a  few- 
practice  putts  upon  the  fourth  green  tlu^  nn)ru- 
ing  of  the  match,  and  was  conseijuently  dis- 
(lualitied.  There  was  no  getting  around  this, 
and  the  renter  went  to  the  Fiend,  104-72-32. 

We  were  all  very  sorry  for  Elphiustone,  and 
the  committee  tried  in  several  ways  to  gix'e 
him  another  chance  at  the  ))rize- barrel,  i)ut 
without  success.  Something  alwa'ys  happened 
at  the  last  nM»meut  to  knock  out  the  unlucky 
Elphiustone.  and  linally  he  refused  altogether 
t(»  hand  in  his  cards,  alleging  as  an  excuse 
that  his  ill  fortune  was  too  persistent  to  be 
overcome.  Too  bad!  for  by  this  time  his 
handicai)  was  away  up  in  doiil)le  ligures,  and 
on  one  occasion  he  niighr  lia\»'  won  Marion 
('(iiintji  Mil;/.  X((.  i:U.^.  ill  the  remarkable  score 
of  four  strokes  net.  had  he  not  torn  up  his 
score-card  at  the  very  last  hole,  simply  because 
he  had  failed  to  Inde  an  eighteen-foot  putt. 

There  was  just  one  more  chance  during  ihis 
])i-eseiit  season,  and  that  was  the  regiii;ii  aii- 
tiiuiii  toiiriianieiit.  conducted  under  medal  and 
uiatch  rules  foi'  the  jxjssession  of  the  Tantdlns 
LoriiKj-Cnj).  -AW  ornate  ]iiece  of  massive  plate 
that  took  two  men  to  carry,  and  whose  cost 
was  about  e(|iial  to  the  annual  salary  of  a 
bank  })resi(lent.  It  was  certainl\-  woitli  win- 
ning, and  it  was  hinted  Ciinoflicially  ofc(uirse) 
that  it   was  to  go  to  ICIphinstoiie,  ami  that  it 
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\\()ul(l  lie  ;i»  niucli  as  a  man's  iiifiultiMsliii)  was 
Morlli  to  w  in   it  ()\fr  Uir  ]i(.i.r  Idlow's  lit-atl. 

Well.  Tlir.m-li  tlu-  luck  of  ihr  (haw.  Kl- 
^iliiiistoiif  was  oltli-f(l  To  dispose  in  Micci->si(.n 
ol'  t»\(  r.\  crack  i>la.\fr  in  the  clult.  and  K'i)ldn- 
soii  IJrow  11.  ot'  all  Mien,  was  h-t't  in  w  it  li  liini  lor 
tlic  linais.  Tlic  contt•^t  would  liavdly  Ik-  worth 
miiidi  from  the  ^oltiu.i;-  point  of  vn-w.  set-in- 
that  Klphinstone  could  easily  uive  IWown  two 
>tr«dses  a  hole,  hllt  the  -allerv  nevertheless 
turned  out  in  fon-e.  1L\  t'i_\  liod  y  wanted  to 
>ee  for  the  last  time  the  man  who  hail  never 
won  a  pri/.e  in  twenty  \ears  of  play  at  the 
Marion  County  (iolf  Club". 

It  was  a  l.ri^uht.  ulorions  Octol.er  morninu-. 
iind  Ivo'oinson  iJrown  was  on  the  ground  ar 
an  early  hour,  practising-  hrassie  shots  and 
luiinin^-  up  short  aitproacho.  Klphinstone 
Mdl  remained  in  the  seclusion  of  his  hiun- 
hh'  home  a  short  <listaiice  away,  and  I  fan- 
cy that  few-  amoni;-  that  hrllliant  uallery 
tliar  were  assembling-  aioiuid  the  liist  tt-e 
would  have  recouiiized  the  favorite  of  the  day 
in  the  wan-faced,  sad-eyed  man  sittinu-  in  a 
<larkened  room,  and  nervon>ly  awaifin-:-  the 
fatal  stroke  of  ti'U.  lint  jierhaps  it  is  jiist  as 
well  that  our  (U-dinary  hiiniaii  eyes  are  as  yet 
unprovided  with  the  X-niy  appliance.  No 
memiier  of  the  Marion  County  Cliil>  could  ha\  e 
fathomed  the  meanin.u-of  that  piteous  specta- 
cle— a  str   n>i  man  in  his  auon\. 

■•It's  of  no  u>e.  Mai\.""  said  Klphinstone. 
sadly,  to  his  dexoted  wite.  in  an;-wer  to  the 
mute  apjieal  in  her  eyes.  •■  Kve  fou-ht  a-aiiist 
this  thini;-  for  Twcnt\-  \ear>.  and  now  the  end 
has  come.  1  can't  put  up  a  had  eiioui;!!  uame 
to  let  Kohiiison  lirown  l-.ai  me.  a  man  who 
]>o>>e>ses  a  liea\  fii-hoi  ii  ueiiius  tor  Iboz'.iiii:-. 
And  \et  it  i>  hard— hard  to  Ix-  oMiued  to  win 
^1  prize  after  all  these  years  (d'  t'alsifyiiiu  si-oies. 
sl_\  ly  kitd\iiiu-  my  hall  into  nnidayalde  ii<-s.  and 
i:.--otiatin,u  short  ]nitts  with  my  e\es  shut. 
Ami  we  were  so  happy  in  our  liumhle  way  of 
livini:-.  our  little  income  jusi  >nlticient  for  our 
need-,  and  iiot  «\en  the  care  of  a  solitary 
<daret-jnu-  to  wciuh  upon  our  ndiids."  Hi> 
\(uce  liroke.  and  his  breast  hea\ed  with  a 
dry.chokinu-  sob. 

••  Uiit  we  must  be  brave."  continued  (iraeme 
Klphinstone.  with  a  mighty  etiorr.  "We  will 
take  turns  in  >it  t  in^  uj*  niLihts  to  unard  that 
-accnised  piece  of  i)late.  ;inil  ]terhap^  by  the 
lirst  of  next  month  1  may  lie  able  to  >et  eiioui:]i 
.aside  from  m\  slender  salaiy  To  hire  a  safe  ib- 
]>osit  vault,  r.nt  I  b-ar  that  .lohnny  will  ha\«' 
To  le;ive  school,  and  Klleii  mii-T  L:ive  up  her 
iiiaiio  le->(m>.  Von  know  a-  w.il  as  I  i\n  That 
the   Dditahis   Lnri,ni-<'<ij>  is  but   the  beiiinniiii:- 

of  the  deln-e.       We  are   lost  '." 

■•(.rat'iiie."  said  Mr-.  Klphinstone.  with  a 
re>oliiie  linu  in  her  voice.  ••  I  can'T  till  why  I 
know  iT.  but  I  feel  siil  »•.  ab>olu  tely  sure.  tlniT 
thei'c  is  yet  some  wa>'  oiiT  of  this  miserable 
bu>im'ss.  See  liow  nici'l',  1  have  oiled  the 
urips  of  your  club.««:  it  is  almo>t  impov>ible 
To  1h)M  them  aT  all.     Now  ^o:  u  wants  but  ti\e 


minuTes  of  the  li.iiir.  Heaven  v^  ill  not  desert 
our  Just,  tliouirh  humVde  cause  while  a  bunker 
remains  upon  the  Marion  County  course." 

••  Anun  !"  echoed  Klphinstone.  fervently,  and 
with  liowfdhead.  'Jhen  straighteuini;  up.  and 
with  a  new  li^ht  in  his  eyes:  ••  "i'l'U  have 
uixeii  me  new  faith,  new  courage:  1  believe 
that  the  opporrunity  w  ill  Jlre^enr  itself,  tljat 
the  way  «»f  escape  will  open.  We  have  not 
worked  and  sutiered  all  these  veais  that  our 
imitation  oak-tinished  sideboard  shouhl  ^roan 
beneath  the  weight  t>f  a  sixteen-thousan«l-dol- 
lar  uolf  cup.  I  can  cheerfully  slave  and  toil 
tor  you.  Mary  dear,  and  for  our  beloved  chil- 
dr«n.  but  1  will  not  spend  my  very  life-blood 
in  payini:  storage  and  iusuraiiCe  charges  njion 
an  inartistic  monstrosity  that  is  neither  food, 
drink,  nor  good  ch)thes  to  w  ear."  And  Graeme 
Klphinstone  luought  his  mighty  list  down  upon 
the  t'amily  iHidiitiiiimt  with  a  crash  that  fairly 
dislocated  the  photographic  reproduction  of 
Mr.  llutchinsoirs  famous  full  swing.  (Poor, 
siinitle-mimied  Klidiinstoiie  I  he  knew  naught 
of  Mr.  litd)inson  lhi>w  n's  advantageous  con- 
tracT  with  the  departnieur  slores.  ^ 

••  Cnhnnl  llixjit  w  ill  ^urely  protect  his  own.'' 
miuinured  Mrs.  Kli»hinstone.  as  she  watched 
her  husl)and's  Tall  form  siriding  rapidly  down 
The  road  To  The  club-hoiise.  ••  KeT  uie  not  for- 
ger in  my  ]>rayers  ihaT  losT  ball  is  lost  lu)le." 

It  w  as  To  be  expecTed  That  ElphiusTone  would 
ouTclass  Ko])inson  Ibow  n.  bur  no  one  had  suji- 
posiMl  Thar  The  laTter  could  be  ai-iually  seven- 
teen lu)les  down  ar  The  ending  oi  the  tiist 
round.  Klphinstone  had  played  luidly  emmgli. 
but  Ibow  ii's  t'ottzling  had  l>eeu  something  sui»er- 
human.  He  pla\«'d  as  though  insi)ired  ^as.  in- 
deed, he  was  by  ;i  hijit  t'roiu  the  Kxecntive  Com- 
iiiiTTee  .and  Klphi  lisToiie  lould  not  have  losT  a 
hide  if  he  had  jilayed  w  irh  his  eyes  shut.  The 
home  hole  was  haht-d  liy  The  i>ure  accideuT  of 
a  long  luiTT.and  The  nioiiiing  jday  ended  wirh 
Klphinstone  sexfiiieeii  lip  and  eighreen  to  go. 
Klphinstone  was  as  white  as  a  sheer  when  we 
Went  into  the  elub-house  lor  1 II iiclieon.  liu t  we 
put  it  down  to  m  rvoiis  excitement  at  the 
]iro>pecr  of'  wi lining  the  magniticeiir   TaninJns 

I.in-uiil-Ciiji.  \\r  tried  to  eliciUliage  him  by  ;i-- 
snr:il;ce.-s  I  hat  he  coulil  noT  lio.->il.ly  hoe.  buT  he 
ret'iised  to  be  i« un t'or f ed .  and  lunched  in  gloomy 
>eclu>ion  upon  a  bi>ciiiT  and  a  soda  lemonade. 
Krown.on  ihe  conriary.  was  rhe  cenrie  o\  an 
uproarious  circle  who  drank  iham]»agne  ar  his 
expense,  and  chaTtingly  otiered  odds  of  a  hun- 
dred thousand  to  one  against  him.  And  IVix-wn 
took  all  the  bets. 

Now  ir  is  an  unwritten  law  of  the  club  thaT 
The  ]iiincii>als  in  rlu'  hisT  round  ot"  an  impor- 
taiit  match  shall  wear  all  The  medals,  irosses, 
and  similar  small  insignia  which  rht-y  may 
lia\-e  wtui  in  previous  coiiTe>ts.  The  cu>Tom 
is  a  pieturesiiiie  one.  and  lirowii  was  certainly 
a  resplendent  spectacle  as  he  stepjied  to  the 
Tee  111  l-fsponse  to  the  nd'elee's  call  of  time. 
Kighiy-nine  medals,  stars,  and  crosse>.  by  ac- 
tual count,  w  ere  displayed  Upon  his  am|de  per- 


•HE    WAS    SIMPLY    IXCRUSTED    WITH    GOLD    AND    GLITTEK 


SOU  :  l;e  was  simply  iiu-vnsreil  with  >:old  :uul 
iilitTer.  :iiui  lookeil  I'or  all  The  worui  like  au 
liuiian  ii]ol  our  i\>r  a  holiday  c:u\  upon  some 
iieiiilil'oviiiii-  deity.  But  i.is  liiiet'  iniiie  and 
»rl»>ry  was  one  enormous  gold  medal,  about  the 
s;::e  of  a  soup-plate,  that  he  wore  suspended 
from  a  chain  around  his  neck.  This  medal 
had  been  awarded  to  Brown  for  his  remark- 
able record  in  holing  the  long  course  in  sixty- 
nine  minutes  actual  time — number  lU'  strokes 
not  given.  Brown  had  a  way  of  alluding  ti^  this 
rt'cord  witlu»ut  mentioning  the  word  ?<-:/'»'(>. 
and  tliis  omission  led  literal-miudedi  persons 
into  forming-  erroneous  conclusions  as  lo  Mr. 
Brown's  standing  in  the  world  i^f  goli'.  How- 
ever, we  all  have  our  weaknesses,  and  n.>  one 
could  be  deceived  wr.o  had  seen  Brown  nlav. 


KiphinstoriC  luul  uuul(>  a  poor  tee  shot,  and 
it  was  Bri'iwn's  turn  to  play.  As  he  addressed 
his  ball,  the  full  force  of  ihe  sun  caught  the 
]iolisluMl  surface  oi  the  big  medal,  and  the  sud- 
I'en  da/ze  seeuicd  to  ilisioncert  h:nn  He  stood 
there  apparently  forgetful  of  his  >urrouiuliugs. 
his  podgy  wh.ite  har.ds  mechanically  waggling 
the  club  and  his  miM  blr.e  eyes  tixedi  in  a  curi- 
ous glassy  stare.  ^Vhat  lould  be  the  ina:rer 
with  the  man  ' 

Klphinstor.e  had  been  watihiug  his  adver- 
sary intently,  and  now.  as  though  nun  ed  by  a 
sudden  impulse,  he  stepped  forward  and  whis- 
pered a  tew  words  in  Brown's  e.ar.  The  latter 
noibled  ;in  assent,  and  then  drove  what  any 
gtMtiug  reporter  wotild  have  described  as  a 
I.I.  an   two-hundreil-vard  raker.      A<   a    nuitter 
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of  lad,  it  did  carry  tin'  f^rccn,  one  liundrcMl  and 
foil y-s«'V('M  yards  away,  and  the  hole  was  his 
ill  two.  l''d[)liinst()n«'  sixtcfii  np  and  sc\cn- 
tccn  to  play. 

After  I)i()\vn  liad  won  font  teen  straii;lit  liolcs 
l.y  |1m>  most  Mia<dnn(dike  and  perfect  of  uolf. 
A lilcrson.  of  1  lie  Executive Connnir tec,  nnniautMl 
to  ^ct  liini  to  one  side  and  renntnst  la  ted  witii 
jiini.  IJrown  dcidarcd,  with  evciy  show  of 
sincerity,  that  he  had  been  doin^  his  ntniost  to 
l)]ay  (.If.  l»Mt  that  the  hall  innild  liml  ils  way 
into  the  hole.  ''  I'm  .<;t)in,i;-  to  press  every  shot 
aftt'i-  this,"  lie  concdnded,  tinudly.  *•  Tiiat 
on;;ht  to  do  the  bnsiness,  don't  yon  think  ?" 

'•  15e  snre  that  it  does,"  rctnrned  Alderson, 
with  cold  severity.  "rnderstaiul  (dearly. 
Jirown,  that  there  mnst  he  no  more  triliinu'  in 
this  matter.  It  is  some  live  years  since  yon 
l)e<;an  fecdin,-;-  at  the  ]>nldic  crih.  and.  as  the 
Finul  has  well  said.  "  ( Jolf  is  m.t  (diarity."  If 
Elphinstone  doesn't  win.  look  ont  lor  s(|nalls.'' 
Well,  Brown  did  the  next  fonr  holes  ea(di  in 
;i  stroke  bcdow  ])ar.  and  tlie  score  stood  ail 
S(inaie,  with  one  hole  to  play.  Brown  had  the 
honor,  of  conrse,  at  tin;  ci.nhtecnth  tee.  and  he 
looked  us  tlionuh  he  were  abont  to  collapse  as 
he  ])repared  to  drive. 

"Toi>  it  into  tho  pond,"  admonished  Aider- 
son,  in  a  loml  sta«;e-wliisper.  '•  Von've  doiu'  it 
often  enough  when  it  wasn't  necessary." 

The  wre  died  nnin  gasped,  shnt  his  eyes 
tight,  and  literally  threw  his  clnb  at  the  pa- 
tiently waiting  "gntty."  It  was  beantiful  to 
see  the  ball  cleave  the  air  as  straight  and  hard 
as  though  shot  out  of  a  rille  barrel — thei-e  !  it 
had  carried  the  green  —  it  was  rolling  trne  for 
the  cup — down  in  one  I 
Shame! 

The  "gallery"  shonted  the  execration  as 
one  man.  and  Brown  opened  his  eyes  oidy  long 
enough  to  see  what  he  had  (hnie  and  to  cower 
beneath  the  lightning  scorn  that  tlamed  upon 
him  from  every  (luarter.  Then  he  fell  down 
in  a  tit,  and  was  carried  otVto  t  he  horse-irongh 
by  t  wo  of  the  grooms. 

Jove!  but  it  was  line,  the  ])lucky  way  in 
which  i:iphinstone  took  his  defeat.  He  was 
very  (luiet,  bnt  curiously  (du'crfnl.  and  he  even 
insisted  on  shaking  iiands  with  IvNdiinson 
Ib'own  when  that  scoundrtdly  hypocrite,  very 
wet  and  very  i)cnitent,  presented  himself  at 
the  batdc  door  of  the  clnb  and  tried  to  explain 
away  his  abominalde  conduct.  The  T(nil(ilii-< 
LovuKj-Cup  was  hastily  handed  over  without 
any  of  the  usual  jollilicat ion  and  speeidi-mak- 
ing.  and  then  Alderson  compas>ionat(dy  bun- 
<lled  him  intc.  a  cab  and  sent  him  honu\  while 
a  meeting  (d"  the  full  board  was  immediatelx 
called  to  consider  the  (luestion  of  his  (Expul- 
sion from  the  club.  It  was  a  sericuis  >ituaiion. 
for  you  recall  the  wagers  that  Brown  had 
taken  against  himself  at  \W  ridiculous  odd> 
of  one  hundred  thousand  to  one.  He  had  won 
no  less  than  eighty  million  dollars  by  his 
tricdcery,  and  bankruptcy  stared  us  all  in  the 
face. 


It  is  six  montlx  later,  and  I  add  a  jiost- 
script.  Ivol)inson  Brown  is  still  a  member  of 
tile  eliib.  but  (Jraeme  Klphinstoiie  has  resign- 
ed, and  is  tiow  li\ing  somewhere  out  West.  It 
\\as  the  w  ('»dc  after  he  went  away  that  we  re- 
ctdved  his  explanation  in  a  letter  to  Alderson. 
It  seenrs  that  Brown  had  involuntarily  hypno- 
tized himstdf  while  adndring  the  glitteiing 
ladiaiu'c  ot'  his  l>ig  gold  medal,  and  Elphin- 
stone had  grasped  the  situation  and  had  taken 
advantage  of  it.  Poor  Brown  had  been  but 
a  i)uppet  in  his  hamls  for  the  whole  of  that 
rtMuarkable  tinal  r(Uind.  and  of  conrse  A\as 
perfectly  innocent  of  any  sharp  piactice.  In 
nniking  this  aimizing  communication  Elphin- 
st(uu'  ex])ressed  no  regret  tor  his  extraordinary 
conrse  of  action  except  by  wpy  of  apology  to 
Brown,  and  when  we  eame  to  think  it  over 
tliere  really  seemed  to  be  no  tenable  ground 
of  otfence.  It  was  not  as  tlnuigli  Elphinston.e 
had  iri)))  the  Tduinln^  L(n•hll|-Cllph\\\\s\^^\(■\\o- 
logical  coup:   it  sinqdy  remained  a  myst«M-y. 

Ot"  course  Brown  was  reinstalled  with  all 
the  honors.  We  set  tied  the  bets  by  giving  him 
oni-  I.O.r.'s  lor  the  several  auKUints.  and  Brown 
used  them  as  tu(d  wherewith  to  cook  a  cLating- 
dish  of  oysters  a  l,i  C'hamberlin.  They  were 
d(dicions:  it  is  not  often  that  one  has  a  chance 
at  a  (diating-dish  supi.er  that  cost  sSOjOOCl.OOO. 
It  was  at  this  sup})er  that  Brown  read  some 
(Extracts  tVoui  anotluM-  letter  that  he  had  just 
receivtMl  from  E.lphinstone. 

••He  send>  lots  of  h.ve.  and  says  that  he  is 
very  happ_\."  said  Brown,  glancing  o\er  the 
pages.  •■  They  hav(>  organized  a  golf  clul«.  and 
it  must  b(>  an  iuld  one.      Just  listen  • 

•••Xo  (dub-house — simply  an  old  stone  barn, 
with  a  big  lireplace  at  one  end  and  the  club- 
nniker's  beindi  at  the  other. 

•••No  society  functions,  ncn'  afternoon  tea. 
There  isn't  a  red  coat  nearer  than  a  thousand 
miles,  and  the  only  relVeshment  allowed  is 
Scotcdi  and  >oda. 

•'  •  No   hamlica])  i)rizes. 

••  •  No  prizes  of  any  kind,  except  a  spring  and 
autumn  medal  (valne,  tifty  cents),  and  one 
idnillenge-cup.  w  hi(di  must  bt>  \v(M!  ninety-nine 
eonsecuti\  I'  times  to  become  any  one's  abs(dute 
pi'operty.      We  call  it  Tin:  Crr.' " 

••  (iracious  Bogie  !"  gasited  M(Uitagne.  •'  No 
elub-h(Uise.  no  >oeiet.\.  no  tea.  no  handii'aps. 
What  di^  they  ha\  e.  then  ?" 

••Ju>t  goltV  ]mt  in  the  Silent  Minihir.  with 
an  (unphasis  that  made  everybody  jumi). 

••What  rot  !"  ejatulated  the  /"/(//(/,  recover- 
ing hiinsel  t".  ••Come,  you  lellows.  and  Indpnii- 
\M\vk  the  spring  ]irize>  :  I  se(>  the  express  wag- 
ons ha\(' ju>t  dri\(Mi  up.  By-the-way.  Ibowii, 
it's  your  turn  to  win  the  May  Scratch  e\cnt. 
W'r.iidi  would  you  rather  have,  a  silver  deck 
with  gold  UKUiiiiings  av  a  Inuise  and  lot  .''" 

But  K(d)inson  lb-own  answcM'cd  n(>ver  a 
word:  he  was  staring  absent-mindedly  into 
\\\o  tire. 

••  Just  g(df  I"  he  mnrmnred.  under  his  breath, 
'•  What  an  idea  !' 


THE    AMBITIOUS    FOX    AND    THE    UNATTAINABLE    GKAPES. 

BY    GUY   WETMORE    CARRYL. 


A  FAiniKii  built  around  his  crop 

A  wall,  and  crowned  his  labors 
By  spiiukling  glass  upon  the  top 


To  lacerate  his  neighbors, 

Provided  they,  at  any  time, 

Should  feel  disposed  the  wall  to  climb. 
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lie  also  drove  some   iron    pcirs  His   pulsion  lie  could   not   resirain. 

Secui-ely  in   the  eopini:-,  liiit   >i.outed  out.   "You're  tiiie\  ish  !"' 

To  tear  the   Vr.xvv,  defeneeless   le<rs  The   lox   ief)Iied,  with   tine  di^dain, 

Of  bi-ats   who,  u{)\vard   <j:;r()pin,u-,  '•  ^'ome,  country,  don't   lie  iieevisii." 

Mi<i;ht   steal,  despite  the   risk    of   fall.  Now  ••  .-ountiv  "  is  an  epithet 

'I'he  fz:rM|)es    that    urew    ujjon    the    wall.  One  ean't    forgive   nor  yet   forget. 

One  morn   a    fox,  on   thieving   lient,  The   farmer  rutielv  answered   Imek 

A  crafty   and   an   old   one,  With   coniplinu-nt-   unvarnished. 

Most  shrewdly   tracked   the   pungent   scent  And   downwai'il   hurled  the  l-rir-a-hrac 

Which   elo([uentiy  told   one  With   which   the  wall   was   garnislied  ; 

That  grapes  wei'e  ripe  and  gi-apes  were  good.  In  view  of  which  demeanor  strange 

And   likewise  in  the  neighboi-hood.  The  fox  retreated  out  of  range. 

He  threw  some  stones  of  divers  shai)es  "I  will  not  try  the  granes  to-day." 

The  luscious   fruit   to  jar  otl";  lie  cried;   •' my  appeiile  is 

It  made  him  sick  to  see  the  grapes  Fa-ti'iious.  and.  anyway. 

iSo  near  and   yet   so   far  oil";  I    fear  appendiciris." 

His  throws  were  strong,  his   aim   was   line.  The   fo\  was  one  of  t';e  il'id- 

JJut  "Never  touched   me  I"'  said   the   vine.  Wiio  call   it  sUi  instead   of  sed. 

The  farmer  shouted,  ''Drat  the  boys!"  THE  MORAL  is  tiiat   if  your  host 

And,  mounting  on   a   ladder.  Throws   ulass  around   his   entry. 

He  sought  the  cause  of  all   the  noise —  Yo'i   know   it   isn't  done  by  most 

No   farmer  could   be  madder;  Wlio  claim   to  be  the  gentry; 

Which   is   not   hard  to   understand,  Aiul   if  he   iiits  you   in   the  head, 

Because  the  ulass   had  cut   his   hand.  Vou   mav   lie  sure   he's   un^lerbred. 


GERM/N   AS   SHE   IS    COMMrxiCATED   BY  cause  of  -  The  e'oiifnsioii  of  Tougucs '' had  been 

SIGNS.  oviTcoiiie  I 

He  is  si)en(liiig  a  month  or  two  in  Vienna.  ^Yhen  his  light  tweed  trousers  were  retnni- 

He  speaks  English  tlnently.     He  speaks  Ereiudi  ed  to  him  the   next   week,  they  Avere   dyed   a 

a  little.     He  can   read  Italian   after  a  fashion,  nnit'orm  inky  bhud-:  1 
But  he  knows  no  German  whatever.      In   W- 

enna  one  day  his  stylographic  iteii  had  one  o*'  PEFIXI'l'E. 

its  chronic  attacks  of  inertia.      Ih'  blew  iiit<  X(^w"    that    ev(M'ybody   is    interested    in  the 

one  end  of  it;  he  siKd^ed  the  other  eml  of  it.  \\  hereabouts  ot"  men-of-war.  the  following  lit- 

He  unscrewed  it,  and   breathed  very  violently  tie  st(n-y.  as  told  by  Commodore  Kantz  of  the 

througli    its    ti}).      H(^    tapped    it    gently    but  na\y.  may    be    appreciated    by    many    t)f  onr 

steadily  on   to  the    bloiting-])ad  of   his    desk.  readers. 

Ho  shook  it  in  the  air  bet'ore  him.  and  behind  ••  Abont  the  1st  (d"  November.  l>(;i."  said  the 

liim,  and  all  around  him.  but  it  made  no  mark.  Commodore.  "I   called    to    ^ee  Eresident    Ein- 

ThiMi   h(»  walked  the  Ihxn"  with  it.  and  opetied  coin,  with  (ieneral  Eeiiver.  in  regard  to  \\\\  ex- 

the  witidow  to  throw  it  out.      He  raised  np  his  (  hangt\  being  at  the  time  a  ju'lsoner  of  war  (Ui 

voice  and   said    words  about    it.   and    he  cried  parole.      A\io'.ent  storm  was  i)revailing  at  the 

aloud  ill    his  wrath.       And   lo  !    wIumi   he  \\  as  time,  and    as  the   wind   whistled    llir(nigh    the 

not  exiiecting  it.  it  Uowed  suddenly  and   pio-  trees  of  the  White  House  grounds,  and  sheets 

fiiscly  —  not  upon  hisletter-paper.  but  niton  the  oi  water  dashed   against   the  windows  of  the 

knees  of  a   new  ])air  of  light   twt>ed   trousers.  Executive    Mansion,  onr    th(»iiglits    naturally 

Then   he   said  more  words.      And  he  took  the  turned  towards  t he  ]io(n' mariner,  and  especdal- 

trousers,  done  np  as  nearly   as  possible  to  re-  ly   to  Elag-Ofticer    Dniiont's  licet,  which    iiad 

seiiible   a    roll    of  music,  to    the    scourer    and  sailed  a  day  or  two  bet'ore. 

cleaner  npon  the  next  block.      In  order  to  t'X-  ••  General  Eeiiver  remarked  that  there  would 

plain  that  the  stains  were  of  ink.  not  of  stove-  he  great  anxiety  on  the  jiait   of  all  of  iis  as  to 

polish  or  of  shoe-polish,  he  called  the  attention  the  sat'ety  of  the  licet  nntil  it  was  heard  from, 

of  the  cleaner  and  sconrer  in  charge   to  a  hot-  and    added.  'I    sni)])ose.    ^Mr.    Eresident,    it    is 

tie  of  writing-tliiid  upon  the  neart>st  desk.     He  now-  so  near  its  (l«>siinat  ion  that  \o\\  would  not 

pointed    at     the    ink.  and    he    pointed    at    the  obji^ct  to  telling  ns  where  it  has  gone  to  ?'     Mr. 

spots.      He   nodded   his   head,   and    said    ••  sU"  Lincoln   looked  at    the  (ieiieial   a  moment,  as 

several    times.       The    sctuirer   ami    ch-aner   in  iliongh  he  w cicOoath  to  re\(\il  the  secret,  and 

charge  hr.d  a  ki'cn  sense  ot'  the  sitnaticm.  and  then    said.  'No.  (ieneral.  since    yon    and    your 

r(>plie(L  "Yah!     ^'ali !"      And    he    said.  •'Yah!  young  iriend  are  esjietdally  interested  in  the 

Y'ah  !"     Ami    they    both    smiled,  and   t'elt    that  navy.  I   ibui't    mind  telling    yon   that — it  has 

they    niideistood    eatdi     other,    and    that     tin'  g(me  to  sea."" 
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A  TRANSPOSITION. 

An  American,  who 
years  ago  served  as 
our  minister  toKSpain, 
was  fond  of  tolling;' 
the  following  joke 
iil)on  himself: 

Shortly  after  he 
had  become  settled 
in  his  new  home  lie 
was  bidden  to  a  statt^ 
ceremonial,  where  he 
-was  to  be  presented 
to  the  King.  His 
knowledge  of  lan- 
guages was  limited  to 
English  and  French, 
;ind  being  desirous  of 
addressing  the  sov- 
ereign in  his  own 
tongue, he  took  pains 
to  ''coach"  for  The 
occasion.  Several 

])1)  rases  were.  re- 
Ijearsed  until  he  felt 
that  he  had  mastered 
them.  When  the 
critical  moment  ar- 
rived he  saluted  the 
King  with  great  dig- 
nity, spoke  a  few 
words  in  Spanish, 
and  passed  on. 

"What  did  you 
say?"  asked  an  Eng- 
lish gentleman. 

"I  spoke  in  Si)an- 
ish,"  was  the  rejoin- 
der. "I  said  'I'cast 
myself  at  your  feet,' 
which  I  am  told  is 
the  most  respectful 
form  of  salutation." 

"Ah,  no!"  correct- 
ed a  Spaniard,  who 
had  been  observed  to 
smile  at  the  am- 
bassador's greet  i  ng. 
"  You  are  mistaken  ; 
you  transposed  your 
words,  and  quitt;  al- 
tered the  meaiiini;." 

'•What  did  Isay  ?" 
asked  the  <liplomat. 

With  a  twinkle  in 
his  eye,  the  Spaniard 
made  answer,"  What 
you  really  s;iid  \\  ;is. 
'  /  tJirotc  mil  Jtccls  <U 
111)11 )'  licady^ 

lint  the  King  had 
not  betrayed,  by  so 
much  as  the  flutter- 
ing of  an  eyelid,  th.it 
anything  unusual 
had  occurred. 


III. 


A  GALLANT  CHASE;  OR.  HOW  JONES 


490 


HAKPEKS    XKW    MONTHLY    MAGAZINE. 


IV. 


V. 


m. 


KruRKD    rnK  r.in">H. 


A    VEIiY    PliOl'EK    WISH. 
I    HopK    some   Mav    lo   have   such    t'aiuo 

Tiiat,    while   soiiii'   tolks   may   jeer   and   seotY. 
All   ()llier.<,    when    thcv   speak    my    name. 

Will   Mii-ely  leave   the  ••  mi>te:"  .>tV. 

J-'oi'    I"ve   (ih-erve'l    liiaT    people    si'eak 
Of  Milieu,   Krat<.   a!i.i   Thaekerav 

Without    a    pi-cli\   poor  ami    weak 

To   pu.-li  tlieiu   oil   thei;-  e'loiieus  way. 

AihI    1    wouM    like    It    to    appear 

As   truly   >trauue   to  mi,-ter  me 
As   to   u    sane   au.i    h.althv   eaf 

To  speak  of  Mr.  llunief  \\  he. 

r.\l;l.Yi.K    Smuh. 


PEACEFUL  BROWN. 
r'Ai:.MKK  Bi;oW.v 
was  a  liiiu  believer 
in  arliitratioii.  a  soir 
an>\vev.aii<l  tbe  t.tlj- 
el-  eoi.einuitailts  of 
peace.  For  a  lon;,^ 
lime  Midwii  Mas 
>oi(ly  tlied  liy  one 
Teteis.        who        \\;is 

u  ont  to  pa>Tnre  his 
eows  in  IJi-own's 
tieia.s.  The  ider.  ot' 
pi<»\i(linir  ii  pasture 
ol'  his  own  j^eenied 
^  lie\-er  to  enter  the 
head  ot'lhe  «;uihdess 
Teter.s.  His  stoek 
was  ol  what  may  be 
de>cribedas  tbe  bat- 
terinii"  -  lani  breed. 
an<l  the  lence  w  hich 
They  eon'.d  iit»t  hunt 
down  they  eiilier, 
eiawled  throuiib  i.r 
jumped  t)ver. 

l"or  St.  xfi-il  years 
Ib'ow  11  nuide  only 
the  mildest  of  \\n<- 
tesls  to  Peters  as 
he  dro\e  the  nia- 
laudinu-  lieasts  liaek 
to  their  home.  Otli- 
«'r  neiiiliboi  .v;idvised 
xarioiis  tliinus.  ran- 
^uinu'  fiom  a  suit  at 
law  to  a  >oiiiid 
thrashinu-.  to  all 
of"  ^^hiell  Jbow  n 
turned  the  ear  of 
deafness.  Jbit  his 
h(mr  came  at  last, 
lb'  was  one  day 
i]ii\  inu  h(Uiie  ll.i' 
I'l'lers  herd  ot'  pred- 
aloiy  bo\iiies  when 
he  met  a  wayl'ar- 
inu  man  who  ask- 
fd  lor  W(uk.  An 
idea  struck  I'anner 
bb-own.  ••  Yes."  he 
replied.  •■  1  can  ,i;i\  c 
yoM  a  job.  rm  just  starting  lo  dri\e  these 
caitb'  to  market  at  I)owiiin^u\ille.  ^'(mi  ^o  on 
w  it  h  "em  w  hile  I  saddle  up  and  follow  on  liorse- 
liack.  (iot  s.)me  lit  t  le  chores  to  do.  and  may  not 
eateh  yon  lot-  a  w  hile.  but  yon  uct  riuht  alonu'. 
Hound  to  o\eitake  \  on  some  time.  1 1'  I 
-.houldn't.  jusi  Kuind  "em  n]>  liy  the  station  and 
wait.""  The  man  tindiied  ott.dri\  iiii;  tiie  cows 
bel'oie  him.  while  Ibown  retuined  to  hi.--  pola- 
toe>.  It  w.is  sixteen  miles  to  I  )o  w  ii  i  n,u  \  i  1  le, 
and  when,  three  days  alter,  reters  gathered 
fom'fliei-  his  vi)\\  s  altoiit  the  purlieus  of  Dow  ii- 
ini;\ille.  and  droxc  them  sadl.\-  lu)me,  lie  re- 
sohed  then  and  there  to  establish  a  jtastnre. 
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DAYS    IN    THE    AECTIC. 


BY   FREDERICK    G    JACKSON. 


LIFE  ill  the  ai-ciic  is  a  seriou.s  matter, 
and  one  not  to  be  lig-btly  undertaken. 
Nevei'  to  sleep  in  a  bed  for  tbree  years, 
or  even  in  a  bunk — sucb  as  our  ])risoners 
enjoy — is  merely  a  bajratelle,  as  tlie  floor 
and  a  reindeer-skin  made  a  capital  substi- 
tute. Looking"  back  on  tbe  experience 
of  a  thousand   days    spent   in    tbe    most 
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northerly  inhabited  lint  in  the  world — 
for  our  quarters  wei-e  on  the  80"  N.  lat. — 
I  certainly  think  our  greatest  enemies 
were  pei'petual  darlcness  and  want  of 
companionshi]). 

For  six  men  to  be  boxed  up  three  years 
in  a  hut  twenty  feet  long-  by  twenty  feet 
wide,  and  only  seven  feet  liigli,  never  see- 


OUR    HUTS    BY    ilOOXLIGHT    I\    -WINTER. 


iiig-  any  other  being-  nor  liearino-  a  sci-ap 
of  news,  is  a  trying*  existence,  yet  I  can 
unhesitatingly  say  no  jollier  or  happier 
little  party  ever  lived  in  Xoi'tliern  lati- 
tudes. Four  months  of  solid  night  every 
year  lias,  however,  a  depi-essing  ett'ect.  not 
only  on  the  spirits,  but  on  the  appetite, 
and  it  also  destroys  sleep.  Morning, 
noon,  and  night  become  uni-ecognizable. 
merged  into  one  endless  gloom,  and  but 
for  the  welcome  advent  of  the  moon  once 
a  month,  when  the  sky  was  sutHciently 
clear  for  us  to  enjoy  her  rays,  we  lived 
in  a  blackness  the  di'eariness  of  which  is 
indesci'ibable. 

As  the  schoolboy  counts  the  days  to 
the  holidays,  so  we  counted  the  hours  till 
the  return  of  the  sun.  ami  even  as  the 
first  rays  became  visil)le  our  spirits  rose, 
and  existence  altogether  wore  a  differ- 
ent complexion.  Then  exercise  l)ecame 
enjoyable,  instead  of  that  dreary  daily 
trudge  rouiul  a  given  cii-cle  in  the  dark: 
wutli  the  return  of  the  light  we  felt  new 
life  and  enei'u'v.  And  yet  tiK^  clinuUt^  of 
Franz-Josef  T^and.  even  in  spring,  would 
not  suit  all  tastes  :  for  t^xam])le.  out  of 
fifty-five  days'  sledu'ing.  ending  in  ^lay. 
1897.  Mv.  Albert  Arniitage  and  1  enjoyed 
only  thirteen  and  a  half  te»lerahly  clear 
davs!      Drivins"    snow.   wind,   and    bitter 


cold  were  general :  for.  be  it  understood, 
in  all  these  three  years  the  thermometer 
never  rose  higher  than  eleven  degrees 
above  freezing-point,  and  seventy  to 
eighty  degrees  below  that  point  was  quite 
connnon. 

They  say  eels  get  used  to  skinning — - 
well,  we  nu^y  have  fairly  got  used  to 
wind,  mist,  and  snow  —  but  we  hardly 
liked  it : 

1  will  describe  an  oi'dinary  winter  day's 
work,  though — paradoxical,  but  true — the 
greater  number  of  the  days  in  the  arctic 
are  nights.  About  8  A.M.  we  turned  out 
of  our  blankets,  and  all  had  a  good  wash, 
and  the  man  whose  turn  it  was  had  a 
bath  (one  man  had  a  bath  each  moi-ning; 
the  scarcity  of  water  would  not  admit  of 
more  than  this).  Bi-eakfast  then  followed, 
consisting  of  porridge,  tinned  fish,  fried 
l)ear meat,  and  tea  or  coM'ee.  The  work 
of  the  day  then  l)t\oan.  The  house  was 
swept  out  I  a  duty  usually  performed  by 
myself  during  the  last  twelve  months). 
the  breakfast  things  washed  up.  and  other 
domestic  duties  })erfornuHl.  The  dogs  and 
])ony  t(Hi  had  to  be  fed.  and  the  stable  and 
dog-house  cleaned  out.  and  the  animals 
exercised. 

All  then  took  the  regular  daily  walk. 
This,  unless  there  was  a  moon,  was  taken 
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round  and  round  a  circle  on  the  floe, 
marked  with  small  flags,  where  we  stum- 
bled over  the  rough,  hummocky  ice 
through  the  mist  and  di-iving-  snow  two 
or  three  hours  each  day. 

This  rather  tread-mill-like  exercise  be- 
ing-  completed,  we  all  return  to  the  hut, 
where  we  set  to  work  upon  the  duties  in 
hand — making'  tents,  dog-liarness,  pony's 
snow-boots,  weig'hing  out  })rovisions  Tor 
sledging,  and  making-  ration-bags,  etc. 

In  addition,  our  scientific  observations 
are  taken  regularly.  Throughout  the 
first  two  winters  meteorological  observa- 
tions were  carried  on  two-hourly  through- 
out the  night  and  day,  the  party  being 
divided  into  watches  for  the  purpose. 

The  scene  outside  the  hut  is  desolate 
and  dreary  in  the  extreme.  To  the  north, 
behind  the  hut,  the  high  basaltic  cliffs 
with  the  steep  talus  running  down  are 
dimly  discernible  through  the  dense  mist 
and  falling  snow.  An  occasional  gust 
of  wind  still  comes  rushing  along  at  ir- 
regular intervals — the  expiring  remains 
of  a  recent  gale — and  carrying  a  whirl 
of  icy  particles  with  it.  All  around  else- 
where is  an  indefinite  white  expanse,  from 
which  here  and  there  project  ice-covered 
bowlders.      The  wind  still  moans  in  the 


cliffs  above  us.  A  short  distance  off  the 
land  the  roars  of  ice-pressure  proclaim 
the  commotion  there  existing,  now  rum- 
bling like  distant  thunder,  now  breaking 
forth  into  yells  and  sln-ieks  as  if  a  thou- 
sand fiends  had  suddenly  been  let  loose, 
and  then  dying  out  in  a  shrill  whistle. 
For  a  \'v\v  moments  all  is  still;  and  then 
those  weird  sounds  continue. 

Once  a  month  we  get  the  eagerly  looked- 
for  moon,  which,  if  th(^  sky  is  cAoav  and 
the  weather  is  calm.  (Mitii'cly  alters  llie 
aspect  of  the  landscape.  Then  the  fan- 
tastically irregular  siu'face  of  the  great 
ice-floes,  the  frost-covei-ed  clifls,  and  the 
surface  of  the  external  glaciers,  silently 
and  slowly  flowing  to  the  sea,  are  lighted 
up  with  a  silvery  brightness,  and  all  is 
still  and  peaceful.  Everj^hing  in  life  ap- 
pears most  cheery.  Long  runs  on  "ski" 
are  taken;  and  should  a  bear  make  his 
appearance,  and  a  chase  ensue,  the  day  is 
a  red-letter  one  indeed.  Unfortunately 
such  days  in  Franz-Josef  Land  are  of  rare 
occurrence,  and  the  more  dreary  weather 
which  I  have  endeavored  to  describe  is 
characteristic  of  the  winter  in  this  country. 

At  about  3  P.M.  we  knock  off'  work  for 
a  few  minutes  and  have  a  little  tea  and 
bread    or    ship -biscuit    and    butter,    and 
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tlicu    resiuiie    our    woi'U    until    T.-SC'    WSl 
wlieii   woi'k  ceases    for    tlie    day.   ami    we     inn 
luive    dinner,    con 
sistinu'      of       dri(Hl 
soujjs.    Ix'ar  -  meat, 
and  ])nddinL;-:  after 
which     evei'y     one 
follows  li  s  own  de- 
vic(^s  —  ])lays  cards, 
smokes. or  I'cads  un- 
til   al)()Ut    11    P.M. 
wlien  we  turn  m  for 
the  ni,u-ht. 

Occasionally  a 
l)ear  -  hunt  would 
o'i  ve  us  some  diver- 
sion. ]  al  ways  al- 
lowed two  or  thi-ee 


stuml)";*'  tliroug-h  the  mist 
ami  daiivm-ss  ov»-r  llie 
tloes.  After  ])roceedinf; 
a  mil*'  or  s<».  ii-radually 
the  noi>e  would  become 
mui'e  and  more  dislincl. 
and  some  small  dark  ob- 
jects jum])in^-  around  a 
iariic  yellow  one.  from 
wliicli  in-oceed  loud  hisses 
and  snarls.  Avould  ap})ear 
in  si  oil  t. 

A  halt  is  then  called  to 

enable  us  to  recovei-  oui- 

wind    aftei'   a    roU2"h-and- 

tumble  pursuit. 

i     ^,'  The  beai'.  in   the  mean 

time,   has    been    enu'aged 

in  makino"  rushes  at   the 

dous.  one  of  whom,  with 

his  tail  tucked  between  his  le^'s.  and  look- 

if   he    had  seen    thing's  he    would 

nladlv  foro-et.  I'uus 


& 


A    DKAU    BEAR. 


up  to  where  we  are 
slamiino-. 

AVe  then  sepa- 
rate and  advance 
from  op]iosite points 
until  within  ;d)out 
ten  yards  of  our 
o'ame — my  rule  be- 
in  u'  to  ap])roach  the 
animal  until  the 
outlines  of  his  head 
could  be  distinctly 
made  out.  He  a})- 
pears  to  be  a  little 
undecided      as      to 

dou's.   which    showed    some    a])titude    for     whether  to  charii'e  us  or  to  l)eat  a  retreat. 

beai'- huntini;'.  to    I'un    loose    durin^'    the     but  a  doa'.  takinu'  advantage  of  his  inde- 

wintei".  and  had  one  doi::,  "  Ximrod."  tieil     t'ision.  and   encouraged  by  our  ]")resence. 

to  a  I'ough  kennel 

just     oiUside     the 

hut.      Tlies(»    dous 

would    u'et    on    the 

t  I'ack  of  a  bear  on 

the  floe  and  set  U}) 

a  barking.  ""  Xim- 

I'od  ""    would    tak'e 

up  the  chorus,  iiml 

thus   let    us   km)w 

what     was    going 

on. 

( )n(^  of  my  men 

and  \   would  tlien 

set     oiV    in    chase 

with      oiH'      rilles. 

and.  guided  by  tlie 

CrV      of     tht^      doLlS.  A    HKAK   lU  NT. 
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makes  insolent  reniarks  almost  in  his  ear, 
and  the  bear  dashes  round  to  retaliate.  At 
the  same  moment  two  shots  ring-  out,  and 
I)Oor  Mr.  Bear  rolls  over  dead. 

One  of  us  then  returns  to  the  hut  to 
bring-  out  a  sledge  party  to  haul  him  in. 
We  drag  him  into 
a  canvas  hut,  re- 
served for  bear- 
skinning'  during- 
the  darkness,  and 
i-emove  his  skin, 
and  cut  up  the 
carcass  into  con- 
venient joints. 
Tiie  dense  atmos- 
phere caused  by 
the  rising  steam 
in  the  intensely- 
cold  air  suggests 
a  laundry  in  full 
swing. 

As  the  end  of 
the  dark  time  ap- 
proaches all  be- 
comes hurry  and 
bustle  in  our  lit- 
tle community. 
The  hut  becomes 
crowded  up  with 
sledges  brought 
into  it  to  be  pack-  /'/*«/■'''•"- 

ed,  and  piles  of 
equipment  and  I'a- 
tions  in  the  course 
of  being  weighed 
out  fill  every 
available  foot  of 
space.  Across  the 
room     a     canvas 

and  bamboo  canoe  is  liung  up  to  dry 
after  being  tarred  —  and  many  are  the 
jokes  and  much  the  laughter  when  one  of 
our  heads  comes  in  contact  with  its  \evy 
sticky  sides.  The  actual  living-  space  in 
our  hut  was  about  thirteen  feet  l)y  twelve. 
We  have  been  working-  all  through  the 
winter  at  these  sledging  pre])arations, 
upon  the  cai'eful  completion  of  which  so 
much  depends.  Weight  and  bulk  are  of 
the  greatest  consideration,  and  it  is  won- 
derful how  weights  accumulate  by  ounces, 
so  that  the  utmost  care  must  be  exercised 
to  select  only  the  most  necessary  and  in- 
dispensable articles,  and  to  have  tiie  food 
rationed  out  in  the  smallest  amounts  ])er 
day  compatible  with  keeping  men  in 
health. 

An  amusino-  tale  is  told  of  a  verv  dis- 


tinguished arctic  discoverer  who  was 
said  to  have  been  found  in  his  cabin 
weighing  a  })Ocket-handkerchief  and  de- 
bating whether  he  siiould  take  it  with 
him  sledging  or  not.  ])ut  it  is  only  by 
careful  attention  to  W(Mg-hts  that  the  good 
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I'esultscan  be  attained — which  the  gentle- 
man in  question  was  one  of  the  first  to 
demonstrate. 

Early  in  Mai'ch  sees  ns  on  our  journey 
with  our  team  of  dogs  and  pony,  and  one 
man  besides  myself. 

The  teniperature  is  about  85"  below 
zero,  the  sky  is  misty  and  ovei'cast.  a  stiff 
breeze  is  blowing  which  carries  before  it 
a  cloud  of  snow  as  tine  as  flour,  which 
penetrates  everything.  In  the  distance 
on  our  left  the  cold,  white,  ill -defined 
outlines  of  the  glaciated  (Country  on  the 
western  side  of  the  British  Channel  are 
dimly  visible. 

I  lead  the  way  with  "Brownie"  (our 
]>ony)  and  her  sledges,  and  Mr.  Arniitage 
follows  in  my  ti'acks  with  the  dog  team. 

The    surface   is    much    hummocked    in 
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fellow,  he  Nvill 
not  last  much 
long-*.!',  aiul  otli- 
ers  are  fr«>ing  in 
his  dii'et-lioii  also. 
Tiie  iionible  wea- 
ihei*  —  incessant, 
gales,  with  teni 
peratures  as  low 
as  4U  helow  zero, 
and  hlindinff  bliz- 
zards— is  rapidly 
telling  upon  all 
of  them.  It  is 
sorry  woi-k  get- 
ting along  the 
exhausted  crea- 
tures: but  there 
is  no  hel})  for  it. 
We  have  now- 
been  marching 
for  neai'ly  t  wen- 
consequence  of  the  repeated  breaking  up  ty  hours,  with  only  two  sio})s  of  an  hour 
of  the  light  ice  of  the  channel  in  the  au-  to  make  a  ])ot  of  tea.  and  to  eat  some  bis- 
tunin  before;  and  the  snow  lies  deep  and  cuits.  cheese,  and  fat  bacon.  I  intend  to 
soft  over  the  lrapi)y  holes  and  crevices  it  go  for  another  four  hours  yet:  tliere  is 
has  caused.  every  ])rospect  of  having  to  cam}i  for  the 

The  pony  has  been  going  badly,  owing     next    three   days,   for   the    weather  grows 
to  illness  caused  by  a  surfeit  of  dried  vege-     worse. 

tables,  and  it  is  with  great  dilliculty  that  Arniitage  and  I  are  beginning  to  feel  a 

she  can  be  induced  to  move  along  at  all.  little  tired  too.  and  several  times  when 
At  every  slight  rise  or  ridge  of  hummocks  tiie  d(\i:s  have  checlvcd  at  a  hummock  we 
she  comes  to  a  full  stop,  and  even  on  the  have  lain  down  in  the  snow,  and  all  btit 
ilat  a  very  slow  walk  is  her  l)est  ])a('«\  fallen  asleep.  However,  it  is  i)(  no  use 
Finally  sli(>  throws  herself  down  in  the  lying  there,  so  on  we  push  again;  but 
snow,  declaring  as  plainly  as  she  can  the  labor  of  hauling  the  sledges  out  of 
speak.  ])0()r  animal,  that  she  cannot  go  a  drifts,  starting  the  team  again,  and  ur- 
yai'd  farther.  The  dogs  too  mo\i>  along  ging  on  the  animals,  combined  with  the 
with  their  tails  betwetMi  their  legs,  wear-  winil  ami  cold,  will  insure  oui"  sleeping 
ing  a  dejected  (wpression  on  their  faces,  scnindly — when  tlie  time  comes  that  we 
Every  now  and  then  ArmilagH; 
has  to  tak'e  advantage   of  the 

frequent  stops  to  unravel   the  T     ~        "  '     '  -  -   .  ...  -  , 

nuirvellous  tangle  into  which  '" 

they    have     contrived     to    get  ' 

their  traces,  which,  being   fro-  ^^ 

zen  as  hard  as  steel  rods,  is 
neither  an  easy  nor  a  pleasant 
occupation  in  this  charming 
weather.  Poor  '"Joey."  who 
has  been  goinu'  in  a  \'erv  tot- 
tering condition  most  of  the 
day.  at  la>l  falls  down,  anil  is 
released  from  his  trace,  anil 
for  a  short  distance  tries  to  fol- 
low us.  He  droi>s  l)ehind. 
however,  and  lo  u'et  him  along 
at  all  he  ha>  to  be  carrieil  on 
the  sledge.     Poor  little  plucky 


THE    uUAVE    OK    A    HK.MM)Ot,    KILLED    WHILE    KK.llTlNG. 


^mm 

^as:^ 

^'^■'■'^'^^E. 

f  %i -?" 

'■A 

DAYS    IN    THE    AKCTIC. 


505 


anay — let  tlie  condition   of  our  couch  bo 
•downy  or  otherwise. 

The  wind  lias  now  grown  into  a  fi'esh 
g-ale,  but  tlie  tempei'ature  has  risen  witli  it, 
and  the  snow  and  mist  liave  so  increased 


around  for  some  time,  at  lengUi  find  a 
liummock  to  which  I  can  tie  up  the 
pony. 

Tlie  tent  is  then  pitched — no  easy  mat- 
ter for  two   men   in   a  blizzard — the  dogs 


that  as  we  plod  along  we  can  hardly  see     and  pony  fed,  and    we  proceed  to  make 


CLEANING    A    BEARSKIN. 


the  ice  precipices  of  the  glacier  face  sixty 
yards  away;  I  can  barely  distinguish 
Armitage  a  dozen  yards  behind,  occasion- 
ally lose  sight  of  him  entirely,  and  have 
to  stop  for  him  to  come  up  or  I  should 
lose  him. 

To  prevent  constant  frost-bites  we  have 
our  wind-guards  over  our  faces,  leaving 
only  apertures  for  the  eyes  and  the  mouth. 
They  give  us  very  much  the  appearance 
of  Spanish  inquisitors. 

On  we  tramp,  until,  rounding  a  sudden 
turn  in  the  glacier,  we  suddenly  find  our- 
selves nearly  out  of  the  wind,  but  in  a 
perfect  whirl  of  fine  blinding  snow  and 
darkness — in  fact,  in  a  Icind  of  l)ack water 
of  the  storm. 

To  continue  our  march  farther  at  ])res- 
ent  has  become  out  of  tlie  question,  so 
I    decide    to    camp,  and   after    searching 


ourselves  as  comfortable  as  circumstances 
will  allow. 

Our  socks  and  the  grass  in  our  boots, 
made  wet  with  condensed  perspiration, 
are  changed  for  others,  and  the  moist 
ones  placed  on  our  chests  to  dry,  which 
is  the  only  means  possible,  as,  of  course, 
we  have  no  fire;  then,  having  put  on  our 
furs,  and  cooked  our  dinner  over  a  sjiirit- 
lani]),  we  lie  down  to  sleep.  We  have 
hardly  done  so  when  an  ominous  roar 
close  at  hand,  followed  by  two  more, 
rouses  ns  np,  and  we  crane  onr  necks  out 
of  the  tent  to  endeavor  to  ascertain  the 
cause.  Is  the  glacier  discharging  berg-s 
close  at  hand?  It  sounds  like  it.  If  so, 
our  position  close  to  it,  to  say  the  least,  is 
not  a  pleasant  one!  However,  we  can 
see  nothing  through  the  blinding  snow, 
so  we  lie  down  ag-ain  and  decide  to  chance 
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"  KROWNIE.      OUR    POXY 

it.      Oiico  ov  twice   lliis    noise,  like  tliuii- 
de)'.  is  re|)eal(>(l. 

On  tlie  i'ecui'r(Mice  of  tlu^se  sounds  we 
feel  vei'v  uneasy,  and  are  in  momentary 
exi)e('tation  tlial  a  mass  of  ie«\  weioliinu' 
huudi'eds  of  tons,  will  ei-asli  down  upon 
us.  However,  it  cannot  be  helped,  as  we  appeared  from  siulit.  and  the  tent  was 
cannot  see  to  move  our  cam]),  and  in  such  half  buried:  we  could  not.  however,  slay 
weatlier  we  feel  we  may  easily  .step  out  of  Avhere  we  were,  as  a  further  snow-slij)  fi-om 
the  fryin^--])an  into  the  lire.  the  glacier  might   place  us  in  the  sea  it- 


On  ilie  fitllow- 
ing-  morning-  we 
found  that  sev- 
ei'al  nvalanclies 
of  snow  liad 
slip})cd  off  the 
glacier  above  us 
on  to  llie  tioe  l»e- 
nealh.  twenty- 
tive  yards  fr<»m 
our  tent  :  aiid 
that  the  weight  of 
the  snow  liad  so 
borne  down  the 
ice  as  to  force 
the  water  up.  I 
found  ■■  Brown- 
ie" standing-  up 
to  her  knees  in 
it.  and  watei-  ]wv- 
meating- throug'h  tlie  snow  u})on  which  wc 
were  lying-,  soaking"  our  belongings. 

Theg-ale  still  rag-ed  witii  unabated  fury, 
and  the  temperature  stood  at  fi-om  15^  to 
"20  below  zei'o.  Tiiei-e  was,  however,  less 
snow-di'ift.      Our  sledues  had  all  but  dis- 
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self,  and  our  quarters  were  not  the  acme 
of  comfort  as  it  was.  After  three  hours' 
di"-ffino'  we  ffot  the  sledoes  out  and  under 
way.  Armitage  and  I  botli  got  our  noses 
and  cheeks  frozen  in  the  process,  and  I 
both  my  wrists,  upon  wliicli  appeared 
large  blisters  in  the  course  of  a  few  hours, 
wliich  later  became  tiresome  sores. 

After  getting-  clear  of  the  ghicier  face, 
and  proceeding  about  a  mile,  we  found  a 
spot  on  the  lee  side  of  some  hummocks, 
where  we  were  partly  protected  from  the 
gale,  and  tliere  pitched  our  camp. 

The  weather  throughout  our  first  spring 
journey  in  1897  was  severe  in  the  ex- 
treme. During  the  two  months  we  were 
away  we  only  enjoyed  thirteen  and  a 
half  tolerably  fine  days  —  high  gales, 
driving  snow,  thick  mist,  and  often  very 
low  temperatures  comprised  the  fare  pro- 
vided for  us.  On  the  28th  of  March,  at 
our  camp  near  the  entrance  of  Crichton 
Somerville  Bay,  we  were  kept  in  our  tent 
by  a  severe  gale.  I  examined  the  dogs 
soon  after  we  turned  out  of  our  furs,  and 
found  them  buried  in  the  snow,  but  ap- 
parently all  well.  Three  hours  after- 
wards I  found  one  dog  frozen  to  deatli, 
and  its  body  as  hard  as  a  rock;  anotlier 
dog  was  frozen  fast  in  the  ice.  and  we  had 
to  hack  it  out  with  a  small  pick  to  get  it 
free.     The  following  day  anotlier  of  our 
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dogs  broke  down,  and  we  carried  him  on 
our  sledge  in  the  endeavor  to  keep  him 
alive;  but  the  poor  little  beast,  faithful 
and  plucky  to  the  last,  gradually  froze  to 
death.  Two  or  three  days  later  two  more 
dogs  ended  their  days.  AVe  wra])ped 
lliem  up  in  skins  when  we  cam])ed,  and 
I  gave  them  <t  nip  of  whiskey  each  in 
the  hope  of  reviving  them,  but  to  no 
avail. 

It  was  a  sad  time  for  us  thus  to  see  our 
animals  die  one  after  the  other,  to  say 
nothing  of  the  loss  of  draught-power,  which 
rendered  progress  at  all  very  difficult.  At 
that  time,  too,  we  could  not  even  guess  at 
the  length  of  the  journey  in  front  of  us. 
We  had  set  out  to  go  round  the  western 
land,  and  meant  to  accomplish  it. 

The  fluctuations  in  temperature,  too, 
^vere  very  trying.  Frequently  with  the 
onset  of  a  southeast  gale  it  rose  from  40° 
below  zero  to  28°  above  within  thirty- 
six  hours — altering  our  garments,  which 
bad  previously  been  frozen  as  hard  as 
sheets  of  galvanized  iron,  so  that  it  took 
us  hours  to  get  into  them,  to  a  state  of' 
noisome  moistness,  and  everything  inside 
the  tent  would  be  in  a  condition  of  drip. 
Down  again  would  go  the  tem])erature, 
and  the  rockiness  of  our  clothes  and 
equipment  would  be  increased.  This  ad- 
dition of  moisture  and  ice  in  our  clothes, 
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besides  1  niifi"  incoiiveiii(Mit  and  inu'oni- 
fortable.  o-jvatly  increased  our  weiulits. 
To  <:ive  an  instance,  my  militza  {(ur 
jnnipei').  wliicli  on  leavinu"  tlie  hut  wei.u'li- 
ed  a  lilth'  undcn*  ten  ])Ounds,  on  our  re- 
turn scaled  nearly  thirty  pounds.  The 
rises  of  temperature  and  consequent  wet 
in  the  tent  caused  our  furs  to  rot.  and 
the  stcju'li  made  thereby  was  absolutely 
indcsci'ibal)Ie. 

During-  our  tirst  sled<:-e  jouj-ney  of  last 
spi'ini;-  we  were  on  several  occasions  cut 
otl'  by  open  sea- water — of  course^  with 
mass(^s  of  floatinii'  ice  in  it.  runninii'  riu'ht 
uj)  to  the  ice  precipic(\s  which  frinu'e  the 
coast,  thus  sto])pinu-  all  further  ailvance 
on  th(i  sea  ice.  and  obliii-inu'  us  t<^  search 
foi'  a  s])ot  where,  aided  by  liio-ji  snow- 
drifts, we  could  haul  oui'sledues  by  means 
of  a,  purchase  u])  the  face  of  tlu^  u'lacier. 
and  thus  enable  us  to  be^in  the  climi) 
up  the  steep  incline  of  the  ice-clad  land. 
This  work  entailed  excessive  labor,  haul- 
ing' our  sledji'es  simply  foot  by  foot,  as 
the  live  remaininu-  doi>-s  sto|)ped  every 
ei<i'lit  or  ten  yards,  and  could  only  be 
started  airain  by  hauiinu"  up  the  si edu'es 
and  1)y  shout inu'  ourselves  hoai'se.  'J'he 
whip  is  of  little  use  wluui  tvei-y  muscle 
has  to  be  strained  to  uk^vc  at  a'l.  and  be- 
sides being"  repuu-nant  lo  any  out>   fond  of 


animals,  tends  to  discourag-e  rather  tlian 
lo  s{)ur  them  on.  and  Mr.  Armitage  sel- 
dom used  it. 

There  is  a  ]iopular  ]nctui'e  of  dog-driv- 
ing, of  a  man  seated  on  a  sledge  twii-ling 
a  long  whip  around  his  liead.  and  career- 
ing gayly  along  at  the  I'ate  of  ten  or  twelve 
miles  an  hour,  behind  a  team  of  dogs. 
This,  un  fortunately,  is  anything  but  a  true 
one.  We  never  thought  of  riding  upon 
a  sbnlge.  but  were  more  than  contented  if 
it  could  be  kept  in  motion  at  a  slow  walk 
by  the  united  efforts  of  the  animals  and 
oui's(^lves.  I  hauled  in  a  trace  ahead  of 
the  dogs,  and  led  the  way,  while  my  com- 
])anion.  by  continuous  shouting  and  oc- 
casional use  of  the  ^vhi}).  kept  the  dogs 
at  theii-  work,  and  whenever  the  sledges 
stopped — which  they  did  at  the  snu\llest 
obstruction — by  hauling  and  shouting"  got 
them  started  again. 

()n  more  tlian  one  (K^casion  we  nearly 
lost  our  ]^ony  down  crevasses,  when  toil- 
ing over  the  high  glacier  land. 

One  day  last  spring  I  was  leading  as 
usual  with  her.  and  ^Ir.  Ai-mitage  was 
following  in  my  tracks  with  the  dog- 
team.  On  the  even  surface  of  the  snow 
tliere  is  nothing  whatever  to  indicate  the 
yawning  dark  chasms,  hundi'eds  of  feet 
in  depth,  which    lie  concealed  around  us 


DAYS   IN    THE    ARCTIC. 


509 


by    light     bridg-es     of 
snow,  only  a  few  inch- 
es  in  thickness.      The 
snow-covered     surface 
of  the  glacier  looks  as 
firm  and  stable  as  Pic- 
cadilly,   not     even     a 
slight     depression     in 
the    snow    marks    the 
hideous  pitfall  below, 
and  the  inexperienced 
traveller  would  proba- 
bly tramp   on   with   a 
feeling    of   perfect    se- 
curity.    We,  however, 
had   been   on   glaciers 
many     times     before. 
Suddenly,     without     a 
moment's        warning, 
' '  B ro  w n  i  e  "     d  ropped 
through      the      snow- 
crust  with  all  four  legs,  and   hung  sus- 
pended by  a  light  bridge  of  snow  over  a 
gaping  abyss,  the  black  depths  of  which 
the  eye  could  not  fathom.      Fortunately 
she  was  too  much  frightened  and  too  ex- 
hausted to  move  a  muscle,  otherwise  she 
would  have   disappeared  at  once,  taking 
her    sledges    with   her.      My  companion, 
seeing  what  had  happened,  at  once  came 
to  my  help,  but  unwisely  stepped  off  his 
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ski — which  are  a  great  protection  in  such 
cases — and  at  once  dropped  through  into 
the  crevass  up  to  his  arms.  I  must  con- 
fess that  the  next  few  seconds  were  anx- 
ious ones  as  I  endeavored  to  hold  up  the 
pony  with  one  hand,  and  to  render  as- 
sistance to  Mr.  Armitage  with  the  other. 
However,  he  fortunately  managed  to 
scramble  out  into  safety,  and  by  pass- 
ing a  line  round  the  pony's  neck  we  suc- 
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ce(Kle(l  ill  extricating'  liei-  from  lior  })ei'il-  reniaininu-  doa'S  liad  been  g'etting  v^"eaker 

oils  ))()si(i()n.  and   \veaker.  and   we  still   knew  not   the 

Two  days  later  we  sustained   a  severe  distance  that  se})arated  ns  fi'oni   (Uir  liut 

loss  in  tlie  deaili   of  our  ])oor  pony.      We  on  Cape  Flora,  or  hcnv  far  we  yet  had  to 

]iad  been  con  lined  to  our  tent  bv  a  liard  travel. 


gale  of  ^  ind,  combined  with  lieavy 
ing  snow  and  dense  mist,  and  our 
<*ncampment   was  all 


Iriv- 
iltle 
but  bui'ied  in  the 
drifts.  Tin;  view  from  our  tent  was  lim- 
ited to  ten  yards,  beyond  which  we  could 
see    nothing.      "  IJrownie  ""  and    our    tive 
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On  the  evening  of  tlie  second  day  of 
this  charming  weather  I  heard  her  strug-- 
gling  to  get  upon  her  feet,  and  I  went 
outside  the  tent  to  render  assistance,  in 
which  ^Ir.  Arinitage  shortly  afterwards 
joined  me.  For  an  hour,  in  the  howling 
gale,  we  endeavored  to  get  her  up,  but 
she  was  too  weak  to  stand.  "We  wrapped 
her  up  in  her  blanket  coat  and  made 
her  as  comfortable  as  we  could,  giving 
her  the  last  handful  of  oats  ke})t  for  an 
emergency.  I  knew  it  ^vas  all  over  with 
her.  Next  morning-  I  found  her  dead 
and  frozen  hard. 

We  felt  very  sad  at  the  loss  of  our  poor 
old  pony.  At  the  hut  she  had  become 
quite  one  of  the  family,  and  in  good  wea- 
ther ran  about  loose  as  she  pleased.  Slie 
liad  been  a  faithful  servant  to  us,  and  I 
had  been  promising 
her  all  sorts  of  good 
times  for  the  rest  of 
her  life  if  I  could 
only  g(^t  her  back  to 
England  in  safety. 
Poor  animal,  she  de- 
served a  better  fate 
than  to  leave  her 
bones  on  that  dismal, 
silent  glacier.  "With 
her,  too,  died  more 
than     half     our     re- 
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maiiiing"  draught-power, and  necessitatiiig- 
our  discarding'  tliree  sledges  and  a  great 
portion  of  our  equipment,  taking-  witli  us 
such  articles  only  as  were  essential  to  life 
or  for  scientific  investigations. 

Our  travels  in  Franz-Josef  Land  were 
not  confined  to  sledging  alone,  but  in  the 


On  the  28th  of  July  we  left  Cape  Neale, 
which  headland  had  never  been  landed 
upon  before.  I  will  now  quote  from  my 
journal  written  at  Cape  Grant,  immedi- 
ately after  our  esca])e  from  a  severe  gale, 
ill  which  the  expedition  nearly  came  to 
an  abrupt  end. 


THE    FIVE    SURVIVORS    OF    THE    SPRING    SLEDGING    (1897). 


summer,  when  the  breaking'  up  of  the  ice 
rendered  it  possible,  boat  journeys  were 
undertaken. 

In  the  summer  of  1895,  as  soon  as  the 
Windicard  had  broken  loose  from  her 
winter  quarters,  I  selected  a  crew  of  six, 
and  in  our  whale-boat,  twenty-five  feet 
in  length,  and  undecked,  started  otf  to 
explore  the  western  land  beyond  Mr. 
Leigh  Smith's  farthest. 

Franz-Josef  Land  has  a  very  dangerous 
coast  to  boat  upon.  The  greater  portion 
of  its  shores  is  faced  with  perpendicular 
glacier  walls,  varying  in  height  from 
thirty  to  eighty  feet,  and  it  is  only  at 
very  long  intervals  that  black  basaltic 
rocks  jut  out  of  the  ice  near  the  sea,  ren- 
dering landing  possible.  Everywhere 
else  the  ice-cap  overruns  everything. 

Violent  gales  are  frequeut  and  sudden, 
accompanied  by  snow  and  dense  mists 
even  in  summer. 


"We  left  Cape  Neale  about  11  a.m., 
and  rowed  round  the  cape  to  clear  a  lot 
of  drift-ice,  and  then  set  sail  across  the 
bay.  After  proceeding  some  distance 
Cambridge  Bay  began  to  open  out,  and 
we  could  clearly  make  out  the  large,  bold 
headland,  with  pockets  running  up  on 
either  side,  forming  a  prominent  cape. 
On  the  v.^estern  side  the  water  apjiears  to 
run  out  in  the  form  of  straits,  connecting 
Cambridge  Bay  with  sea  to  the  north- 
ward. 

"  At  4.30  P.M.  we  passed  Cape  Ludlow, 
which  is  merely  an  ice-covered  and  gla- 
cier-faced promontory,  with  the  apper 
ridges  of  a  rock  showing  through  the  ice. 
Landing  was  impossible  here.  Fisher 
made  a  rough  sketch  of  it,  and  after  we 
had  passed  it  some  distance  I  took  a  pho- 
tographic snap-shot  of  it.  AVe  had  gone 
through  much  ice,  and  as  we  sailed  on 
toward    Cape     Lolley    it    became    much 
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closer.  This,  and  tlie  fact  lliat  the  wind 
liad  fi-eslieiied,  a]id  lliat  tlie  whole  coast 
was  fi'Iacier -faced,  reiulei-ijiu-  landiiia'  ini- 
])ossible  and  otl'criiiLi-  no  shelter,  made  our 
])ro^-ress  inoi-e  and  more  risky,  Al  i)  P. 31. 
we  rounded  Cape  Lotlev  and  ran  on  to 
within  live  or  six  miles  of  a  cape  west  (^f 
it  i('aj)e  .Mai-y  1  fai'msworth  t,  which  1  had 
iii'st  dehiiitely  >(mmi  fi'oni  the  summit  of 
Ca})e  Neale.  Ueyond  it  lay  a  dense  hank 
of  fo.u".  Th(^  wind  had  now  increased  to 
nearly  a  moderate  pile,  and  tlie  ice  had 
becomt^  very  close,  l)ut  of  a  low.  levtd 
description,  of  alxnd  four  to  live  feet  in 
thickness,  ami  l)einu-  in  motion.  W(^  had 
many  narrow  escapes  from  it.  AVe  had 
taken  in  a  I'cef  in  tlie  luu--sail.  and  we 
had  now  continually  to  put  the  boat's 
head  up  into  tlu^  wind  and  to  shake  the 
sail  to  avoid  uusts. 

"Ca})e  Lotley  is  of  tht^  same  chai-acter 
as  Cape  Jaidlow.  with  ju>t  a  little  more 
rock  showinir  above  tiie  ice.  hut  is  ulacier- 
faced,  and  there  was  no  place  where  it 
was  })ossible  to  land,  still  less  to  haul  a 
boat  out.  Cape  ]Mary  Harmswoi-th  ap- 
])ears  to  be  very  similar  in  these  respects. 
Heavy  ice   lav  to   seawanl   and   ahead   o( 


us,  and  liad  every  appearance  of  a  tiirht 
pack;  and  the  wind  was  increasing-  in 
fort'C.  with  an  nu'ly-lookino-  sky  and  a 
rapidly  falling-  barometer.  Things  look- 
ed very  threatening".  It  would  be  ex- 
tremely nasty  to  he  caught  in  a  gale  in 
our  cockle-shell,  es])ecially  among-st  the 
ice  we  wei'e  in,  which,  altliough  not 
heavy  enongli  to  break  the  force  of  tlie 
sea.  was  quite  sutliciently  so  to  smash  our 
boat  to  match-wood.  The  whole  coast  is 
fronted  by  liig-h.  overhang-ing  g-lacier 
faces,  rendering-  lamling-  im])ossibh\  I 
dtH'ided  to  try  and  get  back  to  Cape 
Xeale.  which  was  a])parently  the  nearest 
spot  we  could  land  n])on.  and  to  wait 
tluM-e  until  the  storm  })assed  over  before 
])roctMHling-. 

"  The  whole  coast,  reaching  from  the 
throat  oi  Cambridg-e  l)ay  as  far  as  we 
could  see  to  the  west,  is  one  unbroken 
glacier  face,  wit ii  the  tops  of  l)asaltic  I'ocks 
jutting- out  of  the  ice.  and  with  very  hig-h 
(•(Mintry  behind  it  tit  a]>peared  to  rise  about 
20(iO  feett.  A  more  utterly  desolate  scene 
it  is  im]u)ssible  to  imagine.  Nothing-  but 
one  huge  g-lacier  is  discernible.  Cape 
Mary    Harmsworth    ap])eared     to    be    as 
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ice-bound  at  tlie  shores  as  Capes  Lofley 
and  Ludlow. 

"  After  turning  our  boat's  head  round 
to  try  and  reach  safety  at  Cape  Neale,  we 
ran  into  the  wind  two  points  on  our  port 
quarter.      We  threaded  our  way  amongst 
the  ice,  often  narrowly  escaping  collision, 
with  the  spray  breaking  over  us,  and  fre- 
quently  shipping   seas 
over  the  weather  gun- 
wale.     We  were  all  of  .  r- 
us  soon  drenched  to  the 
skin;  and  a  snow-storm 
coming  on  rendered  it 
difficult    to    see    Cape 
Neale. 

"At  10.30  P.M.  the 
wind  increased  to  a 
fresh  gale,  and  occa- 
sionally to  a  strong 
gale  in  the  gusts.  The 
now  high  seas  caused 
her  to  make  so  much 
leeway  that  weather- 
ing Cape  Neale  looked 
very  improbable.  AVe 
could  proceed  under 
sail     no     longer,    and 


there  was  nothing  for  it  but  to  weather 
it  out  in  the  open.  We  made  a  deep-sea 
anchor  with  three  oars  to  which  we  lash- 
ed the  ice  anchor,  and  with  about  twenty 
fathoms  of  line  attached  to  it  from  the 
bows,  brought  the  boat's  head  round  to 
the  sea.  The  sea  rapidly  increased,  and 
hug'e  breakers  threatened  to  swallow  us 
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up  at  ovvvy  inonient.  Snow  and  sleet 
coiitiiiued  tliroiio-lioiit  tlie  iiiLi'lit,  aiul  we 
could  not  see  the  land  at  all.  It  was 
bitt(n'ly  cold,  and  we  were  very  tired  and 
Imnnry,  hut  the  boat  iHMjuired  such  con- 
stant atte  ition  in  hailiuL;-  out  seas,  etc.. 
and  there  were  such  dilliculties  in  the 
way  of  o-ettiuL;'  at  food,  that  eatinu*  was 
out  of  the  question.  Thus  we  rode  the 
niii'ht,  ex{)ectin«i'  every  moment  to  uo 
down.  Every  one  was  moj-e  or  less  clieei-- 
fuhalthougii  one  or  two  looked  very  much 
concerned;  but  I  saw  no  fear  in  anv  one's 


•'J".Iy  29///. 
Monday.  —  Mat- 
tei-s  have  not  im- 
proved ill  the 
least.  It  still  blows 
as  liard  as  ever, 
and  a  tremendous 
sea  is  I'unning-. 
with  often  very 
nasty  cross-seas. 
wiiich  render  it 
im])ossible  to 

head  tliem  prop- 
erly. We  are. 
however.  still 

afloat,  and  the 
Miinj  Harms- 
icorfJt  is  fighting 
a  tough  battle  for 
us.  shipping  a 
gi-eat  deal  of  wa- 
ter fi-equently.but 
by  incessant  bailing  we  get  her  clear  again. 
Three  or  foin*  times  we  have  been  rolled 
nearly  over  by  short  bi'eakers  and  half 
filled  with  water.  l)ut  she  still  kept  up. 

"At  about  -iP.r^l.  a  lumj)  of  jagged  ice  got 
foul  of  our  sea  anchor  and  cut  it  adrift. 
Of  course  it  was  quite  impossible  to  re- 
cover it.  and  we  had  no  means  of  rig- 
ging another.  The  (me  we  lost  was  a  little 
too  light,  and  the  first  of  the  usual  three 
bi'eakers  in  succession  often  washed  it 
home  on  ns.  leaving  the  line  slack.  I 
put  Blondvvist   in  the  bows  with   an  oar 


face,  and  all  obeyed  orders  promptly  and  out  to  keep  the  boat's  head  straight,  and 
without  oH'ering 
suggestions  or  ad- 
vice, which  on 
such  occasions. 
es{)ecially  when 
promptitude  of 
decision  is  essen- 
tial to  safety, 
would  ])e  ])articu- 
larly  troubk'som(\ 
ThcbarouK'tei-fell 
from  tilt.  7.')  at  C 
P.M.  to  -J'.I.C.r)  at  i) 
P..M..  to  2!b(i(»  at 
10  p.M.^^^  (At  10 
\.M.    it    stood    at 

211.8:).) 
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Armitage  rigged  tlie  jib  aft  of  the  mast 
to  steady  her  and  to  give  lier  stern  way,  to 
lessen  the  force  of  her  meeting  the  waves, 
although  it  increased  our  drifting.  Ar- 
mitage  and  I  relieved  each  other  in  di- 
recting the  boat's  course.  The  doctor, 
Fisher,  and  Child  bailed  her  out,  and  in 
turn  did  duty  at  the  bow  oar. 


''Jul  If  ?y()fh,  Tuesdaf J.— The  gale  blow- 
ing as  hard  as  ever,  but  now  from  the 
noi'th  and  northwest, with  constant  snow- 
storms, and  the  swell  and  cross-seas  very 
high,  the  latter  being  often  very  tumultu- 
ous, constantly  nearly  swamping  us  with 
volumes  of  water.  How  the  boat  kept 
on  the  surface  is  a  wonder. 


^. 
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"  During  the  whole  day  we  only  got 
one  or  two  glimpses  of  the  land  througii 
the  snow  and  sleet,  which  appeared  to  be 
growing  more  and  more  distant;  but  what 
part  of  the  land  it  was  we  could  not  dis- 
tinguish. We  all  in  tui'ii  tried  to  get  a 
little  sleep,  but  it  was  out  of  the  question 
with  the  seas  continually  breaking  over 
us,  although,  strange  to  say,  when  especial- 
ly on  duty  in  directing  the  boat's  course, 
I  experienced  the  very  greatest  ditRcu Hy 
in  keeping  myself  awake,  and  once  or 
twice  nearly  dropped  off  in  spite  of  my 
teeth.  We  were  all  drenched  to  the  skin, 
dog-tired,  and  very  hungry  and  cold.  In 
this  manner  we  spent  another  night,  the 
gale  still  howling  around  us  with  un- 
abated fury. 

"Barometer  at  about  noon  read  29.40, 
corrected  to  standard  at  Cape  Flora — 
28.80. 


"  Sevei'al  times  dui'ing  the  day  I  noticed 
a  very  remarkable  appearance  in  the  sky 
as  the  wind  brought  up  the  snow-storms. 
It  a])j)eared  as  if  laths  of  w(Hid  were  ir- 
regularly distributed  over  the  sky,  even 
to  tlie  zenith,  wherever  the  nimbus  clouds 
of  the  snow-storm  covered  it;  and  on  the 
northern  horizon  a])peared  three  poles,  ex- 
actly resend^ling  three  bare  masts  of  a  ship 
with  the  hull  hidden  by  the  high  waves. 
They  were  white,  and  at  equal  distances 
from  each  otlier,  quite  suggesting  a  phan- 
tom ship.  The  laths,  which  were  also 
white,  appeared  straight,  and  the  edges 
ran  parallel  to  each  other.  They  all  were 
of  a  uniform  breadth,  and  entirely  sug- 
gested inch  laths. 

"The  boat  had  now  become  very  defi- 
cient in  buoyancy,  owing  to  everything 
we  had  on  board  being  drenched,  and 
as  she  rolled  she  lopped  over  water  fii-st 
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f)ii    IIm'    sliiiljoard    and    tluMi    on    tlie  ])orl  damaging'    our     boat    or    drowning    our- 

si(!<'.     'i'o  icrncdy  tills  as  iniicli  as  possible,  selves.      She    got    nearly   .swanijied.  liow- 

and  to  give  lier  more  fi'eeboard,  we  tlirew  ev<'i'.  and  loose  ice  came  thumping  in  upon 

overboard    sevei'al    articles   which    could  her  with   the  .sea  and  stove   in  a  pUink. 


ONE    OF    OUR    PETs 


best  be  spared  and  were  heavy,  and  so 
liglitened  ]ier  considerably.  The  tiller 
liad  given  way.  and  Child  made  anotlier 
fr(jm  ii  harpoon -stall".  At  4  P.M.  lliere 
came  a  lull  in  llie  gal(\  which  was  now 
from  tlu^  W.S.  W'..  and  th(^  horizon  ])artly 
cleared,  showing  the  m^ai-est  land,  which 
we  concluded  to  be  ( 'api^  (irant.  I)ul  wliicli 
was  too  I'ai'  away  (about  forty  mib'si  for 
ns  to  be  at  all  sur(\  It  lay  about  N.N.K. 
(true)  of  us.  S<'eing  a  ciiance  of  getting 
out  of  our  trouble,  we  set  the  reefed  lug 
and  jib.  and  dett'rmin(>d  to  try  and  run 
down  lo  the  <'ap<\  although  the  wind  was 
still  vei'y  strong. blowing  from  a  moderate 
gale  to  a  strong  brecv.e. 

''After  six  hours"  sailing,  fairly  racing 
throtigh  the  watcu-  at  fully  six  knots  an 
hour,  we  reached  the  land,  which  on 
nearer  approach  ])roved  to  he  l';jpe  Grant  : 
and  we  i-aii  round  to  the  east  siue.  hoping 
to  find  it  sulliciently  ]irot«'cted  l>y  the 
headland   to    enable    us    to    land    without 


Owing  to  their  weakened  condition.  Av- 
mitage.  the  doctor,  and  Child  all  got  duck- 
ings in  getting  ashore;  but  this,  I  think, 
nuule  little  ditference.  as  we  were  all  as 
wet  as  we  could  be  already.  "We  at  last 
got  everything  out  of  iIk^  boat,  and  haul- 
ed h(M'  up  on  to  the  vei-y  narrow  beach. 
We  were  all  of  us  moi'e  or  less  weak,  and 
had  considerable  trouble  in  doing  this. 
]>lomkvist  and  I  were  the  strongest  of  the 
]nirly.  but  we  didn't  feel  any  the  better 
for  our  late  little  entertainment.  Two  or 
three  of  the  }xirty  wei-e  very  groggy,  and 
could  hardly  walk.  We  had  liad  no  sleep 
and  mnhing  to  eat  but  a  biscuit  or  two 
each  since  leaving  Cai>e  Neale.  thi'ee  days 
ago.  excej)!  that  Child  and  I  had  had  a  raw 
dovekie  each,  which  was  the  only  thing 
in  the  way  of  food  reachable.  The  others 
I  could  not  induce  to  sliare  this  rough- 
and-ready  repast,  but  all  I'eplied.  'I  will 
have  a  little  just  now.'  Before  the  lull 
in  the  gale  occurred  we  were  speculating 
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upon  tlie  probability  of 
having  to  make  for  No- 
vaia  Zemlia,  if  it  con- 
tinued to  drive  us  to 
tlie  S.E.,  and  reckoned 
up  our  provisions.  We 
have  had  a  very  near 
squeak  for  it,  and  all 
were  mightily  glad  to 
be  on  firm  ground 
again. 

"On  landing  we  each 
had  a  nip  of  the  little 
that  remained  of  our 
port -wine,  and  I  pro- 
posed '  the  health  of  the 
Mary  Harmsicorth  and 
the  lady  whose  name 
she  bears,'  and  cou{)led 
Arn)itage's  name  with 
it.  His  nautical  know- 
ledge and  experience 
had  been  of  the  utmost 
service  to  us.  ,  All  my 
fellows  have  behaved 
extremely  well,  and  if  we  liad  gone  to  the 
bottom,  would  have  done  so  as  becomes 
men. 

"  We  found  all  our  spare  clothes  soak- 
ed, and  all  our  property  dripping  with 
water.  The  get-up  of  some  of  our  party 
after  attempting  to  change  was  most 
ludicrous.  One  appeared  v/ithout  breeches, 
but  with   a  very  damp  blanket  wrapped 
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kiltwise  around  his  lower  person.      An- 
other presented  himself  in  a  complete  suit 
of  oil-skins  over  veiy  moist  under-clothes. 
A  third  was  in  a  long  oil-skin  coat;  what 
he  had  on  underneath  is  a  secret  known 
only  to  himself.      A  fourth  was  without 
boots,  but  in  a  })air  of  cloth  moccasins  and 
in    my   kid-skin   leather  coat.      All   our 
clothes  wei'e  more  or  less   wet.      Still,  a 
jollier  i)arty  never  collected  in  a 
camp,  and  our  ai)pearan('e  caused 
great    amusement    and     endless 
jokes.      We  slej)t  soundly   until 
noon    next   day.  in    spite   of  our 
wet  clothes  and  the  cold.      It  was 
snowing  most  of  the  time,  and 
tlie  thermometer  hovered  about 
freezing-point;  and  this, with  the 
(lamp  air  and  high  wiiid,  nuide 
it   a   bit    chilly,   es))ecially   so   to 
])e()ple     in     our     circumstances. 
Howevei*,  we  had  the  satisfaction 
of  knowing  that  we  had  made  a 
very  successful  journey,  which, 
but  for  the  gale  blowing  us  off 
the  coast,  would    possibly   have 
been  even  more  so  if  we  could 
have  got  through  the  ice  around 
Cape  Mary  Hai-msworth.     I  hope 
yet  to  have  another  try,  if  the 
weather  will   allow  us  and  the 
boat  is  not  too  much  damaged. 

''July  3bsf,  Wednesday.— The 
gale  is  blowing  verv  hard  again. 
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aii(]    )1    is  <'vi(l('iit   tl);il   we  liad  seized  tli<'  iiiu"  our  clotties.  etc..  so  far  as  tiie  weatlier 

lull    ill    ill!'   sionu    to   iMiii   ill    ill    the    nick  will  allow  us.      Tlie  bai-omeler  shows  in- 

ol"    lime.      We    turiu'd    out    about    noon,  dicatioiis  ot'  inipr(jvenient. 

and   spent    \]\o   rest    of  tlie  day    in   spread-  ""Alltlie  ice  lias  now  cleared  out  of  the 

iiii^'   (Hit,   our   clothes    and    trying-   to    dvy  hays  het ween  liere  and  Cape  Stephen,  and 

Iheiu,  hut   the  moist  adiiospliere  and   tiie  many  very  lar^-e  herg-s  are  driflinfr  about 

rre(pieiil     snow-storms     and     sleet     reii-  l)et  ween  here  and  there,  gradually  passing 

dei-ed    this  \(n-y  dillicult.      The  swell    on  south  out  of  Nig-hlingale  Sound. 
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th(^  beacli  has  much  increased,  and  is 
breaidng"  heavily,  and  thumping"  heavy 
ice  upon  it.  We  had  to  shift  our  tents 
this  afternoon,  as  the  sea  once  or  twice 
washed  into  them.  Cape  Grant  on  this 
side  is  a  very  bad  place  for  a  cam}),  as 
there  is  v(M-y  little  space  upe)n  wliich  it  is 
possible  to  put  up  a  \o\\t.  as  the  shar]). 
jagged,  sleep  talus  runs  down  to  tlu^  wa- 
ter's e(lg(\  Th(^  doctor  lot)ks  the  worst  (^f 
the  ])arty.  and  is  very  thin  and  haggard: 
another  day  or  two  of  it,  I  tliink.  would 
have  linisluHl  him.  Wt^  in  our  lent 
(Blomlcvist,  Armiiagt\  and  It  are  now  all 
I'ig'ht  again,  only  a  bit  stiiV.  but  both 
Fislnu"  and  Child  look  hollow-eyed  and 
played  out. 

"  Auc/Ksf  \sf.  'rhuni(J((i/. — We  are  still 
storm-bound.      We  spend  the  day  in  dry- 


"  Auc/Ksf  2(7.  Friday. — There  is  less 
wind  to-day.  but  a  heavy  swell  is  still 
running.  The  beach  is  much  encinnber- 
ed  with  ice  blocks,  and  at  pi-esent  it  is 
quite  im]iossible  to  launch  the  boat. 

*■  Armitage  and  I  walked  down,  or 
ratlier  clambered  down,  to  the  depot  of 
in-ovisions  on  the  S.E.  front  of  the  ca])e, 
and  added  various  ])rovisions  \vhich  we 
can  s])are  if  we  liiul  it  impc^ssible  to  at- 
tem}n  to  round  Ca]>e  ]\Iai'y  Harmsworlh 
this  st>ason.  1  tind.  on  a  close  examina- 
tion, that  our  boat  is  much  damag-ed.  but 
I  hope  that  we  may  tit  her  unwell  enough 
to  try  it.  The  ])rovisions  may  come  in 
for  some  unfortunate  castaway.  ])ossibly 
for  ourselves,  some  time  or  other." 

Great  credit  must  be  given  to  my  com- 
panions in  Franz-Josef  Land  for  the  loyal 
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and  liearty  help  they  rendered  nie  in  my 
endeavors  to  increase  our  geographical 
and  other  scientific  knowledge  of  the 
world,  and  to  whom  whatever  success 
the  expedition  has  attained  is  due.  Nei- 
ther must  Mr.  Harmsworth,  who  supplied 
the  greater  portion  of  tlie  expenses  con- 
nected with  the  expedition,  he  forgotten 
for  the  part  he  played  in  it,  rendering  it 
possible  for  me  to  carry  my  plans  into 
deeds.  These  plans  are  embodied  in  the 
following  letter,  which  was  written  bj^ 
Mr.  Harmsworth  to  the  secretary  of  the 
expedition  on  the  eve  of  my  departure, 
and  was  published  in  the  public  press: 


to  the  best  of  my  ability,  to  tlie  Exploration 
of  Franz-Josef  Land,  in  itself  a  field  for  a 
vast  auionnt  of  scientific  work,  and  in  the 
opinion  of  the  most  distingnished  Arctic  men 
the  best  road  to  the  North  Pole.  Having, 
owing  to  the  efforts  of  yourself,  been  made 
aware  of  Mr.  Jackson's  wonderful  energy  and 
bis  recent  work  in  the  Arctic,  I  ottered  hira 
tlie  leadershij)  of  the  Expedition,  and  secured 
an  ally  in  whom  I  place  the  utmost  confi- 
dence. 

As  to  ]\[r.  Jackson's  chances  of  reaching  the 
Pole  I  shall  say  nothing.  For  my  own  part  I 
shall  be  entirely  satisfied  if  he  and  his  com- 
panions add  to  our  knowledge  of  the  geogra- 
phy and  the  fauna  and  tlora  of  Franz-Josef 
Land  and  the  area  lying  innuediately  North 


12  Clauges  Stukkt,  PicoAini.i.Y,  W. 
My  DEAR  MONTIFIORE,  —  To 
write  ''  a  few  words  "  on  a  subject 
one  has  at  heart  very  deeply  is  not 
easy;  but  I  will  be  as  brief  as  pos- 
sible in  my  explanation  of  the  rea- 
sons I  had  in  mind  when  I  decided 
on  fitting  out  the  present  Polar 
Expedition.  From  the  time  when 
as  a  youngster  I  read  the  story 
of  Frankhn  I  have  always  been 
fascinated  by  the  great  mystery 
of  the  North.  Julius  von  Payer's 
book  and  the  concluding  chapters 
of  Admiral  Markhain's  Sir  John 
Franklin  decided  me  to  contribute, 
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of   it.      Willi  'M)eatin<;-    the    n'coid  "  North    I  }':iiliiie.      I  have  tMiiphasi/ed  this  point  partic- 

liavr    very   littU'    synipatliy.      It"  Mr.  .lackson  uhirly.      Oiir  vtMit urr  is  not  a  Xi>rth  Pole,  but 

]>lants  the   Union   Fhii;-  nearer   the  Pole  than  a    I'ohir  K\i)e(lit icu).  a   distinction   ^vith  a  vast 

the   Stars    and   Stripes  (who   head  ns  by   t"onr  dit't'eriMu'e.      Tlu'  advi(.'e  ami  assistani'i'    ^ivt'ii 

miles  only).  I   sliall    be  olad  :    luit   if  he   eauic  ns  by  sneh   anthcrity  as  the  rre>ident   of  the 

back,  bavin <;■    I'onnd  the    I'ole,  but    minus   the  K'oyal  tieoiirai)hieal  Society,  the  ("onneil  of  the 

work  (d"  the  Scicidists  of  whiidi  onr  Kxnedi-  Meteorolouieal  Otlice  and  Committee  and  Sn- 

tion  consists,  I  should  regard  the  venture  as  a  })erintendent  of  the  Kew  01»servatory.  Captain 
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Croak,  R.N.,  of"  tlio  Tlydroj^rnpliic;  l)(>]);ntnioiit 
of  tlie  AdiiiiiaUy,  Mr.  B.  L<m<;Ii  Smitli,  Sir  Leo- 
pold McCliiitock,  Admiral  Markliain,  Sir  Allen 
Younj;,  Mr.  R.  H.  Scott,  F.R.S.,  Mr.  J.  Coles, 
F.R.A.S.,  of  the  Geooraphieal  Society,  Mr.  W. 
IIarkiie.ss,F.C.S.,  of  Somerset  House,  Sir  G(M)r<;(^ 
Thomas,  Bart.,  and  Dr.  W.  11.  Neale,  and  tln^ 
interest  ev^oked  thron<;hont  the  world,  have 
been  very  gratifying  to  all  the  brave  fellows 
who  have  elected  to  be  left  on  Franz-.Kosef 
Land  for  two — perhaps  for  four  or  five  years. 
Yours  faithfully, 
(S'g'd.)    Alfred  C.  IIarmswortii. 


I  lliink  I  may  say,  witlioui  hoastinof, 
tliat,  tlio  exi)octa.tions  and  desires  ex- 
])ressed  in  the  above  ]elt(M-  have  been 
fully  realized.  I  can  not  lay  down  my 
pen  witboul  stating-  what  sincere  pleasure 
it  g-ave  myself  and  my  com})ani()ns  to  be 
in  tlie  jxxsition  to  render  tlie  timely  aid 
we  did  to  Dr.  Nansen  and  liis  brave  com- 
panion. Tjieutenant  .Toliaiisen,  which  in 
its(df,  to  me,  would  l)e  suflicient  reward 
for  the  weary  years  sjxMit  in  the  far 
North. 


''WERE    BUT    MY    SPIRIT    LOOSED    UPON    THE    AIR. 


BY    LOUISE    ClIANDLEK    MOULTON. 

WERE  but   my   spii-it  loosed    u]>on    the  aii — 
By  some   Hig-h    Power  wdio  could    Ijife's  cliains   unbind. 
Set   free  to  seek  wdiat  most  it  longs  to  find — 
To  no  proud  Court  of  Kings  would   I   i-ejiair: 
I   would   but  climb,   once   more,   a  winding  stair. 
When   day   was   wearing  hde,   and  dusk   was  kind; 
And   one  should   greet   me  to    my    failings   blind, 
Content  so  I  but  shared  his   twilight  there. 

Nay!   w^ell  I  know  lie   waits  not  as  of  old  — 
I  could  not  find  him   in  the  old-time   place — 

I   must  pursue   him,  ma(h^  by  sorrow  bold. 

Through   realms  unknown,   in  strange  C^elestial  race. 

Whose  mystic  round  no  traveller  has  told, 
From  star  to  star,   until   I  see  his  face. 


JUSTICE    AM)    TllK    JUDGE. 


rilllK  oiH'liard  sloped  down  the  hillside 
J_  from  the  ,1  udu'e's  house  to  the  dusty 
tunii)ike  that  hent  around  tlu^  estate  like 
an  ai'ui  an  arm  that  emhul  in  a  threat- 
<M)inu-  Hst  where,  in  ]\Iereer.  the  road 
broadcMied  into  the  square  before  the 
<'ourl-house  a)id  the  liray  u'ranite  jaih 
The  road  itself  was  ])r(Mty  enough,  ex- 
ce})t  where  it  ])asstHl  tlirouii'h  ^lereer's 
s(|ualid  mill  suburbs:  it  kept  nt^ar  tiie 
riv(M'.  wamh'rinu-  across  the  meadows, 
and  then  up  and  over  the  liills.  throuu'h 
the  sha(h>ws  of  button  woods  and  cliest- 
nuts;  but  it  lost  its  ])rtMtiness  a^-ain  wliere. 
just  this  side  of  Old  C'hesler.  it  lieid.  in  a 
little  bend,  a  cluster  of  sliapeless  houses. 


with  tar-i)apered  walls  and  unsteady  stove- 
IHjies.  and  muddy  foot-])aths  where  g-runt- 
inu-  ])ii:s  refused  to  slir  to  o-ive  room  to  the 
passer-by.  The  nu^n  who  worked  in  the 
brick-kilns  lived  in  this  settlement,  and 
])aid  an  exorbitant  rent  to  theJudo-e  :  their 
unsio-lnly  hovels  were  not  visible  from  his 
melancholy  old  house  on  the  hill,  because 
the  roail  came  between  them,  and  then  a 
fringe  of  elderberries  and  sumachs,  and 
tlien  the  orchard,  where  the  trees,  un- 
])runed  for  many  a  year,  were  thick  with 
bunches  of  twiirs  and  gray  with  lichen. 
The  brickmakers'  village  was  not  beauti- 
ful to  look  upcui.  but  it  meant  no  irony 
when  it  named  itself  '"  Morrison's  Shantv- 
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town."  Indeed,  it  had  a  certain  pride 
in  having'  a  landlord  who  was  rich  and 
powerful,  and  it  boasted  about  his  money 
and  his  "big  house"  in  a  way  that 
Avould  have  g-reatly  astonished  the  Judge, 
who,  plodding  along  on  his  big,  rangy 
Kentucky  horse,  used  to  turn  his  head 
away  when  he  passed  the  group  of  houses 
self -christened  with  his  honorable  name. 

It  was  this  neighborly  pride,  rather 
than  any  malice,  that  made  the  Judge's 
orchard  a  place  where  Morrison's  Shanty- 
town  took  its  outings  and  its  apples.  As 
for  the  latter,  they  were  poor  enough — 
hard,  gnarly  russets,  or  small,  bitter  ram- 
bos.  The  time  was  long  past  since  the 
orchard  was  in  its  prime;  in  those  days 
there  had  been  boys  and  girls  in  the 
''big  house,"  and  the  Judge  himself,  the 
eldest  brother,  was  a  serious  young  man 
who  wore  a  stock  and  a  flowered  waist- 
coat. The  serious  young  man  turned 
into  a  serious  elderly  man,  and  the  bro- 
thers and  sisters  scattered  off  into  the 
world  ;  and  the  orchard  grew  rankly,  and 
the  brickmakers  began  to  huddle  together 
at  the  foot  of  the  hill  below  the  great,  di- 
lapidated old  house  where,  with  his  sister 
Hannah,  the  Judge  lived,  absorbed  in  his 
profession,  and,  when  he  was  not  con- 
temptuous, indifferent  to  all  the  world 
besides.  If  he  had  a  purely  human  emo- 
tion, it  was  pride  that  he  had  never  been 
so  great  a  fool  as  to  care  for  any  human 
creature;  he  endured  his  fellow-beings, 
and  was  just  to  them — he  said;  but  he 
never  knew  a  man,  woman,  or  child  who 
could  not  be  bouglit  and  sold  like  a  bale 
of  cotton.  "  I  could  probably  be  bouglit 
myself,"  he  said,  "  if  I  could  think  of  any- 
thing I  wanted  enough  as  a  price." 

This  was  the  atmosphere  into  which 
Theophilus  Bell  came  to  live.  A  silent 
child,  with  mild,  wide  brown  eyes,  and 
straight,  silken  brown  hair  parted  over  his 
candid  forehead.  Theophilus's  mother  had 
been  the  Judge's  younger  sister.  He  had 
liked  her,  in  his  way;  at  least  he  liked  her 
better  than  his  older  sister,  Hannah,  who, 
besides  being  a  woman,  was  a  fool — he 
had  so  informed  her  many  times.  Tlie 
Judge  had  supposed  that  Theophilus's 
mother  was  going  to  keep  house  for  him, 
and  be  the  meek,  subject  woman  that 
tlieir  mother  had  been  to  their  father. 
Instead,  when  she  was  over  thirty,  she 
suddenly  married  a  poor,  good-for-no- 
thing, amiable  fellow,  an  artist — a  scalla- 
wag,  the  Judge  called  him— who  had  not 
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even  kept  her  alive,  for  she  died  in  a  year, 
leaving  this  one  child,  wliom  she,  with 
silly  feminine  sentiment,  had  chosen  to 
name  after  her  eldest  brother. 

"Thinks  I'll  leave  my  money  to  him," 
the  Judge  said  to  himself  when  he  was 
informed  of  the  compliment  that  had 
been  paid  him;  and  his  eyes  narrowed 
into  a  sort  of  laugh. 

"You  are  welcome  to  call  him  The- 
ophilus," he  wrote  the  mother,  "but  I 
should  think  the  name  would  kill  him; 
and  perhaps  I  had  better  take  thi^  op- 
portunity of  stating  he  need  have  no  ex- 
pectations from  me.  All  my  money  will 
go  in  public  bequests." 

Theophilus  survived  the  name,  but  his 
mother  did  not  long  survive  the  letter. 
As  for  his  father,  when  the  child  was  ten 
years  old,  the  poor,  gentle,  sickly  gentle- 
man realized  that  he  too  was  going  to 
leave  the  boy,  so  his  future  must  be  pro- 
vided for.  So  he  gave  Theophilus  two 
charges:  "Now,  bo}^,  remember,  when 
father  isn't  here— remember  all  your  life: 
'Don't  cry;  and  play  fair;"''  and  then 
he  made  his  will,  bequeathing  his  only 
possession  in  tlie  world,  Theophilus,  to  the 
Judge. 

He  informed  his  brother-in-law  of  this 
fact  by  letter.  Then  he  died.  The  Judge's 
astonishment  and  ire  made  him  take  a 
few  days  to  reflect  how  he  was  to  decline 
this  unexpected  gift;  and  while  he  re- 
flected, the  scallawag  was  buried  and 
Theophilus  arrived. 

The  stage  dropped  Theophilus  at  the 
gate  at  the  foot  of  the  orchard. 

"  The  Judge  lives  up  on  the  hill,"  said 
the  driver,  pointing  with  the  handle  of 
his  whip;  then  the  old  yellow  coach 
creaked,  and  sagged  forward,  and  went 
rumbling  into  the  evening  dusk. 

The  little  boy  stood  looking  after  it 
with  straining  eyes.  It  seemed  to  be  his 
last  friend  disappearing  around  tlie  shoul- 
der of  the  hill. 

As  Mr.  Bell's  funeral  had  been  nobody's 
business  in  particular,  except  an  incon- 
venienced landlady's,  who  wished  to  get 
it  over  as  soon  as  possible,  and  an  offi- 
ciating clergyman's,  who  was  in  a  hurry 
to  go  to  a  parishioner's  tea  party,  there 
had  been  nobody  who  thought  it  worth 
while  to  prepare  Mr.  Justice  Morrison's 
mind  for  his  nephew's  arrival.  Tiie  land- 
lady "shipped"  the  child  the  morning 
after    the    funeral,    and    the    undertaker 
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inailetl  tlio  bill  for  bis  services  at  tlie 
Siiine  iiiiie.  Tiieupliilus  was  sent  througli 
lik(>  an  express  parcel,  and  dropped  here 
oil  the  road-side  with  his  big  valise,  which 
lield  all  bis  belongings  —  ajid  held  also, 
.s(jueezed  into  a  corner  by  the  little  boy 
wlien  the  landlady  was  not  looking,  his 
f.ilher's  old  pipe.  The  landlady  niisse<:l 
the  pi])e  afterwards  when  she  evened 
up  her  account  with  the  poor  deceased 
gentleman.  She  said  she  was  sure  that 
the  undertaker  had  stolen  it,  and  she  felt 
an  added  resentment  at  Mv.  Bell  for  his 
inconsiderateness  in  dying  in  a  boarding- 
house. 

The  country  road  was  very  quiet:  the 
oi'cbai'd  on  the  hill-side  was  full  of  shad- 
ows, and  the  path  up  to  the  house  was 
almost  bidden  by  the  fringe  of  grass  on 
either  side.  Theophilus  wondered  if  his 
uncle  had  any  dogs.  He  thought  the 
orchard  looked  very  dark ;  he  thought  the 
valise  was  pretty  heavy;  he — wanted  his 
fatliei'.  Theophilus  hunted  in  his  pocket 
for  bis  handkerchief.  He  was  a  very 
little  boy;  he  was  dressed  in  an  old-fash- 
ioned way,  and  had  the  nervous  and  silent 
exactness  of  a  child  who  has  shared  an 
older  J  erson's  experiences  and  anxieties. 
When  he  had  squeezed  his  handkerchief 
against  his  eyes,  and  swallowed  hard,  be 
folded  the  small  square  neatly  up  and  put 
it  back  into  bis  ])ocket;  then  he  tugged 
at  tlie  bag,  and  got  it  on  bis  shoulder,  and 
began  to  climb  the  hill. 

The  liouse  loomed  up  black  and  deso- 
late in  the  autumn  twilight.  Across  the 
closed  and  shuttered  front  there  was  a 
])ortico,  with  wooden  columns  that  had 
once  been  white,  but  from  which  the 
blistered  paint  liad  cracked  and  tiaked; 
the  ceiling  of  this  poi'cb  had  been  plaster- 
ed, but  the  ])laster  liad  brolceu  here  and 
there,  and  fallen,  and  the  latlis  showed 
gaunt  and  dusty;  mud-swallows  bad  built 
tbeii'  nests  in  the  corners,  and  a  gray  ball 
showed  that  the  paper- wasps  liked  the 
crumbling  slielter.  There  bad  been  a 
garden  once  in  front  of  the  house,  but 
now  there  was  only  a  vague  outline  of 
l)ox  borders,  dead  and  l)roken  down,  or 
growing  high  and  stiff  in  favored  spots. 
There  were  a  good  many  trees  around  the 
house,  and  in  some  ]daces  their  dense 
foliage  ke])t  the  ground  beneath  so  shad- 
owed that  it  was  bald  and  bare,  or  slip- 
pery with  green  nuiuld.  Tliere  was  not 
a  light  anywhere  in  tliis  forbidding  front. 
Theophilus,  panting  up  tlie  orchard  path. 


crossed  the  weedy  driveway,  and  cam- 
out  Ijefore  it.  It  was  very  still  up  there- 
on top  of  the  hill,  and  it  is  pretty  dark 
on  an  October  evening  by  six  o'clock. 
Theophilus  felt  his  heart  come  up  iuV) 
his  throat  ;  he  stepped  steahbily,  aiul 
started  when  a  twig  snapped  under  foot. 
The  dark  shuttered  house,  brooding  in 
the  twilight,  and  the  little  boy  with  his 
heart  in  his  mouth,  confronted  each  oth- 
er. Theophilus  lookeil  over  his  shoulder 
bi-eathlessly.  Suppose  he  should  run 
down  the  hill  just  as  hard  as  he  could? 
His  ver}'  legs  felt  the  impulse  to  run ! 
But  Avhat  dreadful  thing  might  \ye  be- 
hind him  if  he  started-?  He  sobbed  once, 
hauled  at  the  valise,  went  right  up  the 
stei)s,  and  tugged  at  the  bell. 

The  Judge  and  Miss  Hannah  were  at 
supper.  The  dining-room  was  at  the  back 
of  the  house ;  in  fact,  in  the  liberal  days  of 
the  Morrison  family,  before  the  Judge 
got  rich,  this  room  had  been  the  kitchen ; 
now.  Miss  Hannah  did  the  cooking  in  the 
wash-house,  and  her  brother  came  in  the 
back  way;  the  front  part  of  the  house — 
the  hall,  and  the  double  parlors  on  each 
side  of  it — liad  been  shut  up  for  maiiy 
years. 

Tliere  was  a  lamp  on  the  table  by  the 
Judge's  book,  but  the  rest  of  the  room 
was  dark.  "  Don't  waste  oil,"  Miss  Han- 
nah had  been  instructed  long  ago:  so 
she  fumbled  about  in  the  dim  light,  and 
brought  her  brother  his  bread  and  butter 
and  meat,  and  pecked  at  bits  from  the 
plates  as  she  carried  tliem  in  and  out.  like 
a  thin  gray  bird  with  frightened  eyes. 
Then  she  sat  down  at  the  further  end 
of  the  table,  watching  her  brother,  and 
ready  to  jump  if  he  lifted  bis  eyes  from 
his  book.  Tlie  Judge's  head  stood  out 
gray  and  woltish  against  the  nimbus  of 
light  from  the  lamp.  The  wrinkles  on 
his  shaven  face  spread  like  threads  from 
tlie  corners  of  his  eyes,  and  were  drawn 
down  ill  deep  sharp  folds  from  his  nos- 
trils: his  cold,  mean  mouth  was  pucker- 
ed, as  if  a  drawing-string  had  been  run 
around  it  and  then  pulled  up  tightly. 
The  book  be  read  was  a  French  novel, 
^liss  Plannah  ate  her  bread-and-butter, 
and  wondered  when  he  would  be  ready 
for  his  tea. 

Then  they  both  looked  up  with  a  start. 

The  rusty  wire  running  along  the  ceil- 
iiiii"  jerked,  snapped,  and  the  bell  at  the 
end  of  it  jangled  faintly,  and  then  swung 
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back  and  forth  soundless,  as  if  breathless 
from  exertion.  The  brother  and  sister 
looked  up  at  it  open-mouthed. 

"  What's  tliat?''  said  tlie  Judge. 

"The— bell,"  Miss  Hannah  faltered. 

"I  inferred  as  much,"  the  Judge  said. 
"  Well,  go  see  who  it  is." 

Miss  Hannah  got  up  nimbly,  as  a  horse 
jerks  forward  at  the  crack  of  a  whip;  she 
went  trotting  through  the  dark  hall,  but 
waited  a  moment  before  she  turned  the 
key  in  the  lock.  "  Who's  there?"  she  said, 
faintly. 

A  sniall  voice  answered  through  the 
key-hole:   "  Tlieophilus." 

Miss  Hannah  caught  her  breath  and 
stood  panting;  it  took  her  a  good  minute 
to  draw  the  bolt  and  unlock  the  door, 
and  when  she  did,  the  little  boy  fell  for- 
ward into  the  hall,  he  had  been  so 
crouched  against  the  door,  for  terror  of 
the  night,  and  the  stillness,  and  the  great 
shadows  under  the  roof  of  the  porch. 

"Does  my  uncle  live  here?"  said  Tlie- 
ophilus, sobbing.  At  that  Miss  Hannah 
knelt  down  in  front  of  him  and  kissed 
him,  and  strained  him  to  her  wnth  her 
trembling  old  arms. 

"I  dou't  know  why  you're  crying," 
Theophilus  remonstrated.  "  Did  I  hurt 
you  when  I  ran  against  you?  The  door 
opened  —  unexpectedly.  Are  you  my 
uncle's  cook?" 

At  this  Miss  Hannah  got  up  with  a 
start,  as  though  she  heard  the  whip  crack, 
and  looked  over  her  shoulder.  "Oh  dear !" 
she  said,  "  what  shall  we  do?"  And  as  she 
spoke  the  cold,  precise  voice  called  out: 

"Hannah  !  tell  wdioever  it  is  that 
messages  come  to  the  back  door.  I'm 
ready  for  my  tea." 

"  What  had  you  better  do?"  gasped 
Miss  Hannah. 

Theophi-lus  tugged  at  his  valise.  "If 
you'll  help  me  carry  this,"  he  said,  polite- 
ly, "I'll  ask  my  uncle  to  pay  you.  It's 
very  heavy." 

"Oh,  don't,"  poor  old  Hannah  entreat- 
ed. "Oh,  do— oh,  my!  What  will  he 
say?"  But  she  followed,  lielping  Avith  the 
valise,  irresponsible  and  inconsequent. 

As  for  Theophilus,  he  made  his  way  to 
the  room  where  the  Judge  was  waiting 
for  his  tea. 

"  Haniuih,  you  are  slower  than—"  Then 
he  looked  u])  and  saw^  Theophilus. 

"  Uncle,"  said  the  little  boy,  "father 
said  to  tell  you  that  I  wouldn't  be  any 
trouble.       He  said    I   was   a  pretty   good 


boy,"  said  Theophilus,  his  voice  shaking, 
"  and  I've  come  to  live  with  you.  Is  that 
3^our  cook?  I  nearly  knocked  her  down 
when  I  came  in;  but  I  didn't  mean  to. 
Shall  I  have  my  supper  now,  uncle?" 

"Who  the  devil—  Is  this  that  man 
Bell's  brat?  Hannah,  what  does  this 
mean :"" 

"Oh,  brother,  it's  Mary's  child,"  old 
Miss  Hannah  said.  "Don't  you  see? — 
her  eyes!  and  oh,  brother,  he  w^as  named 
after  you." 

"  Oh,  you're  my  aunt,  are  you?''  The- 
ophilus inquired.  "Father  said— "  but 
the  tears  came  at  the  name;  "my  father, 
he  said — " 

"There,  dear;  there,''  Hannah  whis- 
pered; "  don't— do— I  wouldn't— brother 
w^on't  like—" 

"I'm  not  going  to  cry,"'  said  Theoplii- 
lus;  "father  told  me  not  to.  Uncle, 
may  I  have  my  supper  ?'' 

"Hannah,  get  me  my  tea.  Can't  you 
shut  him  up?  Give  him  some  food  and 
send  him  to  bed.  What  the  devil — " 
And  the  Judge  took  his  novel  and  the 
lamp  and  went  abruptly  out  of  the  room. 
Miss  Hannah  and  Theophilus,  left  in  the 
darkness,  heard  the  stairs  creak  under  his 
angry  foot,  and  then  the  bang  of  the 
library  door. 

"Oh  dear!  ought  I  to  take  his  tea  up 
to  him?''  panted  Miss  Hannah,  fumbling 
about  for  matches  and  a  candle.  "Oh, 
m}^  dear  little  boy,  why  did  you  come?'' 

"  He  isn't  very  pleasant,  is  he,  aunt?" 
said  Theophilus.  "  Father  said  he  was  a 
pagan." 

"A  pagan!"  Miss  Hannah  repeated, 
shocked.  "  Why,  no,  indeed  !  A  i)agan 
is  a  heathen,  and  your  uncle  is  a  Chris- 
tian. You  mustn't  say  such  things,  my 
little  boy.  Pagan!  why,  not  at  all — in- 
deed he  isn't."  Miss  Hannah  was  fright- 
ened and  ruffled  and  crying  all  at  once. 

"  I  think,"  said  Theophilus,  shyly,  "fa- 
ther only  meant  a  brute.  I'd  like  my 
supper  a  good  deal,  aunt." 


This  was  the  beginning  of  Theophilus's 
life  with  the  Judge — or,  rather,  in  the 
Judge's  house.  Miss  Hannah,  palpitat- 
ing with  fright,  bade  the  boy  "keep  out 
of  brother's  way":  and  Theo])hilus  was 
quite  willing  to  do  so.  The  first  day  or 
two  poor  old  Hannah  scarcely  dared  to 
breathe  for  fear  of  reminding  the  Judge 
of  her  existence,  and  so,  incidentallv,  of 
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liis  uoplu^w's;  she  lived  in  teiTor  of  l)eii)g- 
folil  that  llie  boy  must  be  sent  away — 
•'(<)  tlie  pooi'liouse,  or  to  the  devil,"  lier 
brotlu'i'  was  capable  of  saying-. 

]^\>i'  the  Judge  was  sliai'ply  angry ;  all 
tlic  uioi-e  so  because  he  found  liiniself  un- 
abh^  to  dismiss  the  Avhole  thing*  by  pack- 
ing the  cliild  oil".  ''I  don't  know  why 
I  i)nt  up  with  it,",  he  snarled  to  hini- 
s(df.  "  Why  should  I  support  other  i)eo- 
))Ie"s  brats?  And  as  for  leaving  him  any- 
thing— of  cour.se  that's  what  Bell  was  up 
to—''  And  then  the  Judge  chuckled,  and 
thought  of  his  will.  I  Jut  in  a  minute  he 
gritted  his  teeth  with  anger.  Bell  had 
gotten  ahead  of  him.  and  lie  couldn't  get 
at  him  to  ex])ress  his  o])inion.  "  Con- 
temi)tible!"  he  said.  "These  men  who 
go  olf  to  play  on  their  golden  harps,  and 
leave  other  men  to  support  their  progeny, 
are  religious  tramps!  One  of  these  days 
we'll  get  civilized  enough  to  legislate  on 
this  matter  of  olVspring;  every  child  that 
can't  be  sui)ported  properly  by  its  parents 
will  have  its  neck  wrung!  and  the  fa- 
ther's and  mother's  too,  if  I  had  my  way." 

At  which  Miss  Hannah  blanched,  aiul 
hid  Theophilus  away  still  more  carefully. 
But  that  was  how  it  was  conceded  that 
he  might  renuiin.  So  Miss  Hannah  got 
her  l)reath,  though  she  was  always  look- 
ing over  her  shoulder,  so  to  speak,  for 
fear  the  Judge  should  *'  legislate." 

As  for  Theophilus,  he  was  very  quiet 
and  obedient.  He  missed  his  father  with 
all  his  little  mind  and  heai't,  and  used  to 
take  the  pi])e  out  of  his  valise  every  night, 
and  hold  it  in  his  hands,  and  sometimes 
he  would  blink  and  draw  in  his  breath 
in  the  dark,  and  I'emember  that  he  had 
promised  not  to  cry:  but  he  never  si^oke 
of  his  loss  to  ^[iss  Hatmah,  who  said  to 
herself  tliat  sIr-  was  glad  he  "had  gotten 
over  it."  Theoi)hilus  helped  her  a  good 
deal  in  her  pottering  work  about  the  un- 
tidy, dilai)idated  house,  and  took  his  food 
in  the  wash-liouse  when  the  Judge  had 
iinished  his  meals,  ami  ]ilayed  about  by 
himself,  and  crept  uoist'lessly  up  stairs  to 
go  to  bed  in  a  little  closet  of  a  looni  far 
away  from  his  uncle's.  He  seemed  fond 
of  Miss  Hannah,  and  used  to  sit  and  hold 
her  hand,  and  play  with  tlie  thin  old  lin- 
gers, and  lean  liis  head  against  her  knee. 
He  did  not  talk  much,  and  never  about 
himself:  but  his  soft  ways  quite  hid  from 
his  aunt  that  he  was  not  a  con liding  child. 

When   the    winter    came    he    used    to 
trudge  in  to  Old  Chester  everv  mornino- 


to  the  public  scliool — Miss  Hannah  would 
not  liave  dreamed  of  asking  lier  brother 
for  money  to  send  him  to  Miss  Bailey's 
little  private  .school.  He  used  to  go  to 
])r.  Lavendars  collect  class  on  Saturdays, 
and  he  went  to  church  with  Miss  Hannah 
every  Sunday  ;  but  he  made  no  friendships 
among  the  Old  Chester  children. 

"He's  so  shy,"  Miss  Hannah  used  to 
explain.  But  though  Theophilus  held 
her  skirt  in  a  nervous  grip,  he  looked  out 
from  behind  it  calmly,  with  far  less  shy- 
ness than  was  visible  in  Miss  Hannah's 
own  face.  He  was  perfectly  silent,  unless 
spoken  to,  and  then  answered  in  gentle 
monosyllables. 

That  winter  the  Judge  hardly  spoke  to 
him.  The  first  time  he  had  any  conver- 
sation with  him  was  once  when  he  found 
Theophilus  in  the  stable,  patting  the  big 
Kentucky  horse.  He  began  to  frown 
immediately,  being  especially  ready  to 
frown  because  the  horse  had  gone  lame 
the  night  before. 

"Uncle,"  said  Theophilus.  "Jack  had 
a  stone  in  his  shoe.      I  took  it  out." 

The  Judge  looked  at  him.  and  grunted. 
Then  he  felt  Jack's  leg.  and  thought  to 
himself  that  it  was  the  only  time  since 
the  boy  had  been  in  the  house  that  he  had 
been  good  for  anything. 

"I  don't  want  yoti  hanging  rotind  the 
stable,  young  man.  Do  you  hear  mer" 
he  said:  but  he  looked  at  Theophilus  once 
or  twice:  and  that  night,  when  he  got 
home,  he  said  to  his  sister,  sharply:  "Han- 
nah, what  the  devil  do  you  hide  that 
child  away  for?  Have  him  take  his  meals 
in  the  dining-room.  Do  you  hear?  Let 
him  sit  with  me,  or  he'll  grow  up  a  bar- 
barian, with  no  manners!'' 

And  Miss  Hannah  was  far  too  thankful 
for  this  grace  on  her  brother's' part  to  feel 
any  humor  in  reference  to  manners. 

The  Judge's  renutrk  about  hanging 
around  the  stable  did  not  deter  Theoph- 
ilus from  playing  there  all  that  win- 
ter. If  grown  people  will  remember, 
box-stalls  are  admirable  forts  in  which  to 
hide  during  the  attacks  of  Indians:  and 
an  old  carriage,  unused  for  many  years, 
the  cushions  slit  and  dusty,  is  an  excellent 
vehicle  in  which  to  journey  to  Asia  or  the 
north  ])ole.  as  fancy  may  chance  to  drive. 
Miss  Hannah  used  to  wonder  sometimes 
what  Theophilus  did  with  himself,  all 
alone  in  the  barn.  When  she  asked  him, 
he  vrould  think  awhile,  and  then  say, 
vaa'uelv. 
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"Oh,  just  play,  aunt;"  and  Miss  Han- 
nah was  contented. 

She  never  dreamed  of  "bringing  him 
up, "as  Old  Chester  expressed  it;  all  tliat 
the  boy  did,  and  the  little  that  he  said, 
were  perfect  in  her  mild,  frightened  eyes. 
She  treated  him  as  an  equal,  if  not  as  a 
superior  —  which,  if  Old  Chester  had 
known  it,  would  have  been  a  matter  of 
anxiety  and  pi»ayer.  She  used  to  talk  to 
him  a  great  deal  in  her  incoherent  way, 
and  tell  him  her  anxieties  about  the  cost  of 
things,  and  her  worries  over  the  Judge's 
food.  And  Theophilus  listened,  and  said, 
"Yes,  aunt,"  aiid  "No,  aunt";  and  Miss 
Hannah  felt  that  at  last  she  had  a  confi- 
dant. 

After  a  while  Tlieophilus  began  to  wan- 
der down  through  the  orchard  and  look 
at  Shantytown  —  dirty,  good  -  natured, 
friendly  Shantytown;  and  later  in  the 
winter  he  slipped  across  the  road  and 
made  acquaintance  with  the  pigs  and 
chickens,  and  then  with  the  children,  and 
by-and-by  he  constructed  a  society  of  his 
own,  of  which  Katy  Murphy  was  the 
choicest  spirit. 

The  Murphys  lived  in  the  second  house 
on  the  other  side  of  the  road.  There  Avere 
seven  dirty,  happy  children,  and  a  big, 
rosy,  comfortable  mother,  and  the  usual 
drunken,  bad-tempered  father,  and  two 
pigs,  and  a  cat,  and  the  hens — such  tame 
hens  they  were,  too,  Theophilus  noticed, 
walking  all  about  the  room  when  the 
family  was  at  table!  The  house  was  a 
series  of  little  pens,  without  any  ventila- 
tion to  speak  of;  its  earthen  floors  were 
laid  in  refuse  bricks,  and  it  was  cheerful- 
ly and  openly  dirty.  Of  course  the  Mur- 
phys ought,  by  rights,  to  have  been  sick. 
Willie  King  told  Dr.  Lavendar  that  there 
would  be  a  terrible  outbreak  of  typhoid 
in  Shantytown  some  da3\  But  so  far  it 
had  not  appeared;  which  must  have  been 
very  mortifying  and  disappointing  to 
Willie. 

Theophilus  had  made  acquaintance 
with  Katy  by  offering  her  silently  over 
the  gate  a  tumbler  of  snow  ice-cream. 
Katy,  as  silently,  ate  the  slushy  mixture 
of  sugar  and  milk  and  snow,  looking  with 
big  eyes  at  Theophilus.  After  that  they 
became  friends — quite  speechlessly,  how- 
ever. It  was  not  until  spring,  when  she 
showed  him  how  to  make  licorice-water 
in  a  bottle,  that  their  friendship  began 
to  be  eloquent. 

But    Theophilus    said    nothing    about 


Katy  or  Shantytown  to  his  aunt.  Miss 
Hannah  sometimes  saw  the  flutter  of  a 
ragged  petticoat  or  a  shock  of  tangled 
hair  under  a  dirty  cap;  and  once  she 
asked  him  anxiously  if  he  didn't  think 
perhaps  he  was  seeing  too  much  of  those 
rowdy  childi-en. 

"No,  aunt,"  said  Theophilus;  which 
closed  the  subject — though  Miss  Hannah 
did  suggest,  hesitatingly,  that  perhaps  he 
had  better  not  let  his  uncle  see  him  play- 
ing with  the  Shantytown  children,  be- 
cause he -might  be  displeased. 

"He's  almost  always  displeased,  isn't 
he,  aunt?"  Theophilus  said,  meditatively, 
but  had  no  thought  of  committing  him- 
self to  a  promise. 

At  firet  all  the  Murphy  children  played 
with  him  in  the  orchard,  and  there  were 
the  usual  squabbles  and  bickerings.  Katy, 
however,  followed  Theophilus's  lead  in  all 
their  games,  and  never  had  any  ideas  of 
her  own.  She  used  to  look  at  him  with 
her  mouth  open  and  her  eyes  wide  with' 
wonder,  but  she  never  made  an  objection. 
So,  by  degrees,  Nelly  and  Tommy  and  the 
other  children  were  gently  but  firmly 
dropped.  Theophilus  found  that  frieii.d- 
ship  d  deux  was  quite  enough  for  him,  so 
Katy  became  his  constant  companion.  It 
was  through  this  love  for  Katy  that  the 
Judge  first  really  wounded  the  child,  and 
laid  up  wrath  against  the  day  of  wrath. 
It  was  the  summer  of  the  seventeen-year 
locusts.  Old  Chester  will  not  soon  for- 
get that  summer.  On  every  leaf,  on  ev- 
ery stalk  of  blossoming  grass,  on  all  the 
clover  tops,  were  the  locusts;  the  hot, 
still  air  was  full  of  their  endless  z-z-z-ing, 
like  the  sharpening  of  a  scythe.  The 
children  of  Shantytown  added  largely  to 
family  incomes  by  collecting  the  locusts, 
picking  them  by  the  hatful  or  the  bas- 
ketful, as  though  they  were  berries,  and 
being  paid  by  the  farmers  a  few  cents 
a  peck.  Theophilus,  however,  forbade 
Katy's  taking  part  in  this  industry,  which 
caused  her  soft  eyes  to  well  over  with 
tears. 

"They  kick,"  said  Theophilus;  "don't 
touch  'em." 

"  They're  ateing  things  up,"  Katy  mur- 
mured, longingly. 

The  two  children  were  sitting  on  a 
stile  making  bur  baskets.  Later,  these 
baskets  were  to  be  filled  with  the  little 
whity-green  seeds  of  the  mallow,  which 
are  "  cheeses,"  and  are  eaten  when  one 
eats  the   white   ends  of  early  grass   and 
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calls  it(M'loi'y.  Tl)(H)i)liilus  was  frown ino- 
with  anxiety,  because  ihe  handle  of  liis 
basket,  made  with  bui'S  wliicli  were  sliow- 
in;»-  the  l>l()ssoniin<>'  i)iiik  at  the  end.  would 
))i'ealc,  no  matter  how  carefully  lie  lifted 
it.  His  head  aclied  with  the  worry  of  it. 
and  with  the  sun,  and  the  smell  of  the  bur- 
docks, so  lie  was  <i;lad  to  tliink  about  tlie 
locusts.  ''They  are  eating  thinti's  up.'' 
he  said,  "and  they  are  ])retty  wicked,  so 
ril  tell  you  what  you  nuiy  do;  you  may 
catch  a  J'<'i(\  and  we'll  make  them  an  ex- 
ample. For  they  are  certainly  bad."  said 
Tiieophilus,  frowning.  ''You  go  and 
catch  twelve,  put  'em  in  a  tlowei'-i)ot  for 
a  dungeon,  and  l)ring  'em  up  into  the 
orchard  this  afternoon."  Then  lie  kissed 
Katy  tenderly,  and  i)ut  the  bur  baskets 
in  the  sliadow  under  the  stile,  and  went 
home  to  dinner,  absorbed  in  thought. 

\Vhen  Katy  met  him  in  the  orchard 
with  the  imi)risoned  locusts,  he  liad  de- 
cided their  fate. 

"My  uncle's  a  judge,''  he  said,  ''and 
he  hangs  wicked  people.  So  we'll  hang 
these  prisoners.  Only,  first,"  he  added, 
his  face  beginniiig  to  glow,  "  we  must 
build  tlie  gallows." 

Katy  opened  her  mouth,  speechless. 
Theoplnlus,  however,  expected  no  com- 
ment. He  led  the  way,  knee-dee]),  through 
a  rustling  patcli  of  May-a])ples,  to  a  shady 
spot,  where  lie  proceeded  to  drive  two 
laths  into  the  ground  as  uprights,  lay- 
ing another  lalli  over  them  for  a  cross- 
])iece. 

''Thei'e.  now!"  he  said,  breathlessly. 
"Of  coui'se,  Katy.  we  must  give  them 
warning  lirst.  so  that  they  may  prepare 
to  die.  J\Iy  uncle  does  that  wlien  he 
hangs  ])eo])le.  Give  me  the  llower-pot. 
and  I'll  tell  them."  He  lifted  the  shingle 
which  formed  the  door  of  the  prison,  and 
surveyed  the  ca})tives.  tumbling  and 
crawling  over  eacli  other,  each  with  the 
ominous  black  W  on  its  membraneous 
wings — that  IT  which  meant  war.  Katy's 
mother  h:>d  said.  "It  means  wiclced.  I 
guess,"  Tlit^o])hilus  said,  sternly.  And 
then,  in  an  awful  voice,  he  l)ade  the 
]n'isoners  ••  ])i'e])are  to  die."  "I  lic^j^e  it 
won't  hurt  'em."  he  added,  slowly. 

"  What.  Tiieophilus r"  Katy  inquired. 

''To  hang  them,  you  know."" 

"  Oh  :"  said  Katy. 

"  Do  you  think  it  will  ]" 

"I  don't  just  know  how  i*  do  feel." 
Katy  admitted. 

Tiieophilus  opened  and  shut  his  iiauds 


nervously.  "I  don't  like  to  put  the  rope 
around  their  necks,"  he  faltered. 

'■  Oh,  lemme,"  Katy  said. 

"It  isn't  fair  to  make  you  do  it.  Oh. 
Katy,  let's  let  'em  escape.  If  we  take  the 
stone  off  the  top  of  the  shingle,  they  can 
get  out,  and  we  can  play  it  was  an  acci- 
dent. Play  one  of  them  is  a  great  gen- 
eral ;  play  he  plans  an  escape — " 

"They're  wicked,  Theo]>hilus."  Katy 
reminded  him. 

"That's  so."  said  Tiieophilus.  with  a 
troubled  face. 

"  And  I  don't  mind  putting  the  thread 
on  'em,"  Katy  coaxed. 

"'Rope.'"  Tiieophilus  corrected  her. 
"Are  you  sure  you  don't  niiiuU  Had 
you  just  as  lieves'r" 

"I  just  as  lieves:  I  rather."  Katy  said, 
eagerly. 

"AVell,"  the  little  boy  said;  but  his 
voice  was  reluctant.  "  They  are  wicked — 
there's  no  use  playing  they're  not;  and  if 
you  don't  mind  touching  'em—" 

"  I'd  like  to."  Katy  said,  with  animation. 

So  Theophilus  produced  a  spool  of  black 
sewing-silk  which  he  had  secured  from 
Miss  Hannah's  work-basket,  and  measur- 
ing off  enough  "rope''  for  each  victim, 
instructed  Katy  how  she  should  fasten 
it  round  what  he  called  the  "necks"  of 
the  unfortunate  insects;  then  he  turned 
his  back,  shivering  and  clinching  liis 
hands,  his  face  pale  with  emotion. 

"Katy,  don't  forget  they  are  in'cked.'^ 
he  kept  reminding  her.  "and  so  they 
ought  to  be  punished:  it's  fair.  Are  the 
prisoners  I'eady  .'" 

"  Yes.  Theophilus;  I've  fixed  'em."  said 
Katy.  joyously. 

"  You  must  say.  '  Yes.  my  loi-d.*  "  The- 
ophilus said,  in  an  imperative  aside. 

"  Yes.  my  lord."  repeated  Katy. 

Theophilus.  with  a  majestic  tread,  turn- 
ed to  the  gallows,  and  began  to  tie  each 
piece  of  thread  to  the  cross-tree;  but  his 
hand  shook.  "  I  wonder  if  uncle  says 
anything  to  'em  when  he  hangs  them?" 
lie  murmured.  He  was  so  wretched  that 
Katy  was  moved  to  say, 

"  Theophilus.  let  me  tie  *em  up  for  you? 
I  just  as  lieves." 

"  No."  he  answered — "no:  I'm  a  judge, 
like  uncle;  and  the  judge  has  to  hang- 
people:  my  uncle  does  it  every  day."  He 
tied  the  last  thread,  and  the  wicked  locusts 
began  to  spin  round  and  round  in  their 
black  silk  halters. 

Tiie    Two    chiKlren    were    holding    the 
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court  of  justice  down  in  the  orchard ;  it 
was  a  still,  warm  afternoon,  the  sky  was 
deeply  blue  and  without  a  cloud ;  the  grass 
under  the  apple-tree  where  the  gallows 
stood  was  beaten  down,  but  it  grew  so 
high  outside  that  they  did  not  see  Judge 
Morrison  coming  up  the  path,  and  he 
stood  still  a  moment  looking  at  them,  and, 
as  it  hapi)ened,  heard  Theophilus's  last 
remark.  At  first  he  did  not  understand 
the  laths  and  the  unhappy  locusts  swing- 
ing back  and  forth;  but  his  nephew's 
words  enlightened  him.  He  laughed,  si- 
lently, thinking  of  his  peaceful  orphans' 
court.  ' '  The  Judge  doesn't  have  a  chance, 
unfortunately,"  he  said  to  himself,  and 
then  brought  his  cane  smashing  down  on 
the  gallows. 

"  Here,  what  are  you  about?" 

The  two  children  jumped   apart,  guilt- 

**  Who's  this  girl?"  the  Judge  demand- 
ed. 

"It's  Katy  Murphy,"  Theopliilus  said, 
with  white  lips. 

"Well,  clear  out,"  Judge  Morrison 
said.  "I  don't  want  you  loafing  on  my 
place.     Do  you  hear  me?" 

Katy  ducked,  and  ran  as  fast  as  her 
bare  fat  legs  could  carry  her,  bounding 
across  the  orchard  grass,  and  scrambling 
over  the  gate  at  the  end  of  the  path. 

"So  you're  hanging  the  locusts?"  in- 
quired the  Judge,  contemptuously. 

"  Oh,"  said  Theopliilus,  in  a  low  voice, 
"  I  do  not  like  you,"  and  he  turned  and 
ran  after  Katy,  leaving  his  uncle  feeling 
as  though  a  humming-bird  had  suddenly 
attacked  him.  His  tight,  wrinkled  mouth 
relaxed  in  a  sort  of  smile.  "Well!"  he 
said;  "  he  doesn't  like  me!"  He  cackled 
to  himself  once  as  he  climbed  the  hill. 
He  had  not  been  so  diverted  in  a  long 
time. 

III. 

So  that  was  how  the  Judge  began  to 
get  acquainted  with  his  nephew.  The 
mimic  court  of  justice  in  the  orchard 
tickled  him  immensely,  and  Tlieophilus's 
enraged  candor  in  saying  he  did  not  like 
him  awoke  a  sense  of  humor  that  gen- 
erally only  responded  to  the  bitternesses 
and  meannesses  of  his  court-room.  "O 
most  excellent  Theophilus,"  he  said,  "how 
many  people  feel  that  but  don't  say  it!" 

He  began  to  watch  the  boy,  and  some- 
times threw  a  condescending  word  at 
him.  As  for  Theophilus,  he  spoke  when 
he  was  spoken  to,  and  once  or  twice  in  his 


small  voice,  unasked,  expressed  opinions 
which  were  not  complimentary  to  the 
Judge. 

"Uncle,  why  don't  you  say  'Thank 
you'  to  Aunt  Hannah?  Father  told  me 
always — " 

"Hold  your  tongue!"  said  the  Judge. 

"You're  not  very  polite,"  said  The- 
ophilus, his  heart  beating  hard,  but  his 
voice  calm.  The  Judge  put  down  his 
book  and  looked  at  him,  the  drawing- 
string  around  his  puckered  mouth  relax- 
ing. 

"  Well!"  he  said,  with  a  chuckle.  The 
child's  courageous  dislike  entertained  him 
greatly.  As  for  Miss  Hannah,  she  was 
so  frightened  she  could  only  murmur: 
"My  dear  little  boy!  Oh  do — oh  don't 
— oh,  brother,  he  doesn't  mean  it." 

Theophilus  did  not  corroborate  this 
statement;  he  ate  his  bread-and-butter  in 
silence,  and  planned  his  plays  with  Katy, 
and  thought  how  pleasant  it  would  be  if 
his  uncle  should  die,  and  Aunt  Hannah 
should  marry  some  kind  gentleman,  like 
father,  and  have  six  little  boys  and  six 
little  girls  for  him  to  play  with.  He  told 
Miss  Hannah  so  once,  and  her  old.  worn 
face  colored  faintly,  and  she  said, 

"Oh,  Theoiihilus,  now  do — now  don't 
—now.  you  mustn't — " 

"Well,"  he  said,  thoughtfully,  "I'm 
going  to  get  married  myself;  I'm  going 
to  marry  Katy,  and  w^e'll  live  here  and 
take  our  meals  in  the  wash-house,  and 
not  with  uncle;  for  Katy  don't  like  un- 
cle.'' 

Miss  Hannah  was  horrified;  but  very 
likely  Theophilus  did  not  hear  her  agi- 
tated reproof;  he  was  arranging  a  new 
play.  It  was  of  such  elaborate  character 
— revolving,  as  it  did,  upon  the  capture  of 
Katy  by  cannibals,  and  her  rescue  by 
Theophilus  —  that  the  next  afternoon, 
when  he  and  Katy  acted  it  out,  supper- 
time  came  and  went  and  he  was  all  un- 
conscious of  it.  When  hunger  and  Katy 
reminded  him  of  this  oversight,  he  went 
into  the  Murphys'  kitchen,  and  had  a 
piece  of  fried  meat  and  a  potato,  sitting 
by  the  stove,  and  waited  upon  by  Mrs. 
Murpliy,  who  cuffed  her  childi'en  away 
from  his  chair,  and  put  a  stool  under  his 
feet,  and  told  him  he  was  the  darlin'  boy, 
if  ever  there  was  one. 

"Ach,  Katy,  ye  spalpeen,  ye!  ye've  got 
the  fine  sweetheart !  When  are  ye's  go- 
ing to  set  up  housekeepin',  the  two  of 
ye's?" 
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"  Vcj'v  soon,"  said  Tli(M)plnlns.  ''  I'd 
like  serine  more  tea,  Mi's.  Murphy.  Katy, 
we'll  <4ct  married  next  week,  1  think." 

y\vs.  Muri)hy  winked  at  lier  husband, 
wlio  was  filling'  tlie  room  with  clouds  of 
had  tobacco  smoke,  and  clapped  Theopli- 
ihis  on  the  shoulder  with  lier  kind  big 
hand.      "  An'  what  '11  tlie  Judge  say?" 

"Oh.  I  don't  mind  what  he  says,  "The- 
ophilus  answered,  calmly.  "  Kaly  and 
1  don't  like  liim.  lie's  an  unjust  judge. 
Fathei-  said  you  must  be  polite,  no  matter 
how  you  felt  inside.  So  I'm  polite  to 
him.  ]hit  he  spoke  cross  to  Katy,  and  I 
don't  lilv'e  him."  Then  he  g-ot  down  from 
his  chair  aiul  embi'aced  Katy  tenderly, 
••It's  pi-etty  dark  out-of-doors,"  he  said, 
with  a  sigh;  and  Katy  ottered  to  escort 
him  home.  lie  looked  at  her  longingly, 
for  the  shadows  under  the  apple-trees  on 
the  hill  were  very  black,  but  shook  his 
head,  and  wont  tinu»'ously  out  into  the 
twilig-ht. 

Meantime  Miss  Hannah  had  soine  bad 
moments. 

'•'Where's  that  cliild?  Hannah,  if  tiiat 
boy  can't  be  on  time  for  his  meals,  he  can 
go  witho  it.      Do  you  heai'T' 

Then  the  Judge  oi)ened  his  book,  and 
added  something  in  a  sharp  voice  about 
a  boarding-school.  Poor  old  Hannah's 
knees  trembled;  she  looked  stealthily  out 
of  the  window  between  every  mouthful: 
but  it  grew  darker  and  darker,  and  there 
was  no  sign  of  Theophilus. 

"  Where  is  that  child r"  the  Judge  said 
again,  angrily.  ^liss  Hannah  looked 
over  at  him  with  a  start,  her  cowering 
mouth  ot)ening  in  astonishment.  Ill's 
roice  icas  (Oi.rions  '  It  was  such  an 
amazing  i-evelation  that  she  could  not 
s})eak.  ''Why,  brother's  worried!"  she 
said  to  herself. 

The  Judge  did  not.  apparently,  miss  lier 
r(\spons(\  He  got  up  and  went  out  of  the 
room;  in  the  upper  hall  he  sto})ped.  and 
leaning-  over  the  banisters,  called  down 
to  hei-: 

••Where  does  that  cliild  sleep?" 

She  told  him.  tremulously;  and  a  mo- 
ment afterwards  heard  him  tramjv.ng 
overhead,  and  then  the  door  of  The- 
ophilus's  room  opened  and  sliut.  Evi- 
dently he  had  tluMiglit  the  boy  might  he 
there;   but  he  came  tram]Mng  Ixick  again. 

''  Has  he  come  in  yet :"  he  called  down. 

'' No,  brother,  (^h.  yes.  bi-oiher  !  \ieve 
he  is.      Oh,  Theophilu-,  wiure — " 

The  Hbrarv  door  bammed. 


•■  Theophilus.  brother  has  been  asking: 
about  you."  Miss  Hannah  said,  breath- 
lessly. ■■  My  dear  little  boy,  don't  you 
think  you  ought,  perhaps,  to  be  more 
punctual.'  I've  saved  some  supper  for 
you — " 

'"I  don't  want  any.  Katy's  motlier 
gave  me  some.  What  was  uncle  in  my 
room  for.'  I  saw  the  light — "  Theopli- 
ilus  was  out  of  breath,  for  the  orchard 
had  been  very  dark;  but  without  waiting 
for  a  reply  he  ran  up  stairs,  and  was  back 
again  in  two  minutes.  '"Aunt,  he  1ms 
taken —  He's  a  thief!  He's  stolen — my 
pipe'.''  Then  he  bui'st  out  crying,  shak- 
ing- with  sobs,  and  stamping  with  anger, 
"He's  a  thief  I  It  was  on  the  mantel- 
piece. It's  no  faii-s,  going  to  my  room, 
lie's  stolen  my  pipe!" 

Miss  Hannah  was  at  her  wits'  end. 
"If  brother  hears  him.  he'll  send  him  to 
school."  she  thought,  in  despairing  terror. 
Then  suddenly  Theophilus  was  calm. 

"I  won't  cry  any  more,"  he  said,  in  a 
shaken  whisper;    •"but — " 

And  Miss  Hannah  was  satisfied,  hear- 
ing nothing  threatening  in  that  "but." 

That  night,  when  she  was  asleep,  the 
little  boy  arose,  and  creeping  from  his 
closet  of  a  room  across  her  floor,  gained 
the  entry:  beyond,  on  the  right  of  the 
wide  hall,  was  the  Judge's  library.  The- 
ophilus went  stealthily  over  the  boards, 
stopping  when  one  creaked  loudly  under 
liis  bare  feet,  and  panting  —  and  then 
cree})ing  on  again.  It  seemed  to  the 
child  that  it  was  after  midnight,  so  long 
had  he  l)een  lying  awake,  hating  his 
iincle;  but  it  was  scarcely  eleven  o'clock, 
and  Judge  Morrison  was  working  hard 
m'er  his  i)apers.  with  no  thought  of  bed 
for  a  couple  of  hours,  Theophilus  softly 
turned  the  knob  of  the  door,  and  pushed 
it  a  little,  and  then  a  little  more.  The 
instant  blur  of  light  confused  him;  he 
had  expected  to  feel  about  for  his  pipe  in 
the  darkness.  But  he  did  not  see  his  un- 
cle standing  in  a  shadowy  alcove  of  the 
room.  The  Judge  was  drawing  a  book 
from  one  of  his  shelves.  As  the  child 
entered  he  stopped,  his  hand  in  mid-air, 
and  Avatched  him.  Theophilus.  breathing 
hard,  and  clinching  his  hands,,  went  at 
once  to  the  library  table.  It  was  piled 
with  documents;  four  or  five  japanned 
filing -cases,  battered  ami  flaked,  held 
brown  linen  envelopes  tied  with  red 
tapes,  and  stutl'ed  in,  in  overflowing  and 
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5;5-_>  llAKrKU'S    NKW     MONTHLY     .MACIAZINK. 

,.,,,,v(.|ii('iii  disorder;    in  llic  middle  was  a  aixlliate-  "or— very  likely  I  sijall  —  })rob- 

(lii^lv    iiikslaiid,   willi    a    Wmudi    of   «|iiills  ahiy       l>e    ohli'^-ed    lo  — lo    kill    you.  you 

|„,>,i/l,>    ii  ;    ill    Irotil    of   il    llie    papers  were  k-iiow.'"      Tlieii    lie    hursl    iiilo  a    ^lonu  of 

|,,,.died  lo  iIk'  null!   and  left  lo  make  room  leai's. 

f,,,.    work.       Tiirdon's     hiu'est     was    open.  Tiie  .liiduf   looked    at    him    wiili   a    Sort 

, topped    on    an     unsleady    lieaj)    o!"   other  of    i)ride:     couraLie.    temi>er.     triitli:  — he 

|„,.)i<s;    on    llie    lloor.    leaning-    up   a^-ainsi  oU'_:lit   lo  amount   to  somelhinir. 

I  lie  desk   in  tollerin^-  piles,  w  (M"e  stat'ks  of  "'  If  ytui  don't  suu)ke.  uiiy  do  y.iu  have 

r,.|,orls:    i^yi-vy    chair,  except     lliat     whiidi  a  ])ii)e.'" 

ill,-    .Indue    used,    was    full    of    i)amplilet^.  Silence. 

niid  an  old  sofa   was  littertul  with  hiindles  "Answer  nu:\  you  C[\\)'." 

,)f    p;ii»ers;    evervtliin.u-     was     thick     witii  Xo  reply. 

diisi.  and    in    i  next  rica  hie    disorder.       The  "Answer    me.  or   you    \von"t    e\.t    your 
.liid-c.   heinu-    inastei'   in    his    own    house.  \n\n\       Why  do  you  liaveii:" 
allowed   no  woman   to  "(dean    up";  so  he  Theophilus  loiVueil  at  him.  Imi   saitl  no- 
knew  Just  wdiere  (^vei-ythinu'  was.  thinu-. 

Tlieophilus    op(MUMl    a    drawiu-     in     the  The  ,1  udu't^  was  more  and  nioi-c  pleased, 

wi'it  imj,-  tahlt^   sid'tly.aud   looi-;ed    in;    and  "  \V(dl.  you  I'an   cdear  out.      I  siiall  keep 

tli,.|i  am)tIi(M';  no  l)ip*'.      Tiau'e  was  a  desk  the  P'P^'-  ^m^^  afltu-  this  Til  lock  my  door, 

oil    tli,>   t;il)|(>     om^   of  thost»   old  f:ishi(>ned  (Mear    out!       Tvt^     liatl    enono-h     of    yt)U. 

desks  with  a  llaj)  that   folds  hacd^.  niakine-  AVait  a  minute.       Why  were  you  late  for 

a^    slope,    covered     with     fi'ayed    and     ink-  supper.'      As    lonu"  as  1   feed  you.  sir.  you 

spotted   vcdve!.       lie  tried  to  lift   the  inner  will   he    cm   time  at  your  meals.       Do  you 

lid.  wliicdi  stuck      yi<ddtHl      andtluMi:  lu^ir.''      Wiiere  were  you  :'" 

"  IIV//.  !/(>iiii(f  mail  /"  "  At   Mi-s.  ^lurpiiy's."  said  Tlieophilus. 

The  lid  dropped, (datterinu-.    TluM)philus  llis  uiude's  face  darkened.       "You  are 

slartMl    at     linn,    spcMndiless.        llis    un(d(^"s  not    lo    have    anylhinu-    to    ilo    wilii    those 

eves  liar  owed,  and   he  showinl  his  yellow  ])eople.       If    1    hear  (»f  your  playim:'   with 

old  teeth  in  a   nois(dess  laueh.  any  of  liu\<e  Shanly  tow  n  rauamullins.  I'll 

"  \'ou  ai'e  h(>L;inniuu'  (>arly,  most  (^xeel-  —I'll  atteml  to  you  '." 

l(Mit    Theopjiilus:    you'll    owd    as    your    lo-  Tli(M»[ihilus     .vhutHetl     hack    aeross    the 

custs  did."      The  J  udu'c  was   more  divert-  i\)om.   and    shut    the    door    softly    l)ehinil 

ed  than  he  had  hetui  in  many  a  lonu'  day.  him. 

"  \'erv  lik(dy  you   will    come    Ixd'oii^    nu\  The  .lud^'e   sat   down   at   his  tahle.  and 

sir;   and    voii   mav   he   >ure    I    will  do   my  his  mean  cohl  faee  relaxed  inti)  somethinu' 

(1  lit  \-  !"  lik«^  a  smihv 

Theophilus  looked    as  though    \\o  wevo  "Sivunk:"   he  saiil.       "Confound   hini. 

e-oinu'   to   faint;    hut    he    did    not    ask    for  lu^'ll  aniounl  t(^  something- :" 
mercy. 

"\'es;  you  ai'(^  heuinni  nu"  e;irly — smoi;- 

inu'.  house  hreakiin:-  ^      What    was  it.  hy-  "  Ifs  my  father's  ]->i]-ie,"  Theojihilus  told 

the  \vay,you  hoped  to  steal:"  Katy  afterwards,  "aiul   uncle  is  a  wieketl 

"  \'ou,"saiil  Theopiiilus.  his  tcvMh  cdiat-  man." 

terinu-    in     his    head,   "are   a    thief.       You  "  Ihit  if  yiMi're  nc^t  nsin'  of  il.  Theo])hi- 

took  my   pipe."  lus."  she  said,  wonthu'inely.  "  I   wouldn't 

"  llah  :  ■  said  th(>  .1  uduH*;    "you  mean  to  he  takin'  on  ahmit  il." 

tile  a  (M'oss  sail.      \'«u'y  u'ood.  >ir.       What  He  l(H>k(Hl  at  luu-  wistfully,  hut   he  did 

is  thisahoiit   a  pipe.'      1   don't   allow  hoys  not   try  to  ex])lain.       Inslead,  he  told  her 

lo  smoke  in   my  lioii^t\"  thai  lu^  wished  to  u't'l  married  al  (Uiee. 

"  1  don't  smoke."  .^aid  Tlu'ophilus.  in  a  "  I'll  just  as  lieves."  said  Katy. 

whisptu".  "We'll    eet  marritnl.  and    I'll   kee]>  y(Mi 

Tli(^  .1  udu't^  dropped  hi^  i>anl<>r.  up  in  llie  e-aianM."  said  Theophilus.    "  He'll 

"  Now  don't  lie.      1  f  you're  a  liar.  I'll      "  no!  know.     Tiien,  when  1  e-,>t  some  money, 

"Oh,"  criial    the   (diild.   "  vou    are   cov-  we'll  u'o  away.       Lei's  play  this  nu)rnin,u- 

tiiinly  a   very  had    man.        N'ou    .-stole    my  that  y  on  a  re  a  jirinci^ss  t  urned  intt^  a  drai;-- 

]>ip(\  aiul  s;i\-   1  lell  ^loiie-s.       ^■ou   lell  sio-  o\\.      I'lay   1    am   a   prince   eomine-  to  res- 

I'iivs  vourxdf;   and  you  are  a  thief;    it's  wo  cue  you.  and   you   roar  ami   eat  nu^;    then 

fairs.      (;ive   me  my   pip(\or"^    ihe    little  you    turn    into   a    heauliful    ])rincess  -  no, 

bov  was  de;idly  {)ale.  shal^iuu'  with  an^er  heeause  where  would  1  be  if  you  had  eat- 
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en  me?  Play  you  roar,  and  Til  cut  off 
your  fn'o'htful  liead;  tlien  III  die,  and 
we'll  both  come  to  life,  and  you'll  be  ii 
princess." 

Katy  nodded. 

''Play  we're  dead  fii-st/'  said  Tlieoi)lii- 
lus,  cliang"ini>"  his  plot  as  he  proceeded. 
"  We'll  di<>-  our  _<;'i-aves.  and  lie  down  in 
'em  to  see  liow  it  feels  to  be  dead." 

Katy  opened  hci-  mouth  with  interest. 
Tlieopliilus  reflected  that  it  would  be  hard 
to  dig-  his  g-rave  in  the  matted  orchard 
grass,  and  led  Katy  up  into  the  deserted 
and  neg'lected  garden.  It  would  be  easy 
to  make  a  hole  in  the  soft  black  earth  un- 
der the  larches,  where  the  grass  g-rew  thin 
and  pale.  They  ])icked  some  dandelions 
on  the  way,  and  Theo{)hilus  tore  the  long- 
hollow  stems  into  shreds,  and  passed 
them  between  his  lips  to  make  them  curl. 
"They're  awfully  nasty  and  bitter,"  he 
said;  "but  I  don't  mind.  Here,  let  me 
hang-  'em  over  your  ears,  Katy.  Pi-in- 
cesses  always  have  curls."  Katy  allowed 
herself  to  be  decorated  in  silent  joy;  to 
feel  the  dandelion  curls  brushing-  against 
her  cheeks  made  her  heart  beat  with  ])ride. 
Then  she  sat  down  in  the  g-rass  and 
watched  Theophilns.  He  grew  so  hapi)y 
in  his  digging  that  he  forgot  his  wrongs, 
and  talked  eagerly  as  he  worked.  He 
said  he  meant,  as  soon  as  he  got  time,  to 
dig  under  a  big  flat  stone  in  the  garden, 
because  he  believed  there  were  things  bur- 
ied under  it. 

"What  things,  Tlieopliilus?''  Katy  in- 
quired. 

"Oh,  dead  Indians,  and  gold,"  said 
Tlieopliilus,  impatiently.  "It  doesn't  mat- 
ter just  what.  It's  treasures.  But  I'm 
so  busy  I  don't  get  time  to  dig  'em  u]).'' 

"An'  why  was  they  left  under  the 
stone,  then?"  Katy  inquired. 

"Well,  why  shouldn't  they  be  left 
there?"  he  retorted,  and  enlarged  so  upon 
the  treasures  that  Katy  was  convinced. 
She  leaned  her  clun  in  her  two  litth^  dirty 
hands,  and  crossed  her  bare  f(H^t  over 
each  other,  as  a  duck  does,  and  list(Mied. 

"  It's  prett,y  hot."  said  Tlieoi)hilus:  '*  T 
guess  we  won't  each  have  a  gi-ave;  we'll 
just  get  buried  turn  about."  And  then 
he  sto])ped,  and  stood  up  sti'aight.  and 
wip(;d  his  little  forehead,  and  said,  in  a 
manly  voice,  "  By  Georg(\  it's  hard  work- ; 
by  George!"  Then  he  bade  Katy  get  up 
and  be  measured  for  her  grave,  for  she 
was  taller  than  he. 

"Don't  vou  think  vou  could  be  buried 


by    putting    your    legs    under    you?"   he 
askcMl.     "  It's  pretty  hot,  digging." 

*'  Honest.  T  can't,"  she  said,  anxiously; 
"  my  legs  'ain't  got  no  hinge  in  'em  be- 
tween there  and  there;  honest  they  'ain't, 
The()i)hilus.'' 

"  Well,"  said  the  grave-digger,  bitter- 
ly, '•  I'll  make  it  a  little  longer.  But  it's 
long  enough  for  nie,  Katy  Murphy!" 

Katy  was  in  despair  lest  she  was  going 
to  lose  her  chaiu^e  to  be  buried,  and  her 
big,  gentle,  stupid  eyes  tilled  up;  at  sight 
of  which  Tlieopliilus  sj)rung  from  the 
grave  and  embraced  her. 

"You  shall  be  buried!  Now  don't 
you  cry.  Katy.  I  don't  mind  making 
room  for  your  legs,  only,  they  are  a  lit- 
tle long.'' 

Katy  cheered  np  at  once,  and  listened 
to  Tlieopliilus  telling  his  story  as  he  dug 
— a  ])rince  and  a  princess,  a  cruel  king,  a 
jealous  fairy,  a  poisoned  cup,  and  —  an 
open  grave ! 

"Now  it's  ready,"  Theo])liilus  cried, 
exultant,  throwing  down  his  spade  and 
preparing-  to  step  in  ;  then  he  stoi)ped  and 
looked  at  Katy.  "You  may  get  in  hrst," 
he  said,  with  an  effort;  "but  you  won't 
stay  very  long,  Vv'ill  you?  Because  I  did 
dig  it,  you  know.  Still,  you  may  stay  as 
long  as  yon  want,  Katy.'' 

Katy,  with  delightful  ti-emors.  stej)])ed 
into  the  shallow  trench  and  lay  down. 
"Ouch!  ain't  it  cold  I"  she  Siiid.  "There's 
worrums!      O-o-w!" 

"■  Don't  talk."  said  Tlieopliilus,  anxious- 
ly ;    "  you're  dead.'' 

Katy  shut  her  eyes  tightly,  and  sighed. 
Then  she  said, 

"  ]May  I  get  out.  Tlieopliilus:'" 

"  Why.  don't  yoit  want  ni(^  to  shoved 
in  the  dirt:'"  he  reproached  her;  but  she 
s(piealed  and  scrambled  u])  at  the  idea  of 
such  a  thing.  And  Tlieopliilus,  elate  and 
solemn,  with  shining-  eyes,  stretched  him- 
self in  her  j)la('e:  he  looked  uj)  and  saw 
the  fringe  of  thin  gi-ass  on  tlie  edge  of 
the  grave,  the  dark,  drooping  bi'anches  of 
the  larch,  the  gray,  cloudy  sicy  beyond — ■ 

"Tlieopliilus!''  whispered  Katy.  "Oh, 
my  !    here's  somebody  !" 

Tlieo})hiliis  frowned  and  sat  up  It 
was  Judge  ^Morrison. 

■"Theophilns!  who  is  this  girl:'  Here, 
you,  clear  out!  What  did  I  tell  you, 
Theophilns:'  I  will  not  have  this  scum 
about.  Girl,  do  you  hear:'  Clear  out!" 
He  raised  his  stick  as  he  spoke.  Katy 
shrieked,  dived  past  liiin.  and  ran.      The- 
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ophiliis    canic    up    lo    liim    slowly.    lli.Mi  Thcopl.ihis     was     sleeping    placidly,   the 

suddciilv     lil'U'd     a     t  r(Mui)lin.u-     IcLi"     and  Hush  all  «:one.  and  liis  face  on  its  luw  ]dl- 

kickcd  -y.  liMii.      The  diid.Lic  look   him   hy  low  looking-  a  little  thin. 

111.'  .'olkii-  and  shook  him.  and  ihfu   ludd  Thr  .1  iidire  came  hack,  hlowing"  out  his 

iijm  oil' at  arm's  Icn.uth.  and   laughed,  his  lii^lit   as    he    walked.        •  U^^'s    to    have    a 

ov(>s  liL;hlin,u-  with  appivciation.  tonic.      Do  you  hear?      Have  Willie  King 

sec   him.      A    funeial     is    expensive.""    he 

After    that     there    was    no    ([ucslion    of  ended,  with  a  i:iiu. 

.ludu*'     Alon-ison's     feelinu-     towards     his  .Meanlinu*   Theophilus   ])aid    Vfi'y    liitle 

nephew.      Tiie  hoy  amused  him.  and  tluMi  atttuili(Ui  to  his  uncle:    he  did   not  rt-cog- 

jiitei'ested    him;    his  courage   and  canilor  ni/.t>  any  overtures  for  friendsiii)).      Kaiy 

gav(^him  a  thi'ill  of  pride;  and  hy-and-hy.  had   ht'cn   hani.-iied   i  m>l    tiiat    that   made 

stj-anu-ely  enough,  in  his  withered,  nuvm  any  great  ditlVrence.  hecause   Theophilus 

old  heart  there  came  something  which  he  could  ])lay  down   in   Shantylown    almost 

did  not  recognize,  having  never  felt  it  :   to  as  well  as  in  the  orchard i ;   Aunt  Hannah 

be  sui'c,  it  showed  itself  only  in  a  disap-  was  scolded  ;   he  himself  was  lauglied  at; 

])ointed  irritation  if  Tlieoi)hilus  appeared  his  i)ipe    was  gone,  and   he  believed  any 

stui)id;    in    impatience   if   the   hoy   K)oked  etVort  to  regain   it   was  hopeless;  st)  what 

tired,  which   he  did   very  often;    in  anger  did  he  care  aboui  his  under      Hidecd.  his 

if  he  chanced  to  be  late,  as  he   frecpient-  bitterness  grew  as  he  discovered  the  i)rac- 

ly  was.  for  sup])er.      "Broken   his  necdc,  tical   effect  of  Katy"s   fright   the  day  she 

probably."  the  Judge  would  say.  and  look  had  been  buried;    she  refused   for  a  long 

out  of  the  window  half  a  dozen  times  with  time   to  be   married.      She  could  not.  she 

a  snarl    of  anxiety.      Irritation    and  con-  said,  go   and    live    in    the   garret,  because 

temi)t  are  not  often  interpreters  of  lov(-  "•He""    would     lind     her    and     lick     her. 

certainly  it  was  a  good  while  before  tiie  Kill  her.  maybe.      No.  she  would  not  get 

Judge  recognized  them.     He  only  realized  married: 

that  he     hought  of  the  child  V(M'y  often;  Ibit  Theoi)hilus  ])leaded  with  her  with  a 

but  he  used  to  tell  himself  that  that  was  }iassion  of  entreaty.       ''Oh.  please.  Katy. 

because  Th(M)pliilus  was  a  nuisance.  Don"t  say  "no";   oh.  please— j)/c(/8('.Ivaty  :"' 

Still,   he   told  Hannah    to    get   tlu^   ])oy  And  by-and-by  there  was   no   gainsaying 

better  clothes— though  he    forgot   to  give  him. 

Iier  any  money  for  the  i)urpose;   and  lie  ••AVell.""  said  Kaly.  with  a  sigh. 

snai)ped   at    her    biH'ause    Theoi)bilus    did  "You    ])Ut  on  your  Sunday  dress.""  her 

not  eat  enough.      1  iideed.  he  watched  the  lover    told    her.    "and   come    to    the   gate 

chihl  constantly,  his  kinui  cold  eyes  soft-  after  sup]HM\  and  Til   he   there   and    take 

ening  untler  a   sort   of  tilm.  as  an  eagle"s.  you   u])  to  tiie  garret.      AVe"ll  ])lay  it"s  a 

when    it    looks    at    its    young.      (bu'(\   at  railroad  journey .'" 

midnight,  he  came  knocking  at  :\liss  Han-  "Father    AVilliams    must    be    gone    to 

nah's  door.       "1  want  to  feel  that  child's  tirst.""  said  Katy. 

])uls(\""  he    said:   "lie    looked    Hushed    at  "Oh.   be    nnght    tell    on    us.""  objected 

sui)])ei-.  and  you  ai'e  such  a  fool.  Hannah.  Thec^philus.      But    Katy   said    again    that 

you"d  let  him  sicken  on  your  hands."  folks  had  to  goto  Father  Williams  before 

]\liss   Hannah.   i)alpitating  wim    fright,  they  were  married, 

sat,  up  in  hed  and  bade  him  tMil.M".  "Why:""  said  Tlieo]iliilus. 

"  J   think  he's  well,  brother."'  she  saitl:  But  on  this  point  Katy  was  vague:   she 

"  he  said  he  was."  had    he;ird    her    mother    lind     fault    with 

"As  ifeithei"(»r  ytui  had  sense  tuiough  girls   for   not   "going   to  the  ]U'iest"  with 

to   know  anything   about    it:"   ihe, bulge  liieir    sweethearts:      that     was    all    Katy 

retorted.     He  came  in  and  went  shutHing  kmnv. 

aci'oss  the  room  to  Theopiii lus's  tloor  a  "Well."  said  Theophilus.  reluctantly: 
long,  lean  ligure  in  a  gray  tlanuel  wrap-  "it's  loo  late  to-day;  but  we"ll  go  t(V 
per;  he  had  a  palm  leaf  fan  in  oiu>  hand,  nuu-row.  l"m  going  to  be  busy  i)utling 
and  a  r(Hl  silk  lunurKerchief.  and  he  carried  the  provisions  iiiio  the  garret  this  after- 
a  tall  brass  candlestick  —  the  old-fash-  lunui."  Then  he  kissed  Katy  tenderly, 
ioned  kind,  with  a  IhhhI.  ami  a  spring  in-  and  left  hei"  silting  on  the  fence,  scratch- 
side.  He  had  a  vague  idea  that  the  bc\v  ing  her  bare  legs  and  retlecting  upon  her 
should  be  fanned  if  he  was  feverisli.  and  wedding. 
l)erha])s   his   head   ought    to    be    lied    up.  The  provisioning  of  the  gari'et  was  not 
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dillicult.  Miss  Hannah  liad  gone  to  the 
sewing- society  tliat  afternoon;  of  course 
the  Judge  was  not  at  home;  and  the  lit- 
tle boy  bad  the  gaunt,  echoing  old  house 
to  himself.  If  he  had  noi  been  so  inter- 
ested and  excited,  he  might  have  been 
frightened  at  the  silence  and  emptiness. 
Through  the  wide  window  in  the  upper 
hall  the  afternoon  sunsbine  poured  in, 
and  lay  in  a  dusty  pool  at  the  foot  of  the 
garret  stairs;  it  pleased  Theophilus  to  say 
to  liimself  that  be  bad  to  wade  through 
this  pool  as  he  carried  up  his  supplies. 
The  stairs  creaked  under  his  eager  feet  as 
he  lugged  up  one  burden  after  another — 
raw  potatoes,  a  loaf  of  bread,  eggs,  ap- 
ples, a  pitcher  of  water.  Then  he  brought 
some  bedclothes  from  the  press  in  the 
linen-closet — his  little  arms  full,  and  the 
blankets  and  coverlets  trailing  on  tbe 
ground,  so  that  he  walked  on  them  and 
stumbled  a  dozen  times  before  he  reached 
the  garret. 

It  was  nearly  five  when  all  was  ready, 
and  then  the  impatient  bridegroom  went 
to  claim  his  bride. 

Sbe  was  waiting  for  him  at  the  gate; 
she  had  put  on  lier  red  plaid  dress,  and  a 
little  red  sack,  and  her  hat  with  a  feather 
in  it;  her  feet  and  legs  were  bare,  how- 
ever, because  she  could  not  bring  herself 
to  wear  her  new  shoes  when  it  was  not 
Sunday;  she  had  an  apple  in  her  hand, 
and  her  round  little  face  looked  up  trust- 
fully at  her  bridegroom.  Theophilus  hur- 
ried her  up  the  path  with  such  anxiety  in 
his  manner  that  Katy  began  to  be  fright- 
ened. 

"Is  He  there,  Theophilus?''  she  said, 
panting  with  their  run  up  the  hill. 

"  Not  yet,''  said  Theophilus.  '*  Don't  be 
scared,'  Katy.  I  won't  let  him  hurt  you. 
If  be  sbould  attack  you,  I  will  throw 
bim  down  and  tie  him.  Now,  Katy,  you 
climb  on  the  back  woodshed,  and  I'll 
help  you  into  the  window  in  my  room, 
and  then  we'll  go  up  to  the  garret." 

Katy  was  stolidly  obedient.  It  would 
have  seemed  simpler  to  go  in  the  back 
door  and  walk  up  stairs,  but  Theophilus 
preferred  this  dangerous  mode  of  entering; 
so  she  had  nothing  to  say.  When  she 
found  herself  in  the  garret,  however,  her 
eyes  widened  with  inlerest,  and  a  little 
stir  of  imagination  made  her  suggest  tliat 
they  put  a  chair  against  the  dooi*,  for  fear 
the  enemy  break  in.  But  Theophilus  ob- 
jected. 

"No;    if    lie    found    the    door    locked, 

Vol.  XCYII.— No.  5S0.— 70 


he'd  til  ink  maybe  we  were  here  ;  if  we 
hear  him  coming,  we'll  bide  behind  the 
trunks." 

There  was  plenty  of  opportunity  to  hide 
in  the  garret.  It  was  a  great  loft,  extend- 
ing, without  any  partitions,  over  the  whole 
house;  two  chimney-stacks,  rough  with 
plaster  and  gray  with  dust  and  cobwebs, 
stood,  half-way  from  tbe  centre,  at  each 
end. 

"  They  are  our  breastworks  to  the  foe," 
said  Theophilus.  However,  there  was  no 
need  to  hide,  for  no  dreadful  footstep  told 
them  of  tbe  approach  of  the  enemy. 
They  ate  their  supper,  and  then  cuddled 
down  on  the  pillows  Theophilus  had 
brought,  and  slept  until  the  eastern  win- 
dow began  to  grow  into  a  shining  blue 
oblong  tbat  opened  into  heaven. 


The  real  alarm  did  not  begin  down- 
stairs until  nearly  eight,  when  Mrs.  Mur- 
phy a])peared,  apologizing  and  crying. 
Was  Miss  Morrison  after  knowin'  where 
her  Katy  was?  The  young  one  had  lit 
out,  and  the  holy  angels  would  tell  Miss 
Morrison  that  Mrs.  Murphy  didn't  know 
where  she  was,  no  more  nor  the  dead; 
on  less  she  was  with  the  young  gentle- 
man, who  was  after  savin'  he  was  going 
to  marry  her. 

Tbe  Judge,  who  had  been  angry  be- 
cause Theophilus  was  late  for  supper,  was 
immensely  diverted  at  Mrs.  Murphy's 
tale,  and  bade  her  go  and  bunt  for  the 
children  in  the  orchard,  promising  the 
boy  a  caning,  and  threatening  Katy  with 
tbe  House  of  Correction;  by-and-by  he 
took  a  lantern  and  went  out  himself, 
looking  through  the  sbrubberies,  and 
nearly  falling  into  Theophilus's  open 
grave.  The  jar  and  wrench  of  bis  stumble, 
and  the  flash  of  remembrance  of  the  little 
still  figure  lying  there,  made  him  sud- 
denly keenly  alarmed,  and  so,  of  course, 
angry  again  ;  but  anger  did  not  help  mat- 
ters. All  that  night  they  looked,  and 
beat  through  the  woods,  and  flashed  lan- 
terns along  the  river-bank,  and  called 
and  shouted;  the  Judge  was  dreadfully 
silent,  and  Miss  Hannah  prayed;  bi^t  no 
cbildren  were  found. 

Tbe  next  dajv Theophilus  and  Katy  ate 
and  drank  and  played — tbeir  game  being 
that  Theophilus  was  a  hunter,  and  caught 
apples  in  traps  in  shadowy  caves  under 
the  rafters,  and  brought  them  home  to 
his  wife.     Katy  yawned  in  the  afternoon, 
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and  iTiiiindtHl  lici"  ]iu.sl):uid  of  Fatlier 
Williaiiis,  and  Ix'Lran  to  ^et  I'allier  lired 
ol'  licmu'  niai'ricd.  Sd.  towai'ds  diisiv,  Tho- 
()|»lii  Ins  said  lliry  wonld  try  to  gel  out  and 
"  </{)  to  tlio  i)i'iest";  it  was  as  tliev  were 
eoniin^-  softly  dowji  stairs  that  tliey  sud- 
denly lieacd  voices  in  tlie  lil)rary.  and 
dai'l(Ml  hack  fof  slieltei-  to  tlieir  LTarret. 
J'.nt  Katy  was  restless;  in  a  few  minutes 
,slie  insisted  upon  crawliiiL:'  out  aLi'ain  on 
to  tlic  staircase.  I'heopliil us  went  after 
]iei'  and  phudvcd  at  her  sleeve. 

•  Jle'll  eatcli  you!      C'otne  away." 

'■  hon'l,"  ivaty  said,  crossly. 

Theopliilus  crept  hack  and  sat  down 
on  a  trunk'.  The  <:'arret  was  g'ettinu'  dark; 
tiiose  caves  inuhu'  the  raftei'S  h)oked  very 
l)lack;  as  foi-  wliat  nn.udit  lurk  in  them. 
Tiieophihis  dared  not  trust  his  imaa-ina- 
lion.  He  felt  tliat  if  he  l)e<i-an  to  think 
of  their  i)ossihilit ies.  his  mind  would  de- 
cide upon  dead  ])irates.  Why  ])irates. 
why  ilead.  Theopliilus  did  not  know;  he 
oniy  felt  tliat  that  way  terror  lay. 

'■  I  mustn't  ,i;'et  scared."  he  told  himself. 
hreathiiiL:'  hai-d.  and  ))icking-  with  nervous 
little  liuLi'ei's  at  the  rottino-  leather  of  the 
old  trunk.  When  he  could  not  stand  the 
silence  and  loneliness  any  longer,  he  came 
cautiously  out  to  Katy  ag-ain. 

■'I  can  hear  "em  talkin'I"'  she  whisper- 
ed, excitedly.       '"She's  takin'  on  awful." 

"Come  hack."  whispered  Thtn)philus; 
■'they  don't  k'now  you're  hearinu'  them." 

Katy  lookeil  at  him  scoi'U  fully . 

■'An'  wouhl  1  he  listeninu-  if  they  did: 
Theopliilus,  she's  cryin'  !" 

Ami.  indeetl.  ])oor  old  Miss  Hannah's 
sohs  i-eached  her  neplu^w's  ear — for  the 
liin-ary  dc)Ov  was  ajar.  At  this  lie  took 
J  lis  wife  hv  her  arm  and  drag'u^ed  her 
iuick. 

■'1  must  tt^ll  Aunt  Hannah."  he  said. 
ill  ureat  agitation;  "1  don't  want  her  to 
cry.  Wiieii  she  Li'oes  to  ht.'d,  TH  go  down 
ami  tt'il  lier  we  ;ire  nnu'ried.  and  living" 
up  iiere;    hut  she  mustn't  tell." 

"An"  leave  nic  alone  in  the  dark:" 
gasped  Katy;  and  then,  suddenly,  she  he- 
gan  to  cry.  ""I'd  "a'  hrung  a  candle 
'steaTi  of  ail  them  ]ioiatoes.  if  ii  had  heen 
me  was  doiiie-  it."  she  said.  Then  she  re- 
proached Tiieophiius  I'oy  telliuL:-  her  to 
wear  her  Sumlay  clothes.  "They'll  he 
shal)hyinL;-  on  me,"  said  Katy.  She  moan- 
ed tiiat  she  did  not  iil^e  living  in  a  gar- 
i-et.  and  that  she  wished  she  iiad  never 
got  married.  "  I'm  eoing  iiome  to  my 
mother,"  she  sobbed. 


Tiu'ophilus  stood  beside  lier  in  de.sjiair. 
He  liatl  never  seen  Katy  in  the  rule  of  lier 
sex.  He  got  down  on  liis  knees,  and  jnit 
his  little  arms  around  her.  and  tried  to 
reason  with  liis  bride — as  other  husbands 
have  done  before  liim.  and  with  like  suc- 
cess.     Katy  wept  more  loudly  tlian  ever. 

"I  don't  like  being"  nuirried:  and  I 
don't  like  i>otatoes  that  'ain't  been  boiled; 
and  I  don't  like  liavin'  no  bed  to  slee])  in, 
only  tliem  pillows  and  thing^s.  wliieh  ain't 
no  real  l>ed :  and  I  ain't  a-g"oin'  to  stay. 
I'm  g-oing-  home  to  —  my  —  mother!" 
Katy's  sobs  were  heartrending'.  Theopli- 
ilus was  pale  with  misei-y. 

"Why.  you  wouldn't — oh.  Katy,  you 
irouhb)  t  leave  me  all  alone  up  here  in 
the  darkf  The  poor  yonng:  husband's 
voice  was  broken  with  emotion  :  lie  Inid 
foi'gotten  the  open  door,  and  the  wail  of 
Katy's  sobs  woke  only  the  fear  that  his 
domestic  happiness  was  threatened — not 
that  the  enemy  might  hear  her. 

"I  g'ot  to.  Theopliilus;  I  don't  like  it. 
Honest.  I  don't.  Oh.  Theopliilus.  changre 
to  rselly  for  a  wife:  She'll  do  ye;  she'll 
not  mind  the  dark." 

"No.  she  won't  do  me."  he  answered, 
tremulously;  "1  don't  want  to  change  to 
Nelly:  she  don't  ]iliiy  nicely  at  all;  and 
slie's  always  talking.  I  don't  want  a 
wife  that  talks."  (Ah.  Theopliilus.  how 
many  men  discover  this  when  it  is  too 
late  to  "change  to  Nelly"!) 

"  Well,  anyway.  I'm  going"  home  to  my 
mother!"  wailed  Katy:  and  this  time  the 
enemy  heard. 

I'he  Judge  had  been  g-reatly  shaken  by 
this  day  of  anxiety;  the  fact  that  the 
children  were  not  immediately  and  easi-  ' 
ly  found  had  led  to  the  conclusion  that 
tliey  must  have  wandered  in  the  darkness 
along"  the  bank  of  the  i-iver — and  the 
black',  deep,  quick  -  llowing-  little  river 
knew  the  rest. 

"He's  drowned."  the  ,ludg"e  said  to 
himself  over  and  over  when,  towards 
dusk,  he  sat  in  his  library,  his  head  bent 
on  his  breast.  "I've  lost  him."  he  said, 
and  drew  in  his  lips,  and  ])layed  a  tattoo 
on  the  arms  of  his  chair.  "Lost  him — 
lost  him."  It  was  such  a  wanton  and 
unnecessary  loss:  if  tlie  boy  had  fallen 
sick  and  died,  one  might  say  "Provi- 
dence." and  know  a  sort  of  dull  acquies- 
cence. Ihu  tills  was  ]>ure  carelessness; 
there  was  no  need  for  such  a  calamity: 
the  child  had  been  neg'lected.  "  Hannah 
neelected  him,"  he  said  to  himself;   "the 
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fool ! — why  couldn't  she  have  looked  after 
him?  She  allowed  him  to  play  with  that 
little  Murphy  devil.  I'm  glad  there's 
one  less  of  them,  anyway ;  she's  drowned, 
too,  thank  God!  Well,  I'll  clean  that 
place  out.  They've  killed  him — Hannali 
and  those  people  between  them.  I  wish 
Mary'd  lived ;  she  would  have  looked 
after  him.'' 

It  seemed  to  him  that  Mary  was  some- 
how responsible;  if  she  had  staid  at 
home  and  behaved  herself,  she  could  have 
taken  care  of  the  child,  he  thought,  dully 
— so  confused  by  this  sudden  meeting  of 
love  and  selfishness,  that  whirled  like  two 
contrary  and  tumultuous  streams  through 
his  dry  old  heart,  that  he  forgot  that  if 
Mary  had  staid  at  home,  Theophilus 
would  not  have  been  at  all.  He  looked 
up  when,  with  despair  in  her  face,  Miss 
Hannah  came  in. 

"They  haven't  heard  anything  yet, 
brother,"  she  said.  "Oh,  brother,  what 
do  you  think?" 

"I  think  that  your  promising  nephew 
is  drowned,  my  dear  sister."  His  lips 
curled  back  from  his  teeth  as  he  spoke, 
and  there  was  a  gray  pallor  under  his 
leathery  skin ;  then  he  said,  "Damn  you." 

Old  Miss  Hannali  sat  down  on  a  pile 
of  reports,  and  covered  her  face  with  her 
hands.  The  Judge  glared  at  her,  and 
said  something  fiercely  under  his  breath; 
yet  they  had  never  been  so  near  each 
other  before. 

Then,  suddenly,  from  up  above  them, 
somewliere  in  the  darkness,  a  shrill,  child- 
ish wail  wavered  faintly,  and  dropped, 
and  rose  again.  The  two  started  to  their 
feet  together,  and  listened,  breathlessly. 

VI. 

No  doubt  the  reaction  from  anxiety, 
and  the  mortification  of  remembering 
how  shaken  he  had  been,  made  the  Judge 
harder  than  ever.  He  had  no  pity;  per- 
haps, even,  he  had  no  anger,  which  would 
have  been  humanizing  in  its  way;  he  had 
mere  disgust  and  determination.  He 
"cleared  that  place  out"  without  a  day's 
delay.  "Pack!"  he  said  ;  and  the  Mui-- 
phys  packed.  They  did  not  know  enough 
to  use  the  wea])on  of  tlie  law  to  make 
delay;  and,  besides,  who  could  use  the 
law  against  a  judge? 

"  He'll  be  putting  us  in  jail,"  said  Mrs. 
Murphy,  quaking  and  packing;  "and  it's 
your  doin',  ye  spal})een  !"  she  said  shril- 
ly to  Katy,  and  cuffed  her  soundly. 


"You  are  to  be  off  my  premises  by 
nine  o'clock  Saturday  morning.  I  give 
you  twenty -four  hours'  notice,"  Judge 
Morrison  had  told  Mr.  Murphy,  who  was 
too  drunk  to  do  more  than  hiccough, 

"Jest  as  you  say,  yer  lionor;  jest  as 
you — acli ! — say." 

And  Theophilus? 

When  that  little  sound  of  weeping  had 
struck  his  ear  the  Judge  had  hurried, 
stumbling  and  breathless,  into  the  garret. 
There  had  been  a  blank  minute  of  rage; 
then  he  had  flung  Katy  to  one  side,  say- 
ing viciously  something  Theophilus  did 
not  hear.  Then  he  clutched  his  nephew's 
arm  in  a  cruel  grip,  and  storming  and 
threatening  for  sheer  relief,  dragged  him 
down  to  his  library.  There  he  spoke 
his  mind. 

Theophilus  sighed  once  or  twice,  and 
looked  out  of  the  window,  but  said  not  a 
word  until  the  Judge  had  flnished.  Then, 
in  a  voice  curiously  like  liis  uncle's,  he 
said:  "You  ain't  fair.  I  am  going  to 
tell  God  on  you."  And  waited  for  more 
abuse;  but  none  came. 

"Hold  your  tongue,  and  go  to  bed!" 
his  uncle  said;  and  the  boy  went.  But 
Theophilus  Morrison,  alone  in  his  library, 
put  his  head  down  on  his  hands,  and 
drew  a  long  breath. 

Miss  Hannah,  shaking  and  crying,  led 
Theophilus  to  his  own  little  room.  She 
asked  her  broken  questions,  and  exclaim- 
ed and  protested  and  reproached  him  all 
at  once.  Theophilus  made  no  response. 
When  at  last  she  kissed  him  good-night, 
and  left  him  in  the  welcome  darkness 
and  silence,  it  seemed  as  though  some 
weight  was  lifted  from  him.  He  sat  up 
in  bed  and  bent  his  face  forward  on  his 
knees.  He  did  not  cry,  but  sometimes  he 
sighed  — that  broken,  despairing  breath 
that  age  knows.  He  was  very  white  and 
still  all  the  next  day.  In  vain  Miss  Han- 
nah tried  to  make  him  talk,  so  that  she 
might  comfort  him.  He  ate  what  she 
forced  upon  him,  because  she  cried  when 
he  refused.  But  except  to  whisper  once, 
''  Aunt,  I  shall  tell  God  on  him,"  he  was 
silent.  For  Theophilus  knew  Katy  was 
to  be  sent  away;  they  would  never  see 
each  other  again.  "Never  any  mo)'e — 
never  any  more,"  he  said  to  himself  over 
and  over. 

But,  spite  of  the  Judge's  orders  and 
Miss  Hannah's  care,  Theophilus  did  see 
his  wife  once  more.  The  morning  of  the 
Murphys'  departure  he  watched  from  the 
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oivliarcl  llie  loading*  of  llie  dray  in  rront  of  As  for  Theopliiliis.  he  was  quiet  ag-ain. 

KaU's  door,  and  when  he   saw  tliat  Mrs.  only    looking    with  burning-   eyes   at    the 

:\liiri)liy  was  climbing-  uj),  to  sit  on  to])  of  little  fiirure  on  the  wag-on.  until  a  turn  in 

her  stove  and  feather  bed,  and   the  chil-  the  road  carried  it  out  of  sight, 

drcii    were    standing   about,  ready    to    be  Then  he  went  home.     Miss  Hannah  did 

])arked    in    beside    her,    he    went    to    the  not    tell  the  Judge    of  this   disobedience. 

wash-house    door,   and    called    in    to   his  but    she    reproached    Theopiiilus    in    her 

aunt  that  he  was  "going  to  say  good-by  agitated,  flurried  way. 

to  Katy."    He  did  not  wait  for  her  horri-  "'  Now.  my  dear  little  boy.  you  must — 

lied  i)rotest,  but   ran,  white  and  ]ianting.  you  mustn't — you  know brotlier  woukhft 

down  through  the  orchard  and  across  the  — now    you    Avill    i-emember.  ^von"t    you. 

I'oad.      ]\Irs.  Murphy  screamed  when   she  Theophilus?" 

saw    him.  and   ])oor   swollen -eyed    Katy  Theopiiilus   nodded,  silently.      He  was 

hardly  dared  look  at  him,  after  her  first  ])erfectly  ai)athetic.      As  the  days  went  on 

glance.      The  men  who  were  loading  the  he  made  no  complaint  of  loneliness.      He 

wagon  st()i)ped  and  laughed — but  Tiieoph-  seemed  to  be  just  a  silent,  biddable  child, 

ilus  was  blind  to  all  but  Katy.  He  fetched  and  carried  for  ^Miss  Hannah. 

The  child  had  beeii  pulled  up  to  sit  be-  and  took  the  tonic  Willie  King  had  order- 
side  her  mother,  and  looking  down  at  him,  ed.  and  learned  his  lessons,  and  never  ^vent 
said,  trembling.  "  Good-by.  Theopiiilus."  down  to  Shantytown  for  play-fellows  ;  but 

"  Shut  your  mouth.""  said  her  mother,  he  turned  away    his   head  whenever  his 

beginning  to  cry.    "  The  darliii"  boy ;  he's  uncle  spoke  to  him.      If  he  was  asked  a 

that  white — "  question,  he  answered  briefly:  but  it  was 

""Katy."    said    Theopiiilus,    in    a     low  impossible   not  to  see  the  shrinking  and 

voice,  "as  soon  as  I'm  a  man,  I'm  coming  fear  and  hatred  on  the  little  mild  face, 

for  vou."  He  used   to  try  to  play,  at  first.      He  said 

"All  I'ight,  Theopiiilus."  said  Katy.  every  day  to  himself   that  to-morrow   he* 

"  Yo..  won't  forget  we're  married f  would  make  ink  out  of  pokeberries.      He 

"  (,)h  no.  Theoi)hilus."  murmured  Katy.  had  a  fancy  for  pretending  to  be  an  earth- 

'•  Oh,  Katy.  don't,  don't,  doii'f  go  and  worm    burrowing   through  miles  of  clay 

leave  me  !"  he  burst  out.  and  rock.  re})resented  by  the  hay  in  the  loft. 

"There,  now,  dear,"  said  ^Nlrs.  ^^lurpliy.  But  interest  flagged,  and  he  came  back 
"don't  be  takin'  on."  The  big.  motherly  and  sat  listlessly  by  the  lire  in  the  wash- 
woman had  a  sudden  impulse  to  pick  him  house,  while  Miss  Hannah's  anxieties 
up  and  })ack  him  with  her  brood  among  about  him  I'ippled  on  with  mild  incoher- 
her  i)ots  and  ])ans  and  feather  beds.  The  ence  which  never  needed  a  reply.  Some- 
little  boy  did  not  seem  to  hear  her.  times  after  tea. when  he  had  been  stolidly 

"Katy."  he  said,  in    a  low  voice,  and  nnresponsive,  the  Judge  would  go  back  to 

looked    up   at    her.       Then,  suddenly,  he  his  library  with  a  pang  which  he  su})posed 

burst  into  tears,  ran  madly  at  the  wagon,  to  be  anger,  and  he  would  tell  himself  that 

and  tried  to  climl>  u])  over  the  big  wheels.  Theopiiilus  was  as   ungrateful   as  evei\v- 

"  I'm   going    too:   I'm    going    too — "    he  body  else. 

soi)bed.      "Take    me    with    you.    Kaly!"  "  I  would  make  something  of  him,"  he 

He  clung  to   the    wheels,    and  the   men.  used  to  tell  himself.     "  He  has  brains:  he 

laughing,  i)ulled  him  Ixick.  would  be  a  credit  to  me."     And  then  he 

]\Irs.  ]\Jur])hy.  from  iier  perch  on  the  would  think  to  himself,  bitterly,  how  un- 
feather  Ited,  laugiied  whx  "  Ain't  he  com-  just  it  all  was.  "  I  never  cared  for  a  hu- 
icalr"  said  ]Mrs.  ]\iur{)iiy.  "  AVell.  there:  man  creature  before."  he  said,  not  know- 
bless  him!  Say.  now.  darlin",  go  home,  ing  that  this  was  his  own  sentence:  "and 
I'll  1)6  keepiii'  your  wife  for  ymi — "  I'm  a  fool  to  care  now  1"  he  added.  "^Vell, 

The   wagon   started,  and    Mrs.  IMurphy  he's    not    worth    it.      ^Villie  King   is    an 

forgot  Theopliilu>.  aiul  began  to  wee})  for  idiot."      In   his  rage  and   anxiety  he  was 

her  own  hearth-stone  from  which  she  had  almost    as    incoherent    as    Miss  Hannah, 

been    so   cruelly   torn    away.      Then   she  Indeed,  he   made   no  concealment  of  his 

smacked    the   cliild    wiiose    fault    it    was.  feeling  for  the  l)oy :   he  was  harshly  and 

which    made    Katy    weep    also,    and    the  openly  anxious  about   him.      He   scolded 

wailing  chorus  rose  above  the  good-byes  Miss  Hannah  because  he  was  pale,  and  was 

of  the  neighbors,  who  stood  about  watch-  imperiousinhisorders  thatthe  childshould 

ing'  the  flitting.  have  this  or  that  comfort,  for  which,  in- 
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deed,  with  anguished  reluctance,  he  once 
or  twice  gave  her  some  money.  Over 
and  over  he  tried  to  make  Theophilus 
talk.  He  was  eager  for  a  friendly  look 
or  word,  but  none  came.  The  child  never 
forgot.  Once  it  came  to  the  Judge  as  an 
inspiration  that  Theophilus  had  not  for- 
given him  for  taking  his  pipe,  and  eager- 
ly he  called  the  boy  into  his  library. 

"  Theophilus,"  he  said,  "  I  have  some- 
thing of  yours;  I'm  going  to  give  it  back 
to  you,  only  you  are  not  to  smoke,  young 
man!"  He  ended  with  an  effort  to  be 
jocose,  that  made  the  little  boy  look  at 
him  wonderingly ;  but  he  would  not  take 
the  pipe. 

"I  don't  want  it  now,"  ho  said,  briefly, 
and  went  back  to  sit  with  Miss  Hannah, 
leaning  his  head  against  her  knee,  and 
trying  languidly  to  study  his  spelling 
lesson.  "I  don't  like  spelling,"  he  said. 
"There  isn't  any  'because 'in  just  stick- 
ing in  letters."  This  was  apropos  of 
'■  dough  "  and  "doe,"  which  had  present- 
ed difficulties  that  had  moved  Theophilus 
to  tears.  "  Katy  could  spell  just  as  easy," 
he  said.  And  that  was  his  only  reference 
to  his  little  tragedy;  but  it  meant  that  he 
did  not  forget. 

Shortly  after  the  rebuif  of  the  pipe  the 
Judge  made  still  another  effort.  "  Here, 
young  man!"  he  said;  "is  a  present  for 
you.  Come!  what  do  you  say?  Don't 
forget  your  manners."  He  snapped  a  half- 
dime  down  on  the  table  by  Theophilus's 
plate  with  a  little  chuckle  of  generosity. 

"Thank  you,"  said  Theophilus,  listless- 
ly. He  slipped  the  coin  into  his  pocket, 
but   afterwards   Miss    Hannah    saw    him 


fingering  it,  and  looking  at  it  with  a  gleam 
of  interest.  "Does  it  cost  much  to  take 
a  journey,  aunt?"  he  said.  And  then  he 
said,  with  a  little  animation  in  his  face, 
"I  guess  I'll  save  up."  And  he  even 
went  so  far  as  to  put  his  half-dime  into 
an  empty  cigar-box,  which  he  said  should 
be  his  ])ank.  "  When  that's  full  I'll  have 
enough,"  he  said.  But  by -and -by  he 
seemed  to  forget  it. 

As  the  wintei'  passed  he  grew  whiter 
and  stiller.  The  Judge  was  bitter  to  all 
the  world;  Miss  Hannah  had  a  bad  time 
of  it,  but  Willie  King  had  a  worse. 

"What  are  you  good  for,  anyhow?'' 
the  Judge  used  to  say,  sneering  and 
frightened  and  angry  all  together. 
"  What  do  you  suppose  I  pay  you  for?'' 

It  appeared  that  AVillie  wasn't  good  for 
anything.  "Some  spring  has  been  cut," 
he  said;  "the  boy  doesn't  care  for  any- 
thing." Afterwards  he  said  the  child  had 
no  constitution,  anyhow. 

At  the  end  the  Judge  Avas  with  the  lit- 
tle boy  day  and  night,  and  perhaps  the 
old  man's  harsh  misery  softened  the 
child.  The  last  day,  when  from  morning 
until  morning  the  Judge  had  sat  on  the 
bed  (it  was  his  own,  into  which  Theophilus 
had  been  put),  the  child  looked  at  him 
once  or  twice,  with  a  glimmer  of  interest 
in  his  face. 

"  Uncle,"  he  said. 

The  Judge  took  his  hand,  and  held  it, 
opening  and  shutting  his  lips,  and  trying 
to  speak. 

"Uncle,  I — won't— I  won't — tell  God,'' 
he  said. 

And  then  he  turned  his  face  to  the  wall. 


UPLIFTING. 


BY   ARCHIBALD   LAMPMAN. 


"TT/'E  passed  heart- weary  from  the  troubled  house, 
tV     Where  much  of  care  and  much   of  strife  had  been, 
A  jar  of  tongues  upon  a  petty  scene; 
And  now,  as  from  a  long  and   tortured  drouse. 
The  dark  returned  us  to  our  purer  vows — 
The  open  darkness  like  a  friendly  palm ; 
And   the  great  night  was  round  us   with  her  calm: 
We  felt  the  large  free  wind  upon   our  brows, 
And  suddenly  above  us  saw  revealed 
The  holy  round  of  heaven — all   its  rime 

Of  suns  and   planets  and  its  nebulous  rust — 
Sable  and  glittering  like  a  mythic  shield, 
Sown  wutli  the  gold  of  giants  and  of  time. 
The  worlds  and  all   their  svstems  but  as  dust. 
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rplll*'  cIlih^c  in  tlic  liscal  system  of 
I  (lie  I'liitt'd  Stales,  considorrd  wholly 
;,|);irt  rrom  tin-  <'N iiiciicics  of  the  i)r('S('iit 
war  ;ui(l  llic  possible  niodilicatioii  of  our 
foreii^ii  |)<di<"y  following-  tlioi'cupon,  lias 
not,  coiiK'  suddenly.  It  has  been  foreseen 
and  .-u'cin-alely  i)redi('ted  by  those  who 
h;iv(^  had  (he  advantage  of  coin])arin,o-  our 
sysleni  with  the  systems  of  otlier  eoun- 
(ri(\s.  A  brief  r(M'erene(^  to  what  has})oint- 
(>d  lo  the:  chanu-e  will  jxM'init  a  elearer 
statement  of  what  tlu'  chan.ii-e  implies. 

'i'h(^  lariir  has.  since  the  foundation  of 
th(^  o()vernment,  been  tlu^  leading-  feature 
in  th(^  national  linanees.  Originally 
sought,  and  framed  as  a  ri^venue  mea- 
sure, wluMi  the;  Ixevolution  had  just 
ended,  and  a  loosidy  united  eonfederat ion 
of  ind<'pend(Mit  States  threatened  I'uin, 
its  liseal  sti-eni^th  has  for  a  century  been 
maintained,  with  a  constant  t(Mul(Micy  to 
)>ring  into  <^r(\iter  pi-omincMice  its  political 
(d<Mn(Mit  )f  (Micouj'auing-  domestic  indus- 
tries by  rest  rictini;-  imports  and  foreign 
<"om|)elition.  Amorn;-  the  many  chanues 
in  i-ales  and  administrative  features  made 
since  th(^  lirst  tai'itV  the  })rotective  idea 
has  been  Indd  in  view,  receivinii-  an  occa- 
sional check  only  to  be  rt>stored  in  Li'reattM" 
vii^or.  Hamilton  believ(>d  that  an  aver- 
au'c  duty  of  on«^  tenth  of  \\\v  value  o(  the 
im[)()rted  mei-chandist^  would  assure  reve- 
nu(>  and  yet  afford  a  ri^isonable  encour- 
au'ement  to  home  manufacturers.  The 
C()US(Miuenc(>s  of  the  war  <)'(  lSi"J,  wlu^tlinu' 
the  demands  of  douu^stic  iiulustries,  nu)re 
than  doul)led  this  rate,  and  the  adhtM'ence 
to  a  laritV  as  tlu^  ouv  Lireat  soui'ce  i'>['  na- 
tional r(venu(>  led  to  a  furlluM'  im-rease 
IxM'ore  ISi'.n,  brinmnu'  tht>  aNtu'au'e  on  du 
liable  imports  to  omM"oui'th.  or  twenly- 
ti\-e  jxn-  cen  I.  (/</  ruloi-cm . 

'['he  civil  war,  by  imposint:-  the  nci-es- 
sity  of  miH>liii!4'  an  e\t  raoi'dinary  t^xpen- 
tliture  beyond  all  (>\p(M'ienct\  led  lo  a  u'en- 
eral  ri>sort  to  taxation,  in  wliit-h  tiie  laritV 
could  not  escape  an  increa->e.  Tiie  free 
imports  wtM-e  ])ractically  wipiul  out.  for 
tlu\\'  wi're  redui'cd  to  an  in>iu"niticant 
amount,  and  raltvs  wtM'e  rai^eil  ov  imposeil 
with  little  reuard  to  their  ueneral  etVect. 
l>y  taxinu'  all  import>  ami  by  adju>tinii' 
rates  li)  a  war  basis  the  rale  o\  duly  col- 
lected i-t>aclKHl  the  hiuh  averaii'e  o[    fortv- 
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eight  i)er  cent.,  ami  under  tliis  rate  tlie 
liighesl  revenue  collecteil  from  customs 
before  iNTb   was   attained    in   lJ>(.U) — •'j'lTT,- 

i)r)(*).:)-i;v 

()n  tlii'ee  occasions  in  our  liistoi-y  Inis 
tlie  taritl"  been  sui)plemented  by  internal 
taxes.  The  exc-ise  duties  on  spirits  and 
tobacco  constituted  an  important  featui-e 
in  Hamilton's  sclieme  of  national  finance, 
and  established  a  pi-ecedent  foi*  future  con- 
duct. Abolished  nnder  Jetferson,  it  was 
restored  when  the  war  of  1812  made  lieavy 
drafts  on  the  Treasury;  but  it  continued 
in  force  only  a  few  years.  In  no  single 
year  did  the  dii-ect  and  internal  taxes 
yield  as  mnch  I'evenne  as  was  obtained 
from  customs  ;  and  in  only  two  years 
from  ITDl  to  IStU  did  the  government  re- 
ceive from  any  source  other  than  the 
customs  a  sum  ajipreciahly  adding  to  its 
income.  The  curious  fever  of  speculation 
in  ])nblic  lands  did  jirodnce  notable  retui'ns 
in  18.'>l)  and  IS.'iT.  and  in  thi'  latter  year 
gave  even  more  than  the  customs — a  re- 
ma  i-kable  instance  of  tinancial  folly.  To 
18tM,  then,  the  taritt'  was  regarded  as  the 
great  national  tiscal  instrument. 

During-  the  war  internal  duties  were 
impt>siH)  on  (^very  ])ossible  foi-m  of  busi- 
ness activity.  It  is  doubtful  if  even  in 
the  ^liddle  Ages,  when  the  line  between 
tribute  ami  taxation  was  hardly  detined. 
any  moi-e  searching  and  universal  scheme 
had  been  imposeil  and  patiently  endured. 
Kvery  sjiecies  of  manufacture,  trade,  pro- 
fe^^ion,  and  occupation  was  touched;  the 
incomes  of  individuals,  lirms,  associations, 
and  cor])orations  were  taxed;  all  legal  in- 
struments. c>rdinary  receii>ts,  and  commer- 
I'ial  paper  were  made  subject  to  stamp  du- 
ties :  legaciesand  successions,  gross  recei])ts 
o\'  railroads,  terries,  canals.  shii>i)ing,  ex- 
press, insurance,  and  telegraph  companies, 
paid  their  stated  share  to  the  government ; 
and.  in  strmig  contrast,  lotteries,  theatres, 
operas.  ;ind  museums  wtuv  assessed  with 
banks, trust  companies,  and  savings-banks. 
In  addition  to  all  this,  licenses  were  re- 
quired from  moi'c  than  tifty  occupations. 
To  tind  in  any  v^ther  country  the  coun- 
terpart o(  such  a  minute  and  detaihul 
scheme  o(  duties  would  defy  the  etVorts 
oi  the  historian. 

At   ;i    time   when    the    economy   o^  the 
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country  was  (lirown   into  a   fever  by  the  was  as  evident.      Not  only  did  tliey  yield 
altered   eonditions  of   production  iind  by  three  -  tiftlis   of    the   entire    revenue,  but 
the  remarkable  tinancial  experiments  in-  they  notoriously  involved  lieavy  dupliea- 
cident  to  war,  the  people  paid  taxes  royal-  tion  of  duties,  as  well  as  many  pettv  and 
ly  and  willino-ly.       In  ISGo   the  internal  vexatious  features  attending-  their  collec- 
revenueo-ave  887,040,788;  and  in  L^tU?.  the  tion.      hi  the  exultatit>n  of  iiavino' attain- 
last  year  of  the  full  operation  of  internal  ed  a  return  from  all  sources  seven  tinu\s 
war   taxes,  8.'n)i),22(),8i;?,    or    nearly    80O,-  o-reater   than    had   been    reached    in    any 
000,000  more  than  was  ever  collected  from  year  before  the  war,  the  detail  of  reduc- 
customs  in  a  sino-le  year.    ]]ut  the  amount  tion,  of  I'etaininii-  certain   features   for  a 
of   revenue  was    only  an    incident  when  more  judicious  and  scientitic  system,  was 
compared    with    the   social   changes   that  not  considered  seriously.      Tlie  excessive 
followed,  due  to  the  sudden  imposition  of  customs  duties  had   stimulated   domestic 
the  duties,  and  the  constant  moditication  industries,   and   these  industries   claimed 
they  underwent  when  Cong-ress  sonu'lit  to  vested    riulits   and    demanded    the    nuiiu- 
reduce  them  to  a  system  embodyino' a  cer-  tenance    oi'  a    war    larifV.      Tims   ])olitics 
tain  equality  of  burden.      However  li.ii-ht  ste]>ped  in,  and  under  its  dictation  inter- 
the  taxes  niio-lit  be  —even  the  penny  stamp  nal  taxes  were  rapidly  reduced,  till  spirits, 
counted  —  an   element  of  nncertainty,  of  malt  liquors,  and  tobacco  were  the  onlv 
novelty,  was  introduced,  and  at  once  spec-  leadiuii'  sources  of  internal  rev<Niue. 
Illation  entered  into  the  estimation  of  busi-  Even  the  sweei)in,<i-  away  of  hundreds 
ness  operations.      Tliis  spirit   was  ao-oi-a-  of  excise  taxes  did  not  reduce  the  revenue 
vated   by  an  even  more  fertile  source  of  toa  ])oint  that  comnu>n  })rudence  recpiired. 
disturbance,  a  depreciated  ])aper  currency.  The  wonderful  success  in  meetin<;- 1 he  or(>at 
The  merchant  oroperator  not  only  counted  debt  contractinl  by  the  war,  and  under  tax- 
the  duties  and  imposts  as  necessary  evils,  ation  that  could  not  l)e  reuarded  as  dan- 
but  his  ing-enuity  was   aroused  to  evade  uerously  onerous,  set  an   example   to  the 
them  as  far  as  was  possible.    "  Tax  moral-  world— not  to  be  imitated,  for  it  was  reck- 
ity"  became  a  distinct  and  often  humor-  l(\ssly  done,  but  to  be  ailmired  as  an  evi- 
ous  entity,  thoug'h  even  now  undescribed  deuce  of  the  exuberant  fiscal  })ossibilities 
in   any  system   of  ethics.      ]jarue  as  the  of  the  nation.      lu  s[)ile  of  tlu^  r(^p(\il  oi' 
recei[)ts  were,  they  never  came  uj)  to  the  taxes    yiehliuii'    hundreds    of    millions    a 
expectations  of   th(>    framers  of   the  mea-  year,  tluMv  was  still  a  liandsouu^  surplus 
sures,  and   both   ollicials  and   economists  to  be  applied  to  debt  riHluclion,  antl  to  en 
lent  their  best  elVorts  to  devise  means  of  coura,u-e  generous  api>roi)i'iations  and   an 
closing    the   ever-widening-    g-ap    between  extravag-ance  in  public  expenditure   that 
])romis(^    and    ])erformance.      As   soon    as  threatened  to  debauch,  and  did  (U>baucli, 
the    war    was    ended,  repeal    t)f    internal  i)ublic  morality.      A  ri^view  oi'  the  tinan 
duties  was  the  rule.  cial  operations  of  the  ten  yeai's  from  1880 
Strange  to  say,  this  repeal  of  duties  be-  to  181K)  will  ])roduct'  a  leeling  of  aina/e- 
came  an  even  more  complicated  task  than  ment  at  the  resources  ])lac(Hl  at  the  dis- 
the  fh'st  imposition  and  subsecpient  opvv  position  of  the  Treasury,  and  a  stMise   oi' 
ations.      It  was  certain  that  the  rates  ami  alarm    at     tlu'    manniM"    of    disposing    of 
kinds  of   duties  had   in   the    lirst    instance  those  rtvsources.      The  .avcM-age  annual  in- 
been  tentative,  of  unknown  (>lV(>ct,  and  of  come  in   [\\c    lirst    half  of  the  ptM'iod   was 
uncertain  opei-ation.    bAcrytliing  believed  8o(U5,i)(;o,000,  and    the   (^xptnuliture    ^2i>7,- 
to  be  tangible  to  a  tax  was  niade  subject  470,000,   leaving    an     annual    surplus    of 
to  a  duty.      When  the  time  came  to  alter  .siOD, 41)0,000.      in  the  second  half  the  av 
this  jumble,  as  yet   not  fully  tested,  and  erag(>  annual    revenue   was  ^'wT), 4(10, 000, 
worthy  of   a   careful    study    if    only    for  ami  the  exi)(Muliture  8-(il),  1)50,000,  giving 
future   reference,   the  changes    were  die-  a  surplus  of  $105,510,000. 
tated  not  l)y  ])urely  tinancial  reasons,  but          Such  an  extraordinary  taking  ii;  taxes 
by   a   mixture   o\'   political    and    linancial  of  a  smn  far  in  excess  of  tlu>  needs  of  the 
reasons,  in  which  the  political   tendiul  to  govcM-nnumt  constituted  in   ils(>lf  a,  linan- 
become  dominant.      That  thc^  government,  cial   evil.      The  debt  s(M'vice   had  alri^uly 
would  not  require  in  revenue  8;">20, 000, 000  ri>ceiv(Hl    a    sum    much    lai-ger    than    the 
a  year  —  the  amoutit  obtained  in  M>('A) —  terms   of  the  sinking-fund   ]'e(iuired,  and 
was    evident.      That    the    internal    taxes  yet   the   surplus  rev(Muie    could   only   be 
should    be    lirst    reduced    and    readjusted  a])plied  to  further  debt  I'eductions,  or  be 
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li();n-(l('(l  111  tlio  Ti'easury  to  the  dei-aiifre- 
iiiciit  of  the  money  inarkets,  or  be  direct- 
ed into  new  expenditui'es  under  the  con- 
trol of  Congress.  But  the  revenue  miglit 
be  j-etluced.  To  reduce  the  debt  at  tlie 
rate  of  s] 00. 000, 000  a  year  would  destroy 
a  very  iini)ortant  class  of  investments,  and 
undei-mine  a  ^ood  bank-note  system  so 
i-apidly  as  to  produce  great  uncertainty 
and  heavy  losses.  The  second  plan  would 
soon  have  involved  an  intolerable  situa- 
tion, g'iving'  the  Treasury  overwhelming' 
influence  in  the  market,  and  ottering- 
<;-reat  tem{)tations  of  interference,  witli 
the  risks  of  scandalous  abuse  of  the  pow- 
er. Cong'ress,  though  urg-ed  to  reduce 
the  revenue,  saw  greater  })rofit,  local  and 
l)ersonal,  in  enlai-g-ed  expenditures,  and 
in  1888  the  u{)ward  move  was  initiated  in 
earnest.  For  eight  years,  from  1881  to 
1888,  tlie  expenditures  had  averaged  ?j!257.- 
180,000  a  year,  not  falling  below  s242,- 
000,000  or  rising  above  8268.000.000  in  any 
year.  The  amount  expended  in  1889  was 
'^281,99(),()1C.  and  in  1890  it  was  $297,736,- 
487  —  an  increase  of  .s:)8,000,000  in  two 
years,  with  revenue  rising  by  an  almost 
equal  aiiiount  (837,000,000)  in  the  same 
time. 

Then  Congress  took  hold  of  the  prob- 
lem of  reduction,  and  by  the  Mclvinley 
bill,  which  took  out  the  one  great  rev- 
enue-producing item  in  the  customs — the 
sugar  duty — and  was  accompanied  by  an 
extraordinary  inci'ease  in  expenditures 
})roducing  no  return,  Jiot  only  wiped  out 
the  surplus  revenue,  but  created  a  deficit. 
An  overliowing  Treasury,  having  ditli- 
culty  in  making  use,  })roper  or  impro])er, 
of  its  resources,  in  two  years  faced  a 
deficit,  with  revenue  seriously  impaired, 
and  saddled  with  heavy  and  increasing 
expenditures.  It  is  not  necessary  to  name 
in  detail  the  course  of  events;  an  average 
for  the  p(M-iod  of  1891  to  1897  will  tell  the 
stor}'  in  all  eloquence.  The  average  in- 
come was  834r).,")9O.O00,  and  the  average 
expenditure  836().79i).O00.  leaving  the  Trea- 
sury on  the  wrong  side  by  more  tlian 
8l5,'^000,OOOayear.  Since  1893  two  attempts 
have  been  made  to  remedy  this  deficit. 
The  tariff  law  of  ls94.  moderate  as  was 
its  changes  from  the  laritf  oi  1S90.  gave 
promise  of  relief,  tlial  was  out  short  by 
the  law  of  1897,  the  most  extreme  measure 
of  ])rotection  ever  passed  l)y  Congress. 

This  resume  of  recent  financial  experi- 
ence is  necessary  to  bring  into  promi- 
nence the  prevailing    curren:   of  action. 


If  i-evenue  was  to  be  reduced,  it  was  in- 
ternal duties  that  were  tii*st  to  be  repealed, 
or  purely  revenue  import  duties,  such  as 
tho.se  on  tea  and  cotfee.  If  still  further 
reduction  was  to  be  had.  and  the  internal 
revenue  ottered  no  more  objects  to  be 
freed  from  taxes,  it  was  the  purely  rev- 
enue duties  of  the  tarilt  that  were  to  be 
wiped  out.  When  the  process  had  been 
carried  too  far,  and  a  deficit  in  revenue 
was  to  be  met,  it  was  the  taritt  that  should 
att'ord  the  increase — in  the  one  case  by  a 
reduction  in  protective  duties  and  the  in- 
clusion of  a  revenue  duty  (the  law  of  1894 1 ; 
in  the  other,  by  the  aggravation  of  protec- 
tive duties  to  more  heavily  tax  in  appear- 
ance the  dutiable  imports,  and  so  produce 
on  paper  a  higher  revenue  return.  From 
a  iiscal  instrument  with  incidental  protec- 
tion to  industry  the  tariff  has  become  an 
instrument  of  protection  Avith  incidental 
revenue.  The  war  tarilf  collected  48 
cents  on  every  dollar  of  imported  mer- 
chandise subject  to  duty,  but  it  was  im- 
posed on  more  than  four-fifths  of  the  to- 
tal imports.  The  tariff  of  1897  was  framed 
to  collect  51  cents  on  every  dollar  of  duti- 
able imports,  and  falls  upon  one-half  of 
the  total  imports.  The  range  of  duties 
lias  been  restricted  and  the  rates  in- 
creased, leading  to  a  concentration  of 
very  high  duties,  primarily  protective, 
upon  manufactured  goods,  from  which  a 
good  part  of  customs  revenue  has  hereto- 
fore been  obtained.  It  is  not  surprising 
to  find  that  the  law  of  1897  is  proving  a 
disa})pointment  from  tiie  revenue  side. 

This  is  not  a  question  of  protection  or 
free  trade,  for  it  is  only  from  the  revenue 
stand-point  that  I  shall  regard  it.  No  one 
who  has  carefully  studied  the  movement 
of  the  foreign  commerce  of  the  United 
States  can  fail  to  have  been  impressed  by 
the  notable  decay  in  the  revenue  features 
of  imports.  By  gradually  concentrating 
and  increasing  duties  upon  foreign  manu- 
factures the  true  sources  of  revenue  have 
been  more  clearly  defined.  Among  the 
thousands  of  duties  imposed  by  the  taritt 
schedules,  hardly  a  dozen  contribute  an 
appreciable  sum  to  the  Treasury.  In  only 
a  single  instance  have  these  few^  items 
shown  an  ability  to  hold  their  im])ortance 
as  objects  of  revenue.  The  explanation 
is  simple.  Tiie  development  of  domestic 
prodiunion  and  manufacture  has  made 
foreign  supplies  less  necessary,  and  the 
general  tendency  has  been  to  restrict  im- 
portations to   such   articles  as  cannot  be 
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produced  or  made  in  tliis  country.  To 
the  foreig'ner  the  market  of  the  United 
States  has  been  a  contracting  market,  un- 
able to  absorb  what  was  long  its  natural 
taking,  and  becoming  an  aggressive  and 
powerful  competitor  in  lines  where  its 
peculiar  strength  confers  alniost  a  mo- 
nopoly. This  change  is  rellected  in  de- 
creasing and  more  closely  selected  im- 
ports, and  in  the  I'ising  export  of  domestic 
manufactures. 

Any  revision  of  the  tnritt'  that  should 
not  take  this  change  into  consideration 
would  fail  of  its  purpose  of  revenue.  The 
truth  has  been  more  and  more  enfoi'ced 
that  no  revision  of  the  tariff  which  passes 
over  commodities  of  general  and  almost 
necessary  consumption,  like  tea  and  cof- 
fee, can  make  the  revenue  as  large  as  it 
should  be,  or  enable  the  tariff  to  hold  its 
position  of  importance  as  a  producer  of 
revenue.  No  juggling  or  sliifting  of  du- 
ties, ostensibly  for  revenue,  but  really  for 
protection,  can  force  a  larger  tribute  from 
imports,  or  even  a  tribute  that  will  yield 
the  share  of  revenue  that  has  been  exi)ect- 
ed  from  the  tariff*.  In  1887  the  imports 
of  pig-iron  were  valued  at  $0,200,000,  and 
gave  in  revenue  $2,810,000.  In  1897  the 
imports  were  only  $517,000,  and  the  reve- 
nue $88,515.  No  duty  that  could  be  im- 
posed on  pig-iron  could  make  it  an  object 
of  revenue.  Iron  is  only  one  instance  in 
many  of  this  change  in  conditions,  and 
both  raw  materials  and  manufactures 
show  the  same  trend.  The  im])orts  of 
manufactured  iron  and  steel  in  1887  were 
$50,619,000,  and  gave  to  the  Treasury 
$20,713,000  in  duties;  in  1897  the  govern- 
ment obtained  less  than  $0, GOO, 000  from 
imports  valued  at  $1(),3()2,000. 

It  has  been  this  decay  in  tariff  possibil- 
ities that  has  made  new  sources  of  I'eve- 
nue  necessary,  and  this  necessity  tlie  new 
financial  measures  have  recognized  to  the 
full.  Not  a  single  tariff  duty  is  altered, 
and  only  one,  a  purely  revenue  duty  on 
tea,  is  added.  All  else  is  to  be  laid  on 
internal  sources — a  remarkable  change  of 
policy  in  public  linance  since  the  })assage 
of  the  Dingley  tariff,  about  one  year  ago. 

No  doubt  abundant  criticism  could  Ix^ 
made  of  the  new  revenue  measui-e.  Its 
preparation  was  postponed  for  many 
months,  although  the  large  demands  in- 
cident to  the  staving  off'  of  war  if  possi- 
ble, or  the  meeting  it  if  actual,  were  fall- 
ing ui)on  a  Treasury  living  in  part  u})on 
its  accumulations,  and  not  on  its  ordinary 
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income.  The  excuses  made  for  this  delay 
were  not  good,  for  they  showed  blindness 
to  existing  commercial  conditions,  and  a 
notable  adherence  to  a  policy  that  was  no 
longer  applicable.  When  the  ])ressure  of 
events  l)ecame  absolute,  it  was  the  war 
measure  of  18G2  that  served  as  a  model  to 
the  proposed  measure.  That  a  multipli- 
city of  taxes,  applying  to  many  forms  of 
business  activity,  of  differing  qualities, 
and  hastily  imposed,  should  have  embod- 
ied a  scheme  to  be  imitated  at  this  day 
was  in  itself  improbable.  More  thouglit 
and  selection,  a  more  careful  examina- 
tion of  the  sources  of  State  revenues,  and 
an  avoidance  of  a  du|)lication  of  taxes,  or 
of  taxes  touching  thrift  and  the  emplo}'- 
ment  of  small  capitals,  would  have  led  to 
a  bill  of  equal  revenues  ability  without 
dangerously  approaching  that  vague  line 
which  divides  taxation  from  exaction. 

In  a  year  of  normal  expenditure  the 
government  requires  an  ordinary  revenue 
of  about  $450,000,000.  Of  this  sum  $100,- 
000,000  is  obtained  from  the  postal  and 
miscellaneous  receipts,  and  the  custonis 
and  internal  revenue  must  make  good 
the  balance.  The  tariff,  at  best,  will  give 
about  $180,000,000,  and  the  existing  inter- 
nal revenue  system  may  be  de])(Mided 
upon  to  give  about  $150,000,000.  Here, 
then, on  paper,  is  a  revenue  of  $-130, 000,000 
in  a  year  of  good  returns,  or  some  $20,000,- 
000  less  than  ex))enditures  in  an  oi'dinary 
year.  A  deficit  was  inevitable  under  the 
coiulitions  existing  at  the  end  of  1897, 
before  any  extraordinary  demands  had 
been  created.  The  tariff  Avas  falling  be- 
hind, and  no  increase  of  internal  taxes 
could  make  good  this  deficiency.  At 
least  $75,000,000  a  year  moi-e  revenue 
would  be  needed,  and  this  estimate  of  de- 
ficiency was  set  aside  for  one  much  larger 
—from  $150,000,000  to  $200,000,000  a  year 
— as  soon  as  the  war  was  inevitable. 

The  sudden  emei'gency  created  by  war 
expenditure  thus  called  for  radical  treat- 
ment. It  was  a  situation  in  which  a 
"possi))le''  return  from  ex])erimental  tax- 
es would  not  suflice.  An  assui'ed  I'cve- 
nue  from  definite  sources — and  the  fewer 
and  more  profitable  the  sources  the  bet- 
ter—  was  imperative.  It  was  little  wonder 
that  even  the  Ways  and  Means  despaired 
of  making  the  tariff  ])roduce  an  a])i)recia- 
ble  part  of  $100,000,000  additional  reve- 
nue, much  less  of  any  lai-ger  sum.  In- 
ternal duties  alone  held  out  a  promise 
of  proper  performance.      As  a  result,  the 
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oriKM-il  features  of  the  stain))  duties  of 
],S(;2  ai'C  i-evived.  and  a  number  of 
oilier  imposts  have  l)eeii  added.  A  full 
detail  of  items  and  of  rates  would  not 
assist  to  a  ])ro))(M'  understanding-  of  the 
novelty  of  the  measure  or  of  the  liscal 
l)()lie.y  it  involves.  Leg-al  and  ])usiness 
instruments,  ti'ansactions  in  stocks  and 
securities,  o-ross  I'cceipts  of  many  impor- 
tant and  highly  concenti-ated  occupations, 
sucli  as  express,  telegraph,  telephone,  and 
])ai'lor-car  companies,  legacies  and  suc- 
cessions, insui'ance,  etc.— each  description 
of  tax,  whether  stamp,  license,  or  on  gross 
I'eceipts,  would  require  a  special  exami- 
nation to  determine  its  revenue  ability 
and  its  eifect  upon  the  transaction  or  oc- 
cupation taxed;  and  even  such  an  exam- 
ination would  be  open  to  many  errors. 
As  the  bill  passed  the  House,  an  annual 
income  of  ^105,000,000  was  expected  from 
its  provisions;  as  the  bill  came  from  the 
Senate,  a  very  much  larger  but  somewliat 
indefinite  sum,  ranging  from  ^^150,000.000 
to  s200,000,000.  is  looked  for  from  its  tax 
provisions. 

There  is  every  likelihood  that  the  larger 
return,  ;^200, 000,000,  will  be  needed  to 
meet  the  actual  expenses  of  the  govern- 
ment under  the  new  policy  that  it  has 
adopted.  The  actual  cost  of  the  war  is 
of  secondary  importance,  for  it  can — and 
under  any  condition  will — be  largely  if 
not  entirely  met  by  loans.  The  new 
taxes  cannot  reach  their  maximum  of 
production  for  some  years,  and  due  al- 
lowance must  be  made  for  the  possi- 
bilities of  evasion  —  always  large,  even 
under  the  most  just  of  systems.  While 
nuiintaining  the  ordinary  rate  of  ex- 
penditure as  it  existed  before  the  war, 
three  very  costly  and  non  -  ])roductive 
objects  of  expenditure  seem  likely  to  he 
added — a  large  and  permanent  navy,  a 
])ermanent  standing  army  for  foreign  as 
well  as  for  home  service,  and  the  admin- 
istration of  distant  colonies.  A  number 
of  incidental  (luestions  have  also  arisen 
in  connection  with  the  future  of  the  new 
ventures  —  the  construction  and  control 
of  the  Nicaragua  Canal,  the  subsidizing 
of  ship])ing  lines  that  will  "carry  the 
flag"  round  the  world,  and.  as  is  hoped, 
extend  American  commercial  interests 
and  our  ])olitical  influence  even  to  domi- 
nation among  the  neighboring  states  of 
Central  and  South  America.  New  pos- 
sessions imply  new  responsil^ilities  of  pro- 
tecting   and    developing    their    resouices 


and    populations,  and  these   I'esponsibili- 
ties  involve  gi-eat  expense.      An    "impe- 
rial policy"  must  be  i>aid  for  in  an  "im- 
perial manner."      So  it  is  safe  to  predict 
that    when     conditions    have    simmered 
down  to  ]>eace  and  normal  relations  the 
United    States    will    require    all    of    the 
!^200.000.000  a  year  additional  revenue  be- 
lieved to  i^e  provided  by  the  new  measure. 
This   will    not    arise    wholly   from    ex- 
penditures.      The    co-^t    of   the    navy    in 
any  year  since  the   war  had  not  passed 
!532,obo.OOO    until    1897.  when    s34.oti(i.000 
was   reached.      A   navy   for   offence   and 
defence,  with    objects    so    distant    as   the 
Philippines    to    be   protected    or   kept    in 
subjection,   will    demand    a    larger    sum. 
and   850. 000. (XX)   a    year   will  not   be   too 
much.      The   army    has    cost    in    time   of 
peace  as  much  as  855.000.000  in  a  year: 
in  war  it   costs  nearly  $1,000,000  a   day, 
and  on  a  return   of  peace  can  never  be 
brought  down   to   its  former  cost  or  di- 
mensions.      From    875.000.000    to    8100,- 
000.000  will  be  required,  for  no  less  than 
three    corps    of    occui)ation.    in    climates 
deadly  to  our  people,  must  be  kept  effec- 
tive.     Even    at    the    lower   figures   these 
two   branches   of   the    service   would   re- 
quire  8125.000.000    a    year,  without    any 
civil    servants    sent   to    those   newly    ac- 
quired colonies.      A  civil  list  of  unknown 
size  would  be  a  necessity,  but  it  may  be 
assumed  that  enough  local  revenue  could 
be  squeezed  out  of  the   existing  popula- 
tions to  meet  that  expense. 

While  leaving  an  apparent  surplus,  on 
the  supposition^that  the  8200.000.000  are 
obtained,  there  would  be  in  reality  no  sur- 
plus, and  even  a  deficit.  It  must  be  borne 
in  mind  that  the  government  has  faced  a 
deficit  during  the  current  year  of  at  least 
850.000.000.  and  would  have  done  so  with- 
out the  war  expenditures.  The  deficit 
under  the  Dingley  law  would  have  be- 
come a  pernu\nent  feature  as  long  as  that 
law  was  continued,  for  it  arose  from  a 
disregard  of  trade  C(^nditions.  Each  year, 
therefore,  a  part  of  the  new  revenue  must 
have  been  swallowed  up  in  meeting  the 
deficiency  of  the  taritT  revenue  to  produce 
what  was  expected.  An  even  greater 
draft  would  be  required  by  the  change  in 
revenue  consequent  upon  the  adoption  of 
the  new  possessions. 

The  largest  single  source  of  revenue 
under  the  tariff  is  sugar,  and  about  880,- 
000.000  a  year  is  to  be  obtained  under 
existing  rates.      But  the  sugar  product  of 
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Cuba,  Puerto  Rico,  the  Philippines,  and 
Hawaii  will  be  admitted  free  of  duty  into 
the  United  States.  What  this  means, 
even  when  the  figures  are  taken  from  pre- 
vious years,  a  little  estimate  will  show. 
The  average  importation  of  foreign  su- 
gars into  the  United  States  each  year  is 
4,000,000,000  pounds^  Of  tliis  quantity 
Cuba  alone  has  in  the  past  sup})lied  more 
than  one-half;  and  from  the  other  islands 
named,  Hawaii  excepted,  enough  sugar 
can  be  obtained  to  bring  the  quantity  to 
2,500,000,000  pounds,  or  five-eighths  of  the 
whole  importation.  This  means  the  wip- 
ing out  of  five-eighths  of  the  sugar  rev- 
enue, or  some  $50,000,000,  which  must  be 
made  up  from  other  sources.  A  still 
further  reduction  must  be  made  for  other 
products  imported  from  these  islands — 
such  as  tobacco,  hemp,  and  fruits — mak- 
ing the  prospect  of  heavier  taxation  at 
home  still  more  probable,  asAvell  as  assur- 
ing the  permanency  of  the  internal  taxes 
now  imposed. 

In  thus  veering  from  a  financial  system 
in  which  taxation  of  imported  merchan- 
dise has  been  the  leading  feature,  to  one 
based  almost  entirely  upon  internal  taxa- 
tion, it  is  not  only  the  form  but  the  sub- 
stance that  is  altered.  Capital  becomes 
the  object  of  taxation.  The  steady  prog- 
ress towards  an  income  tax  made  in 
countries  where  democracy  has  recog- 
nized the  force  of  wealth  in  dividing  class- 
es is  a  notable  feature  of  modern  popu- 
lar finance.  France  has  for  some  years 
sought  to  incorporate  an  income  tax  into 
her  system,  believing  that  it  would  still 
more  tend  to  equalize  the  general  distri- 
bution of  well-being  among  the  people, 
and  at  the  same  time  give  what  may  be 
the  most  important  source  of  state  income 
in  her  finances.  In  the  United  States  the 
same  tendency  has  been  even  more  ])ro- 
nounced.  At  first,  taking  the  form  of  a 
dislike  of  the  "money  power,"  it  found 
vent  in  propositions  for  paper  money,  free 
silver  at  a  ratio  to  gold  widely  divergent 
from  the  commercial  ratio,  government 
certificates,  advances  as  loans  on  farm 
products,  and  a  number  of  such  schemes, 
designed  to  make  the  payment  of  debts 
easier  by  w^iping  out  a  part  or  a  whole  of 
the  capital  of  the  debt.  From  money- 
lenders it  was  an  easA'  transition  to  re- 
cognize in  corporations,  and  especially  in 
trusts,  huge  instruments  of  oppression, 
by  which  the  poor  and  well-to-do  were 
crushed.     They  used  the  inexorable  law 


of  competition  to  destroy  their  smaller 
and  weaker  competitors,  and  once  settled 
in  a  monopolized  market,  they  could 
squeeze  the  consumer  and  the  wage-earn- 
er for  their  own  profit.  But  the  bond  or 
share  holder,  the  holder  of  realized  capital, 
was  the  support  of  those  corporations,  and 
the  fear  of  his  machinations  became  pro- 
nounced. So  the  money  ])Ower,  the  bank- 
er, the  corporation,  and  the  ti-ust  were 
objects  of  solicitude,  and  have  figured  in 
many  political  cam{)aigns  as  real  issues. 

To  tax  them  implies  a  certain  control 
by  government,  as  w^ell  as  a  certain  tak- 
ing, for  the  government,  of  a  part  of  their 
gains.  The  experience  in  1894,  when  an 
attempt  to  tax  incomes  was  thrown  out  by 
a  decision  of  the  Supreme  Court,  showed 
how  far  this  feeling  had  gone.  It  was  well 
understood  that  the  tax  received  its  sup- 
port almost  entirely  from  the  West  and 
the  South,  and  a  very  important  considera- 
tion leading  to  this  sectional  or  geograph- 
ical division  was  the  belief  that  such  a 
tax  would  fall  almost  wholly  upon  the 
North  and  the  East,  where  realized  capital 
was  supposed  to  be  found.  So  narrow  a 
view  can  only  be  laid  to  ignorance  of 
general  economic  principles,  but  it  pi'oved 
sufficiently  effective  to  secure  the  adop- 
tion of  an  income  tax.  The  taxation  of 
single  corporations  has  been  adopted  in 
the  new  measure,  together  w^ith  duties  on 
legacies  and  successions,  and  all  foi'ms  of 
corporate  activity.  As  a  measure  of  pro- 
tection against  or  retaliation  upon  sup- 
posed monopolies,  and  as  a  measure  for 
appropriating  to  the  state  a  part  of  great 
fortunes,  these  taxes  commend  themselves 
to  the  financial  theories  of  a  democracy. 
The  gradual  shifting  of  political  power 
from  a  small  and  somewhat  favored  class 
to  the  largest  com})onent  of  any  political 
community  has  been  accompanied  by  this 
growth  of  socialistic  taxation.  It  has  fur- 
ther led  to  progressive  taxation,  in  which 
the  amount  of  tax  is  determined  by  an 
arbitrary  scale  of  duties,  graded  by  the 
amount  of  property  to  be  taxed.  This 
scheme  of  progression  finds  a  place  in  the 
new  system,  and  notably  in  the  legacy 
tax,  where  it  has  features  so  o])prespive  as 
to  contain  a  direct  discouragement  to 
realized  wealth.  As  a  step  towards  penal- 
izing accumulations  of  wealth,  the  mea- 
sure is  of  interest,  but  the  point  to  be  in- 
sisted upon  is  the  cutting  loose  from  a 
narrow  adherence  to  a  tariff  on  imports. 
WORTHINGTON    C.   FORD. 
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Tin:    COMl'ANY    AT    Till',    CLOCK    IIOISK. 

ON  the  sLone  ])Osts  of  the  entrance  to 
the  lar<4est  estate  near  Powellton.  a 
few  miles  to  the  nortlieast  of  Fislikill-on- 
the-iliidson.  is  tlie  painted  word  '"Bel- 
view,""  hut  tlie  ])e()i)ie  of  the  iieiglibor- 
liood  call  the  place  the  •'Clock  House."' 
This  is  because  of  the  great  clock,  with 
perhaps  the  only  plain  plate-glass  dial  in 
our  country,  which  almost  grotesquely 
tills  the  face  of  the  short  thick  tower  in 
the  front  of  the  square  Colonial  mansion. 
As  seen  from  other  hills  and  risings— 
from  Powellton,  and  from  nearly  as  far 
as  Fishkill  —  this  big-  disk,  always  illu- 
minated at  niglit.  hangs  in  the  lower  air 
like  such  a  moon  as  only  the  Japanese 
have  the  courage  to  paint.  Except  from 
a  distance,  or  from  the  liigh  seat  of  a 
hotel  stag-e.  nothing-  of  the  Clock  House 
is  to  be  seen,  because  the  park  which 
frames  it  around  is  enclosed  by  a  tall 
l)rick  wall  built  upon  an  embankment. 
Fi'om  a  stage-driver"s  seat,  or  when  one 
stands  before  the  superb  g-ate  of  orna- 
mental iron-work  which  breaks  the  wall 
at  one  end,  one  may  see  a  ])art  of  the  La- 
mont  place.  The  view  would  bewitch 
the  senses  were  not  even  more  beautiful 
public  views  so  common  tliroughout  that 
grander  park  which  we  call  the  Valley 
of  the  Hudson. 

The  place  was  built  by  the  pi'esent 
o\vner"s  great-grandfather,  who,  though 
a  Scotchman,  (^arly  eml)raced  the  Ameri- 
can cause.  ])erformed  a  long  and  honor- 
able service  as  judge  of  the  Court  of 
Common  Pleas,  and  retired  from  tliat 
post  on  the  very  ilay  of  the  de:ith  of  his 
friend  General  Washington.  It  was  at 
first  the  tinest  country  house  in  Dutchess 
County,  and  to-day  it  has  lost  nothing 
by  standing.  unim(>aircd.  as  a  noble  ex- 
ample of  the  dignilied  and  hospitable 
fashion  of  our  forelxwrs.  The  long  grace- 
ful reaches  of  a  double  wave  oi  well- 
trimmed  grass  are  broi^en  by  a  driveway. 
Hung  down  like  a  loop  of  yeilow  ribbon 
by  the  mansion  which  caps  the  soft 
bosonilike  crest  of  tlie  lirst  grassy  wave. 


and,  on  either  side  of  the  house,  by  a 
grove  of  oaks  wiiicli  act  as  screens,  and 
were  planted  to  serve  as  sucli.  They  are 
intended  to  prevent  all  possible  visual 
intrusion  upon  the  sports,  llie  siestas,  and 
possibly  the  courtships,  wliicli  chime  with 
such  a  place:  in  a  word,  to  accompany  a 
sort  of  English  idea  of  ])rivacy.  wliich 
was  that  of  the  original  Lamont.  founder 
of  the  American  family.  This  came  with 
his  blood  as  it  stirred  first  across  the  At- 
lantic. There  privacy  is  held  to  be  the 
first  essential  of  home  comfort,  if  not  of 
existence,  and  even  the  last  of  the  La- 
monts  clung  to  this  tradition. 

It  was  after  midnight  of  a  day  in  the 
early  spring  of  1S9-.  while  the  real  moon 
and  the  brightly  lighted  windows  of  the 
house  dimmed  the  diluted  effulgence  of 
the  huge  clock  face,  that  two  labor- 
ers, belated  on  their  way  to  Powellton, 
sto})ped  to  stare  through  the  gate  and  to 
listen. 

"I  can'd  hear  noding,""  said  one.  after 
a  moment  of  silence. 

"I  don'd.  neider,""  tlie  otiier  replied; 
"  vind's  der  wrong  vay.  or  maype  der 
glock's  shtopt  already."" 

'■  Vould  dot  mean — "" 

"Dot  "d  mean  dot  der  olt  Kurners 
det,""  said  the  other.  "  Dwice  I"fe  seen 
der  houze  lighted  up,  all  ai)laze.  like  it  is 
now.  Firsht  dime  vos  for  a  grant  pall 
vhen  dey  earned  home — der  Xurnel  nnd 
his  pride.  She  vos  a  angel  vot  nett'er 
vos  meant  for  no  such  vorld  as  dis.  Und 
der  second  dime  vos  only  a  year  after- 
vards.  vhen  she  dite  in  shildbed.  I  vos 
a  young  feller  dot  dime,  und  came  mit  a 
lot  of  oder  young  chaps  sbecially  to  hear 
der  glock  dicki ng,  shlow  und  shlower 
und  shlower.  as  it  alvays  does  vhen 
det  comes  by  dot  houze.  I  dit  hear  it, 
too — derrible  slow  it  dicked;  und  den  I 
didn"t  hear  it  no  more.begause  it  shtopped. 
She  hat  dite  vhile  I  vos  listening."" 

"  I  liear  it  now."  said  he  who  had  been 
the  tirst  to  speak,  a  youth  of  twenty- 
two. 

"  Do  yer.'  I  ton't.""  said  the  other,  Avho 
liad  passed  sixty.  "My  hearing  ain"t 
vot  I  used  to  got."" 
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"Unci  it  ain't  so  shlow,  neider,"  said 
the  first  speaker. 

"It's  got  to  be  shlow,"  said  the  other, 
positively.  "Didn't  I  tell  3'er  der  Kur- 
iiel's  dying?  Veil,  den,  it  has  to  be  shlow; 
it  alvays  got  to  been  derrible  shlow  at 
such  a  dime." 

They  passed  on  np  the  road  and  were 
gone,  i3ut  the  subject  was  taken  up  with- 
in the  house.  Tappiii,  the  butler,  bustled 
in  his  quick,  nervous,  somewhat  pompous 
way  into  the  dining-room  on  the  ground- 
floor  to  fetch  the  decanter  of  cognac  to 
his  dying  master's  bedside,  and  never  sus- 
pected that  his  father  stood,  in  the  posture 
of  a  servitor,  beliind  the  empty  chair  at 
the  table's  head,  and  before  the  ligures 
of  Hamilton  Lamont,  his  wife  Deborah, 
Archibald  Paton  and  his  wife  Flora,  Isa- 
bel Lamont,  the  dying  Colonel's  mother, 
and  several  other  relatives  and  connec- 
tions long  since  rubbed  off  the  slate  of 
earthly  reckoning.  Nor  did  he  know^ — 
how  could  he? — that  only  a  minute  be- 
fore this,  in  bending  over  the  Colonel  to 
catch  his  whispered  "milk  and  brandy, 
Tappin,"  he  had  pressed  his  substantial 
body  literally  through  and  around  an- 
other Etherian,  Editlia,  once  the  child 
wife  of  the  dying  man. 

His  errand  to  the  dining-room  did  not 
disturb  the  Lamonts  of  the  past.  They 
continued  their  conversation  while  he 
was  by,  but  they  did  so  in  their  own 
fashion,  which  could  not  jar  the  com- 
pletest  silence.  They  thought,  instead  of 
speaking;  they  knew  what  ^vas  thought, 
instead  of  hearing  it;  indeed,  though  they 
saw  far  better  than  w^e,  it  was  by  an  ex- 
tended comprehension  that  they  did  so. 
Each  Etherian  took  the  guise  of  a  form- 
less cloud  of  faintest  light  —  a  puff  of 
luminous  vapor  around  a  spark  a  trifle 
brighter  than  the  rest,  yet  not  bright 
enough  to  be  distinguished  by  mortal 
vision.  Thus  most  of  them  appeared  to 
each  other.  I  say  "most  of  them,"  be- 
cause it  was  different  with  those  who  had 
known  each  other  intimately  as  men  and 
women,  or  as  spirits  among  men.  They 
saw  each  other  somewhat  as  they  had 
appeared  on  earth.  So  strong  is  our  im- 
aginative faculty  that  it  resists  death, 
and  in  an  assembly  of  old  friends  like 
this  the  Etherian s  recall  each  other's 
physical  personalities.  It  is  immaterial 
whether  they  really  saw^  their  old  selves 
in  this  earthly  way.  They  believed  they 
did.     But  it  was  a  faint  and  nebulous 


view,  as  unsubstantial  as  recollected  vi- 
sion would  render  it. 

These  at  the  Clock  House  saw  Editlia 
as  she  had  been  fond  of  dressing  herself 
just  before  her  last  illness,  in  a  robe  of 
blue  cloth,  flaring  open  above  the  ^vaist, 
to  show  a  loose  under -dress  of  thinnest 
lawn,  which  left  her  beautiful  neck  as  bare 
as  her  plump  oval  face  in  its  framing  of 
black  hair.  And  those  she  had  known 
among  men  she,  too,  saw  as  they  had 
been  wont  to  dress.  The  other  Etherians 
were  mere  rays  to  her  vision — though 
they  were  as  readable  to  her  as  books. 
She  was  obliged  to  imagine  the  human 
aspect  of  the  elder  Mrs.  Lamont,  who  died 
before  she  had  been  born.  She  thought 
of  her  as  being  like  the  old  lady's  well- 
remembered  portrait  in  the  dining-room. 
And  that  was  how  Mrs.  Lamont  seemed 
to  those  Avho  had  known  her  in  woman- 
hood— with  her  kindly,  motherly,  wise 
face  above  a  quaint  evening  gown  of  the 
first  year  of  this  century.  The  others 
were  all  commonplace,  latter-day  figures. 

Editha's  happy  presence  made  itself  felt 
in  the  dining-room  soon  after  the  fleshly 
Tappin  had  taken  away  the  object  of  his 
errand. 

"We  knew  you  had  come,  dear,"  said 
the  elder  Mrs.  Lamont.  "We  have  all 
been  thinking  of  you." 

"Thank  you,  mother;  I  am  very  glad 
to  see  you  all,"  said  Editha.  "You  were 
talking  about  the  clock.  Is  its  beat  very 
slow?" 

"Not  very,"  said  Hamilton  Lamont. 
"It  is  lengthening  the  intervals  between 
the  ticks,  but  his  release  is  not  to  be  im- 
mediate." After  a  pause  he  added,  ad- 
dressing his  mother :  "But  you  and  Editha 
have  been  here  some  hours.  The  rest  of 
us  have  just  come,  and  are  preparing  for 
the  disclosures  that  are  to  be  made  to  us. 
Give  us  time  to  learn  what  is  happening. 
I  only  know  that  the  Colonel  is  passing 
from  earth  to  us.  He  appeared  to  us  witli 
the  summons  to  come  and  exert  our- 
selves in  our  various  interests,  and  that 
is  all  that  any  of  us  know\" 

"  I  beg  pardon  of  all  of  you,"  said  Mrs. 
Lamont.  "The truth  is  that  I  have  been 
called  so  often  that  I  can  instantly  put 
myself  in  the  receptive  state.  I  learned 
everything  before  I  reached  here.  But 
do  not  let  me  delay  you.  Things  are  hap- 
pening that  are  of  the  greatest  moment, 
the  keenest  interest,  to  most  of  you." 

Eagerly  the  new  arrivals  prepared  to 
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(•(>rn))rcl)('iid  the  family  crisis.  Tlio  di- 
apljaiious  clouds  of  light  that  had  clus- 
tered hefoi'c  the  great  carved  iiiai'ble  fire- 
])hicc  scattered,  each  going  to  a  place  l)y 
itself.  After  a  few  moments  each  began  to 
receive  an  account  of  what  liad  befallen 
the  family.  The  disclosui'es  came  with 
what  to  us  would  have  been  bewildering 
i'ai)idity,  until  all  leai'ned  the  truth,  re- 
gardless of  their  ])i'ejudices  and  })i-edilec- 
tions.  They  absoi-btnl  the  intelligence 
much  as  we  read  the  news  Hashed  u])on 
stereopticon  screens  in  our  streets  at  elec- 
tion-times. Each  event  took  the  form  of 
a  re])roduction  of  an  actual  occurrence 
in  the  life  of  an  earthly  Lamont.  The 
revelations  began  with  the  family  a  Hairs 
at  the  last  momeni,  receding  to  whatever 
])()int  led  eacli  visitant  to  the  situation  as 
lie  last  knew  it.  Each  scene  came  like 
a  flash  of  light,  and  the  words  s))oken 
by  the  living  Lamonts — yes,  even  the 
thoughts  which  ])i'om])ted  S})eech  or  .si- 
lence in  each  tableau — were  made  known 
tothe.sc  disembodied  intelligences.  AVitli 
a  great  extension  of  our  faculties,  even  we 
could  have  seen  these  tableaux  flashing 
like  pulsations  of  light  before  each  vapor- 
like form. 

Presently  all  came  together  again  to 
discuss  their  readings  of  the  future,  for, 
given  the  premises  in  any  case,  Etherians 
at  once  divine  the  future,  more  or  less 
clearly  according  to  their  ditfering  pow- 
ers, as  we  shall  see. 

'"How  the  clock  will  race  when  tlie  old 
wretch  is  once  out  of  the  house!"  said 
Hamilton's  wife.  Deborah. 

"  ]\[y  Alex?""  exclaimed  the  old  Col- 
onel's mothei',  in  sur})rise. 

'"Oh,  Deboi'iih,  you  forget  that  I  am 
here!"  said  Editha,  softly.  "Surely  you 
saw  him  as  he  has  been  since  I  came  to 
liis  bedside.  1  threw  the  iniluence  of  my 
love  around  him.  and  such  a  kindly  smile 
set  itself  on  his  dear  face,  so  calm  did 
his  sleep  become,  and  so  gentle  were  his 
dreams— oh.  you  could  not  s})eak  as  you 
do  of  him  if  you  I'eally  knew  him." 

"He  was  always  gentle  enough  tow- 
ards you."  Hamilton  said:  ""but.  come. 
now;  he's  been  a  bear  to  every  one  else, 
you  must  admit.'' 

"Aunt  Isabel."  said  Mi-s.  Paton.  "  ycni 
see  clearly.  Wlio  is  this  new  claimant 
to  the  estate T' 

"It  is  a  woman,  and  liei'  ])alh  is  cross- 
ed as  if  by  chasms,"  ^Irs.  l^eborali  re- 
marked. 


""  Do  not  attempt  to  deceive.  Deborah." 
the  Colonel's  mother  said.  ""  "We  see  your 
hand  in  the  making  of  the  pitfalls  in  the 
girl's  way.  Take  care  you  do  not  go  too 
far  in  your  ill-judged  kindness  to  your 
son  Jat'k.  The  friendships  that  this  in- 
nocent child  will  develop  among  us  liere 
will  be  too  powerful  for  your  jdans." 

"  But  why  do  we  not  know  her?  She 
does  not  connect  herself  with  any  scene 
in  this  house."" 

""  She  is  my  daughter's  child."  said 
Mrs.  Lamont,  ""  but  you  do  not  know  her 
because  her  parents  were  separated  from 
the  family  in  anger  years  ago.  and  are 
both  on  earth.  It  is  for  those  of  us  who 
love  justice  to  see  that  she  is  made  the 
heir,  and  to  see  also"  (here  she  gave  a 
swift  glance  at  Deborah  Lamont)  '"that 
the  plots  of  those  who  would  couple  this 
fortune  with  evil  are  brotight  to  nothing.'' 

■'  I  am  not  able  to  see  far  as  yet.""  said 
Editha,  despairingly.  ""  though  I  can  read 
the  present  perfectly.  ]\Iy  husband  thinks 
he  has  no  heir  exce]^t  Hamilton's  son, 
Jack — or  Archibald,  the  son  of  our  cou- 
sins, the  Patons.  here.  Though  you  are  his 
brother.  Hamilton,  and  your  son  would 
naturally  be  the  heir,  the  mere  mention 
of  Jack's  name  angers  the  Colonel.  He 
says  he  would  squander  the  property, 
therefore  he  turned  to  Archibald  to-day, 
and  was  met  by  an  unexpected  obstacle.'' 

'"  Why  not  say  he  has  disowned  Jack? 
I  know  it,"  said  ]Mrs.  Deborah.  "Oh! 
what  an  outrage  it  is!  You  are  all  against 
my  son.  Talk  of  justice  !  Why,  the  prop- 
erty is  his  by  right." 

"I  think  the  only  justice  is  what  is 
ha]>])ening."  said  her  husband.  "If  I 
could,  I  would  not  exert  my  influence  to 
have  Jack  made  the  heir.  Better  far 
that  the  ])roperty  should  go  to  the  State 
than  that  the  honored  old  house  should 
become  the  rendezvous  of  courtesans  and 
blacklegs,  and  the  scene  of  his  orgies.  I 
gave  up  all  hope  for  him  before  my  re- 
sponsil)ilities  ceased." 

"'  When  did  yours  cease?"  his  wife  ask- 
ed, warmly.  "'  I  am  his  mother  yet.  He 
was  always  led  to  expect  his  uncle's  for- 
tune when  ours  should  be  exhausted.  He 
has  ])ui'sued  pleasui'e.  but  only  as  thou- 
sands do  who  are  similarly  placed.  He  is 
not  in  the  way  of  any  of  you.  Why  arc 
you  all  bent  on  wi'ccking  liis  future?'' 

■'  He  owes  the  wrecking  of  his  life  to 
you.  Deborah,"  said  the  elder  Mi-s.  La- 
mont. "You  indulged  him  in  evervthing. 
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You  always  condoned  liis  faults  ;  you 
even  encouraged  him  in  liis  idle,  mis- 
chievous course.'' 

"  Young-  Archie's  refusal  to  accept  my 
husband's  offer,"  said  Editha,  "  so  excited 
the  Colonel  that  I  liad  dilliculty  in  calm- 
ing him.  When  he  told  Archibald  to-day 
that  he  would  make  him  his  heir  on  con- 
dition that  lie  changed  his  name  to  La- 
mont,  Archie  not  only  refused  to  accept 
the  condition,  but  spoke  rudely,  and — 
well,  the  Colonel's  indignation  was  natu- 
ral. Archibald  said  that  he  had  not  only 
made  his  own  name  famous  by  his  writ- 
ings, but  that  it  would  be  an  act  of  dis- 
honor to  his  father's  memory  to  change 
it." 

"  The  fact  is,  as  we  all  know,"  said  Mrs. 
Deborah,  in  her  most  combative  tone, 
"  that  the  Colonel  used  the  most  insult- 
ing language  about  Archibald's  family, 
saying  that  it  was  common  and  vulgar. 
He  told  Archibald  that  his  father  had 
been  dependent  on  his,  the  Colonel's,  as- 
sistance, to  lift  him  out  of  financial  trou- 
bles and  keep  his  head  above  water.  He 
said  that  his  father  died  in  his  debt, 
though  he  might  have  paid  him  had  he 
not  been  too  self-indulgent.  Archibald 
was  furious  at  the  old  badger,  and  I  ad- 
mire him  for  it." 

"  Archie's  a  good  boy,"  said  his  father. 
"  I  am  proud  of  him." 

"He  is  far  too  quixotic,"  exclaimed 
Mrs.  Paton.  ''I  hope  he  has  not  gone 
too  far  to  retreat.  I  seem  to  see  him  in 
the  will  at  the  end  of  this  confusion." 

"Archibald  is  happy  with  his  work 
and  his  friends  in  New  York,"  interposed 
Deborah.  "  He  is  too  true  a  man  to  stoop 
to  rob  my  boy  of  his  rightful  heritage." 

"Your  son  will  not  inherit  the  prop- 
erty, Deborah,  no  matter  what  you  do," 
said  Mrs.  Lamont.  "Take  my  advice; 
employ  your  influence  to  save  him  from 
worse  misfortunes  to  come." 

She  rose  to  forbid  a  reply,  and  went 
with  Editha  to  the  side  of  the  bed  where 
the  Colonel  lay,  making  a  feeble  tight  for 
the  life  he  had  spent  in  pampering  an 
imperious  independence  and  pride.  His 
wrinkled  face,  the  color  of  old  leather, 
and  crowned  by  a  tousled  mass  of  snowy 
hair,  looked  like  an  eagle's,  so  beaklike 
was  his  great  curved  nose  in  proportion 
to  his  shrivelled  face.  His  had  been  a 
troubled  sleep,  but  instantly  on  the  arrival 
of  the  only  two  beings  who  had  ever 
loved   him   he   grew  more  calm.     Mean- 


time his  faithful  old  servant  Tappin,  who 
rarely  left  his  bedside,  betook  himself  to 
his  own  room,  and  Hung  himself  in  all 
his  clothes  upon  his  bed,  where  the  spirit 
of  his  father  sought  his  company.  Young 
Archibald  Paton  sat,  wide  awake,  in  his 
bedroom.  He  was  a  tall  and  handsome 
man  of  thirty  years,  thin  of  frame,  with 
a  pale,  nervous  face,  the  strength  of  which 
was  in  his  high  brow  and  kindling  eyes. 
His  face  was  x\merican,  but  the  unmis- 
takably French  cut  of  his  pointed  beard 
gave  him  a  Parisian  air.  The  rings  and 
the  charms  which  rattled  on  his  watch- 
chain  were  other  relics  of  the  years  he 
had  spent  abroad.  His  father  and  mother 
found  him  calmly  reading  a  novel  by  the 
light  of  his  bedroom  candle,  though  the 
day  had  been  the  stormiest  of  his  lite,  and 
he  was  determined  to  leave  the  house  next 
day,  putting  it  behind  him  as  he  had  al- 
ready done  w4tli  the  offer  of  all  its  own- 
er's wealth. 

Mrs.  Deborah  sought  her  son  and  found 
him  in  Powellton,  at  cards,  in  the  hotel. 
She  stood  close  beside  him  as  he  drew 
toward  him  the  small  silver  coins  he  had 
won  with  his  last  hand  of  cards. 

"  Come,"  she  said,  by  a  focussing  of  her 
thought  upon  his  mind. 

He  leaned  back  in  his  chair,  hesitating 
a  moment  in  that  position.  Then  he  rose, 
and  leaving  the  coins  where  they  were, 
said:  "  I  won't  play  any  more.  I  feel  pe- 
culiar— that  is,  I  can't  keep  my  mind  on 
the  game.  Buy  my  share  of  the  drinks 
with  that  money.  I  am  going  to  get  a 
breath  of  air."  Then  he  passed  out  with 
his  mother,  and  walked  to  a  carriage- 
block  by  the  road,  and  sat  down.  He 
imagined  that  he  gave  himself  up  to 
thought  about  his  affairs;  in  reality  he 
was  engaged  in  a  struggle  to  comprehend 
the  counsel  his  mother  poured  out  upon 
him. 

Beside  the  Colonel's  bed  the  old  man's 
mother  turned  to  her  daughter-in-law. 

"I  cannot  think  why  you  are  here," 
she  said. 

"Why  I  atn  here?''  Editha  repeated. 
"Where  should  I  be  but  beside  my  hus- 
band at  this  time  of  change?" 

"You  can  serve  him  best  by  going  to, 
Laura  Balm.      Do  you  not  feel  her  need 
of  you?" 

"Feel  it?  How  do  you  mean?  I  feel 
something — fluttering  at  my  intelligence 
— tugging  at  it,  as  if  to  pull  me  somewhere 
— but  it  is  not  clear." 
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"  It,  is  my  oiaii(|(|;,n^lit('i',  Laiini,"  Mrs.  ciiaptkh    ii 
l.ainoiil   said.       "  M  V  (laii^litcr's  clii Id,  of 

.           .,                   ',               ,1       1      •            H     .     f  A    TKAKL    Oil    OF    SETTING, 
whom  t  lie  ol  liri's  spoke  as  t  lie  licii-.      I  )on  t 

y(Mi  I'cmcmWci'Uial,  tlicl  'olonci  (iiiarr<'llcd  WllEN  Kdithu's  si)irit  reached  the  liouse 

with  a  yoMii^ci-  sister  ovei"  a  h)ve  inalcli  in  which  slie  was  to  tind  Laura  Balm,  slie 

that,  he   forhaih'^      It  was  witli  a  man  of  was   surprised    to   discover   it   a    laboi-er"s 

(h)iihtriil  (haractf'r;  you  must  liave  known  tenement— a  tiny,  a.ored  brick  cabin,  wiili 

,,l' it/  an  unduhitiiifT  roof  o-i*een  with  moss.      It 

"  I  didn't  know  tliere  was  a  cliild  consorted  .so  well  with  its  pastoral  sur- 
l)v  that  marria;^e.  liut  if  1  am  needed,  rounding's  tliat  we  Americans  would  car- 
let,  me  li-y  my  ulmosf,  instantly."  llie  ry  oil'  a  camera's  retlection  of  it  were  it 
svmpallH'tie  Mditha  i-ep]i<'d.  '"  Where  in  some  other  counti'y  than  our  own, 
shall  1    lind  my  niece?"  because   of   its    ])icturesqueness  and    Old- 

"  liaiira  is  a  sweet  ^irl,"  I\Irs.   Tjamont  Worldishness.  hut  nowhere  could  we  con- 

I'cplied,   "and  you    are  called    to    her  be-  sidei'  it  a  suitable  shelter  for  a  g-entle  frii'l. 

causf!  you  and  sh<>  ai-e   in   tin'  comi)]elest  It  was  all  the  more  ])ictnresque.  perhaps, 

allinity.       A'ou    will    be    thwai-ted    some-  because  it  was  in  need  of  repaii-,  and  be- 

what,  but  don't  ask  how,  oi-  allow  your-  <'ause  the  yard  ai'ound  it   was  in  a  state 

self    l()    b(>    dis<'oura<;e(i,    for    even    while  of  disorder.      Kditha   hovered   before  the 

you     fancy    yourself     helph^ss    you    will  ])lace  for  a  moment,  shocked  at  lindinpf  it 

comfoi't,  and  encourage  Ikm'  amid  sei'ious  so  ditferent  from  what  should  be  the  abode 

dillicullies  and  alarms."  of   an    heii"  to   the    Lamont    wealth.      In- 

"  What  am  I  to  do:""  doors,  matters  were  worse.      The  disorder 

"  You  will  lind  that  she  does  not  Icnow  had  all  the  ear-marks  of  a  slattern's  liouse- 

of  us.      Sh(^  has   lived    in    the   completest  kee})in,i:-.        Even    the    debris    of    the    last 

innoctuice,  and,  so  fai-as  the  world  is  con-  meal — at  which  a  whiskey-bottle  had  fiir- 

eerned,    ioiioi'ance.      She    must    be    made;  nred     cons})icuou^ly — still    littered     the 

ac(juain;(Ml  with  and  brought  to  the  ^ood  table. 

fortune   that    awaits   her,    bu!    many  mis-  ]>ut  upstairs  in  a  sweet-aired,  tidy  room, 

haps   and  counteri)Jots    will    have    to    be  n])on  a  snowy  bed.  amid  the  pretty-})retties 

overcome.        do    at    once.        ( Concentrate  with  whicdi  a  ^\r\  of  relined   taste  would 

your  mind  on  hers.      As  soon   as  ])ossible  surround  herself,  lay  a  beautiful  maiden 

domiuat<'    her    so   thai    you    can    counsel  fast  asleep.      ller  sunlit    haii*.  caught   \\\) 

hei'.      'j'he  power  is  in  you.      Kxercis(>  it.  in   a   knot    at    the    back',  huno;  loosely  on 

It  is  w(>  who  rule  the  all'airs  of  men   and  either  sid(^  of   her  tinely  cut   face.      Grief 

women    in     their    greatest    crises.       They  and   trouble  were  enlhi'oned  behind  that 

call    what    we   do   by  such    names  as    im-  lace,  yi^t    these  were    too   newly  come   to 

pulse,    conscience,    ^()l•esi^■ht,  jtul.unient—  have   left    a    trace   there.      Its  sha])e   was 

a    hundred    fumbliuL;-,   foL^Liv    woi'ds;   but  shuidcu'  oval,  its    tyjie   ^vas   spiritual   and 

all     tliis    you    will     und(M-staud    (piickly.  dainty,  yet  t lie  lijis  were  full  and  eloquent 

Now    <^(>.        AVill    yours(^ir    at     Tiinuard's  of    kindliness,  humor,  and    the    qualities 

Mill,    l)(>yond    b'ishkill.       .lust    after    you  tliat    accom])any  robust    h(\ilth.       Kditha 

h'av<"    l^'ishkill,  oil   the  rii^hl   of  tlu^    main  ciuild    s(h^    the    i^-irl's   eyes    thron_o-h    their 

road,  is  a  lane  leadiuL!'  to  the  noi'th.      Slie  closed  lids,  and  knew  that  they  were  lai-ge, 

is  in  the  lii-st  liouse     the  only  house  near  and  o\'  as  li^-ht  a  blue  as  the  slcy  when  the 

the   Jiiain    road.       I  S(M'  you   have   no  lime  sun  ishi^hol.      It  was  a  u'ood  and  lovable 

to  lose.      She  is  in  troublt>  ami  umhu*  bad  face  that  ap})eared  there  above  a  I'utHe  of 

intliieiice;    but   it   is  weak-.lilce  all  «^vil   in-  snowy  lace,  and  it  impelled  Kditha  to  kiss 

llueuce.      (io.       1   will  care  for  my  son. ■■  her     if   an    lOtherian    tonch    to  the  girl's 

'■()uulit.    I     to    leave    liini.'       C'an     ymi  clieel;   may  be   so   called — with    many   of 

s()oth(>  him  as  1  could."  those  soft  kisses  which  ])ray  God  most  of 

'Mio, child.     I  can  coiit  fol  my  son.  w  liile  us  have  been  and  are  often   to   be  blessed 

you    cannot.       My    part     i^    io    mnke   him  with,  yet  that  we  can  never  bt^  certain  we 

n-ali/.e  that   there  is  ;i    Laura    r.alm.      He  have  enj(\ved.  because  they  are  as  gentle 

(Io(\s   not  know    it.       We  will   bring  tluun  as   tln^   glances   of   angels,  as  soft  as  the 

logetluu"  if  he  lives  li>n*i- t>nougli.      As  foi-  breathings  of  llowers,  and  as  noiseless  to 

soothing  him,  llit^  worhl  say>  that   a   mo-  our  eai's  as  the  musii*  of   the  sun's   i-ays 

tiler's   is   the  only    h)Vt^  that    is  unstdlisii;  that  sing  their  way  tln'ough  s))ace. 

ccrlainlv  vouis  cannot  be  mcu'e  lender. "  "Laura!    dear    Laura  I     I  am   come    to 
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you,"  the  spirit  said,  in  a  thought-whis- 
per; "a  loving  friend  is  with  you.  Tell 
me,  sweet  child,  what  is  troubling-  you. 
How  can  I  help  you  ?" 

The  golden-framed  cameo  face  upon  the 
pillow  moved  with  gentle  restlessness,  a 
slender  arm,  like  ivory  tinted  with  the 
sap  of  rose  petals,  was  pulled  from  under 
the  bed-covering  and  thrown  down  upon 
it.  The  corners  of  the  budding  lips  drew 
downwards  in  an  expression  of  sadness 
and  perplexit}'.  A  sigh  which  only  keen 
hearing  could  catch  escaped  from  the 
sleeper.  Laura  -was  telling  the  child  wife 
her  troubles;  at  least  she  was  recalling  to 
herself  the  state  of  her  mind,  and  fancy- 
ing some  one  in  dreamland  had  sympa- 
thized with  her. 

The  kindl}'  Etherian  drew  back  and 
fixed  her  gaze  with  intensit\'  upon  the 
dreaming  girl. 

''No,  no,"  she  cried,  "my  powers  are 
not  yet  strong.  What  does  she  say?  Her 
father  away — does  not  know  where;  mo- 
ther ill  —  shrieking  —  carried  from  this 
house?  Can  she  mean  that  her  mother 
is  mad?  She  is  alone,  friendless,  penni- 
less—  she  certainly  is  thinking  that  to 
me.  But  I  get  only  fragments,  and  can- 
not connect  them.  I  must  understand 
her.  Dear  Laura,  tr^^  again  to  tell  me 
everything." 

Were  we  to  content  ourselves  with 
such  slow  and  patient  processes  as  Editha 
commanded  in  order  to  ab.sorb  what  in- 
formation she  got  from  Laura  Balm,  this 
story  would  lag  unconscionably,  and  it 
would  be  disappointingly  incomplete  as 
well.  Let  us  arrive  at  the  same  goal 
quicker  and  better  by  our  own  methods. 

It  was  more  than  twenty  j^ears,  then, 
since  Laura's  mother  made  her  choice 
between  the  guardianship  of  her  brother 
the  Colonel,  at  the  Clock  House,  and  that 
of  Jerrold  Balm,  the  lover  whose  aimless 
life  had  led  the  Colonel  to  refuse  him  even 
the  standing  of  a  visitor  at  the  Clock 
House.  Her  choice  made,  Laura's  mo- 
ther sav/  the  Colonel's  door  closed  behind 
her  forever.  She  married,  and  went  to  live 
in  Europe,  bravely  determining  to  make 
the  best  of  a  match  which  even  she  mis- 
trusted. The  ill-mated  couple  were  never 
happy  after  the  bloom,  the  novelty,  of 
their  new  relationship  had  gone.  Balm 
had  scarcely  a  trace  of  her  strongest  quali- 
ties—pride and  ambition.  She  was  refined 
in  her  tastes  and  pure  of  soul,  while  he 
was  coarse  in  his  and  without  sufficient 
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principle  to  ballast  a  well-ordered  or  even 
a  reputable  career.  They  quarrelled.  He 
violated  his  vows  of  fidelity.  She  scolded 
and  cried,  and-  in  the  end  he  left  her  and 
her  baby  daughter,  sending  them  after- 
ward that  x^ortion  of  his  income  which  is 
usually  left  after  the  exactions  of  a  mis- 
tress have  been  met  —  barely  enough  to 
keep  up  a  partnership  between  body  and 
soul. 

Hearing  that  an  old  servant  had  be- 
come a  widow  and  was  living  alone  at 
the  tiny  cluster  of  cottages  called  Lin- 
gard's  Mill,  Mrs.  Balm  came  as  a  boarder 
to  the  house  in  which  we  have  found  her 
daughter.  She  never  made  her  return 
to  America  known  to  her  brother.  Her 
pride  was  unbendable.  The  servant  died, 
and  in  his  turn  her  husband  married,  and 
died,  and  the  poor  home  of  the  Balms 
was  thus  quickly  left  in  charge  of  this 
second  widow.  Mrs.  Balm  escaped  from  a 
terrible  illness  with  the  loss  of  her  mind, 
and  had  been  taken  to  an  asylum  only  a 
week  before  Editha's  visit,  leaving  Laura 
alone  with  a  woman  of  what  is  called  in 
the  South  "poor  white"  stock,  a  virago 
at  best,  and  at  the  worst  a  frequent  victim 
of  drink. 

Laura's  little  world  was  thus  shattered 
at  a  blow.  For  her  world  had  consisted 
of  nothing  more  than  her  mother  and  the 
books  out  of  which  Mrs.  Balm  drew  an 
education  for  her.  The  changing  women 
of  the  cottage  touched  upon  her  life  only 
as  they  waited  upon  her  as  servants. 
Now,  for  a  week,  she  had  been  alone. 
And  on  this  day  when  Editha  had  come 
to  her  she  had  been  made  to  see  not  mere- 
ly that  she  was  alone,  but  that  she  w^as 
helpless  and  friendless.  And  this  she 
learned  through  even  harder  faring  than 
necessarily  falls  to  those  who  arc  in  such 
a  desperate  strait. 

"You  I  You  I  up  there!  Yes,  I  mean 
you;  comedown  here  at  once." 

Thus  her  landlady,  Mrs.  Turley,  scream- 
ed up  to  her  from  the  stair-bottom  early 
in  the  afternoon  preceding  Edith a's  visit. 
She  had  never  before  addressed  Laui'a  in 
such  a  manner,  or  shown  her  the  slightest 
lack  of  respect. 

The  young  lad}'  came  down  in  such  a 
state  of  surprise  that  she  might  have  been 
likened  to  a  person  moving  through  a 
dense  fog.  It  was  when  she  reached  the 
one  common  room  of  the  house  —  the 
kitchen,  sitting  and  dining  room  —  that 
she    saw    that    Mrs.    Turley   had  been  at 
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somo  of  tlio  neio-liboi-s'  (lrinkin,<r,  and  liad 
broii^'-lit  back  with  lier  a  companion  call- 
ed 15111  HiMntz,  a  liulkino-  loafer  wlio  had 
never  done  a  stroke  of  woi-k  within  the 
recollection  of  any  one,  and  whose  fi'e- 
quent,  lonp:  -  drawn  -  out  disa]i|)earances 
from  th(^  villao-e  saloon  were  the  only 
contributions  to  tln^  iHMohboi'hood  wel- 
fare lie  had  ever  made. 

"  Von  hain't  set  out  nothin;^  to  eat  for 
me  and  any  friend  I  might  bring-  liome.'' 
said  Mrs.  Turley.  "  I'll  bet  you've  taken 
good  care  to  snatch  a  bite  for  yourself, 
but  if  I  find  you've  teched  that  corn- 
beef  I  left  in  the  cupboard,  I'll  make  you 
sorry  for  it." 

"  I  have  eaten  nothing  since  break- 
fast," said  Laura.  "  I  have  been  waiting 
for  you  to — " 

"Oh,  you  was,  was  your"  said  tlie  vi- 
rago, with  bitter  insolence  and  contem])t 
in  her  voice,  "You  was  waitin'  fer  me 
to  bile  cotl'ee  fer  you  and  put  out  the  pre- 
serves and  dance  behind  your  chair.  I 
know'd  it.  1  could  have  told  you  that. 
Bill.  Well,  those  days  is  gone,  I  kin  tell 
yer;  and  still  ditferenter  days  '11  be  com- 
ing,onless  you  pay  me  for  the  board  that's 
been  due  since  a  week  before  your  mother 
was  took.yc^llin'  and  kickin'.to  the  'sylum. 
Onless  you  pay  me  tliis  hei*e  minute, 
you'll  wait  on  me — d'ye  see?  Don't  stand 
there,  you  lazy  lununix.  Go  to  your 
room  and  get  me  my  money.  I  tell 
yer." 

Laura  looked  cabnly  at  the  woman, 
without  i'(>])roof  or  surj)rise  in  the  gleam 
of  Ihm-  clear  blue  ey(>s. 

"  ^'ou  must  not  si)eak  to  me  like  that." 
she  said.      "You  forget  yourself." 

"8he  liain't  used  to  no  sich  talk,"  said 
Ileintz. 

"You  sh(>t  u})."  said  the  drunken  wo- 
man. "  AVhat's  the  matter  with  you 
a-mindin'  your  cnvn  business?  I  fcM'get 
my.self— do  T.  miss?  AVell.  then,  it's  be- 
cause I  can't  see  much  dilVerence  between 
us,  'cept  you'r(^  a  ])au]H^r  and  I  hain't.  Do 
you  think  you  kin  stand  me  olf  without 
my  rig-hts  with  your  high  aiul  mighty 
airs?  You  hain't  got  no  money.  They 
told  you  at  the  ■{)ost-oirice  they'd  have  to 
git  your  mother's  hand  to  the  rcK'eipt  fer 
the  letter  what's  there  fer  her.  ov  they  was 
'bliged  to  keej^  it.  Oh.  Eve  l)een  thei-e 
and  found  every  tiling  ou[  '.  ^o.  Bill 
Pleintz,  she'll  never  have  a  red  cent. 
Well,  then,  what  are  yer  going  lo  do  about 
it?      You    don't   know?      Hain't    troubled 


yerself  to  think,  have  yer?  Well  I  liave. 
then.  Ell  have  no  beg-gars  playing 
they're  ladies  round  me  'f  1  know  it.  Eii 
give  you  till  Tuesday  to  pay  what  yer 
owe,  and  if  you  don't,  out  you  go.  and 
I'll  sell  yer  things  over  yei- head.  Where's 
yer  relations  Eve  heard  so  much  whisper- 
ing about?  My  man  that's  gone  heard  "t 
you  belonged  to  a  lot  of  rich  folks.  Eetch 
"em  along  if  you've  got  'em — tiiat  is.  if 
they'll  reckernize  yer.  an'  if  you  ever  had 
a  father,  which  I  doubt.  If  you  can't  do 
that,  go  and  earn  your  living." 

*'  How  kin  she  earn  a  living:"  Heintz 
asked,  while  the  young  lady  stood  before 
them,  pale  and  mute  as  a  mai-l)le  statue. 

"  Y'ou  shut  up.  Bill."  said  the  drunken 
scold.       "How    kin    she?     Well,  if    she 
won't  go   out  to   service,  there's  another' 
way  she'll  quickly  come  to,  in  Newbui-g 
or  some  o'  them  big  towns." 

"  I'll  go  to  my  room  now."  said  Laura, 
gently. 

She  turned  to  go;  but  it  did  not  suit 
the  drunken  humor  of  the  older  woman 
to  end  the  matter  there.  She  grip})ed  the 
girl  with  a  strong  hand  and  bade  lier  set 
the  table  and  prepai'e  the  coffee,  while 
she,  "  her  betters,"  as  she  called  herself, 
enjoyed  a  bite. 

"]\Irs.  Turley,"  said  the  girl,  firmly. 
''  you  have  been  drinking.  I  am  soi-ry 
to  have  seen  you  like  this." 

"Drinking?  Do  you  dare  to  fling  it 
in  my  face  that  I've  had  to  take  a  glass 
to  cheer  me — I.  who  found  myself  saddled 
with  a  lazy  thing  like  you?" 

"This  must  sto])."  said  Laura.  "Take 
away  your  hand,  and  do  not  ever  spealc 
to  me  like  that  again.      I  will  not  permit 

it:" 

"Will  yiM'  permit  this,  tlnui?"  the  wo- 
man a.sked.  and  desalt  the  girl  a  blow  on 
the  head  which  threw  her  heavily  upon 
the  i\ooi\ 

As  Heintz  saw  the  cruel  Idow  levelled 
at  the  gentle  girl  he  s]>rang  to  her  rescue. 
He  was  too  late,  yet  found  time  to  grapple 
with  the  furious  woman  and  ])i'event  a 
continuance  of  the  assault.  She  fought 
Heiiilz  like  a  man.  ponnnelling  him,  while 
her  arms  were  Hung  about  like  flails.  Ei- 
naliy  he  caught  h(^rarmsand  twisted  them 
until  she  came  to  her  knees  ui)on  the  floor 
and  cried  for  mercy,  ])romising  to  leave 
the  girl  alone.  While  the  disgusting 
tumult  raged.  Laura  sliii]ied  out  of  the 
door. 

At    half    a    mile's    distance    from    the 
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house  she  gave  vent  to  her  feelings,  and 
cried  until  her  tears  were  spent.  Then, 
^vith  swollen  eyelids  and  her  thoughts 
still  in  wild  confusion,  she  continued  her 
walk.  She  had  been  most  unfortunate 
all  her  life,  but  as  she  could  not  know 
that,  it  seemed  to  her  that  ill  fortune  had 
just  begun  to  come,  and  with  a  violence 
past  all  parallel.  She  realized  that  she 
must  leave  the  only  shelter  she  knew  in 
all  the  world,  but  she  was  as  ignorant  of 
what  lay  before  her  as  a  tropical  fawn 
that  escapes  from  a  menagerie  in  the 
North  in  midwinter. 

As  slie  walked,  Jack  Lamont  drove  by 
and  noticed  her.  Her  dress  and  carriage 
suggested  that  she  was  a  lady.  Her 
face,  though  swollen  b}'  crying,  strength- 
ened the  suggestion.  To  meet  a  lady, 
hatless,  in  tears,  on  a  lonely  road,  piqued 
his  curiosity. 

"I  beg  pardon,"  said  he,  reining  ui). 
"You  are  in  trouble.  Can  I  help  you  in 
any  way?" 

"Thank  you,  sir;  I  don't  need  assist- 
ance," she  replied,  stitHy,  from  instinct. 

"  A  friend  in  need — you  know  the  rest. 
And  I  am  willing  to  be  youi-s,"  Lanu)nt 
persisted. 

"  I  don't  need  any  assistance,  thank 
you,"  said  she. 

Feeling  rebuked,  but  vowing  to  him- 
self to  keep  this  pretty  girl  in  mind  for 
possible  future  sport,  he  drove  on.  And 
thus  the  two  persons  for  whom  tlie  fates 
were  mixing  a  witches'  broth  met  in  ig- 
norance of  tlieir  reUitionship,  and  parted 
unenlightened. 

Darkness  soon  fell,  and  Laura  Balm 
crept  to  her  chamber,  there  to  indulge  her 
hopes  in  the  face  of  an  uncertain  future 
which  she  knew  must  begin  witli  the 
morrow.  Of  only  this  was  she  certain  — 
that  she  must  step  forth  into  a  huge  un- 
charted world  in  the  morning  to  make 
her  w^ay  alone;  to  make  her  fortune,  or  to 
mar  it  worse.  Then  came  the  supernat- 
ural visitor  to  break  the  oblivion  which 
youthful  sleep  had  brought,  and  to  make 
Laura  recall  her  pressing  misfortunes 
down  to  their  dregs. 

"I  read  her  mind  and  her  memory  al- 
most clearly  now,"  Editha  thought;  "but 
she  does  not  faintly  approach  a  know- 
ledge of  me.  I  will  try  again  ....  there. 
a  little  harder  willing  and  I  sliould  have 
almost  made  myself  visible.  But  she  only 
murmurs  'Mother,'  '  Mother,'  and  fancies 
herself    with    her.       But    I    really    have 


made  some  progress.  She  conveyed  her 
thouglits  to  me,  at  least.  Laura,  I  am 
no  mere  friend.  I  want  to  be  your  other 
soul,  your  wiser  self.  I  will  give  you  the 
})ow^er  to  face  the  world  with  a  brave  and 
a  calm  heart.  I  will  try  to  influence  all 
who  are  about  you  to  bring  you  to  your 
home  and  your  kin." 

"Stay  with  me,  mother,"  Laura  mur- 
mured once  again  in  her  sleep. 

Day  was  sending  its  first  messengers  to 
rouse  the  east,  so  that  the  kindly  influ- 
ence of  the  Etherian,  which  could  only  be 
exerted  between  sunset  and  dawn,  must 
quickly  end.  Reluctantly  Editha  threw 
around  the  sleeping  girl  a  last  intenser 
effort  of  her  personality,  and  focussed  her 
mind,  with  its  message  of  hope  and  cour- 
age, strongly  on  the  sleeper's  brain,  as  if 
to  bathe  her  in  an  assurance  of  security. 
Then  she  kissed  Laura's  cheek  and  was 
gone. 

She  paused  a  moment  at  her  husband's 
bedside,  and  charging  ]\Irs.  Lamont,  who 
was  still  there,  to  assist  her  in  arousing 
the  Colonel's  mind  to  the  existence  of  this 
new-found  niece,  both  Etherians  com- 
bined their  })owers  toward  that  end.  They 
left  the  bedside  together,  and  presently 
began  to  feel  that  relaxation  of  their 
energies  which,  in  their  state,  corres})onils 
to  our  sensation  of  sleep. 

Laura  sle})t  peacefully  and  late  that 
morning,  with  a  smile  upon  her  innocent 
lips,  dreaming  of  walks  by  her  mothei-'s 
side,  amid  Ilowers  and  bright  sunshine, 
when  the  two  foresaw  nothing  of  the  mis- 
ery which  had  since  come  to  both.  Some 
hours  passed,  and  sli(»  was  rudely  awak- 
ened by  a  rough  hand  on  her  shoulder. 

Bill  Ileintz  had  entcM'ed  her  chamber. 

"  AVake  up,"  ]\o  said,  in  a  hoarse  whis- 
])er.  ''IjIsKmi!  I'm  going  to  take  ]\L*s. 
Turley  to  the  village  this  morning  and 
keep  her  there.  You  be  by  the  post- 
odice  at  noon.  'Sli-h-h,  she'll  wake  up. 
I  am  yer  friend.  You  can't  stay  here — 
d'ye  see?  I'll  get  you  out  of  this.  Be  at 
the  post-ollice  at  noon.  Bring  anything 
you've  got  that  you  kin  sell.  You'll  need 
everything  3'ou  have,  and  more  besides." 

CUArTKIl     III. 
FUOM    UAI)    HANDS    TO    WOKSK. 

IjAURA  was  so  startled  that  when 
Heintz  hiul  crept  out  she  scarcely  knew 
whether  or  not  the  incident  was  part  of 
a  dream.      But  now  she  heard  him  call- 
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iii<^  to  Mrs.  Turloy,  and,  besich^s,  her 
)-ecol]c(;Li()ii  of  his  toucli  upon  her  shoul- 
der and  of  his  stai'tlin*.,'-  projKJsal  to  her 
to  lly  from  her  home  was  too  strong  to 
he  doubt<^d.  She  weiglied  the  reasons 
for  and  against  acce})ting  liis  offer  of  a 
rescue,  reasons  all  born  of  her  ignorance 
of  life,  and  reluctantly  decided  to  acconi- 
])any  him.  Having  the  ho])efulness  of 
youth  as  an  only  substitute  for  worldly 
experience,  she  fancied  that  good  fortune 
must  befall  her.  The  manner  of  taking 
the  step,  as  planned  by  Heiiitz,  weighed 
most  against  her  going.  It  gave  it  an 
underhand,  surre})titious  look,  like  a 
ilight.  It  was  not  in  her  nature  even  to 
contemplate  such  a  procedure.  The  idea 
of  it  stung  her  with  its  implication  of 
moral  cowardice  and  dishonesty.  The 
straightforward  course  must  be  hers — to 
notify  Mrs.  Turley,  and  to  leave  the 
house  with  the  same  freedom  and  sense 
of  dignity  with  which  she  had  entered  it. 
She  dressed  very  slowly,  to  s])an  the  time 
until  the  landlady  should  be  heard  de- 
scending the  stairs.  Then  she  followed, 
and  made  her  announcement  in  such  a 
manncas  gained  for  itself  and  for  her 
the  respect  which  the  coarse  creatui-e, 
when  sober,  had  never  been  able  to  deny 
to  her  lodger. 

"  T  shall  leave  here  to-day,"  said  Laura. 
"  I  shall  not  come  back,  except  to  give 
you  what  I  owe  and  to  take  away  nn^ 
things." 

"I'm  sori-y  yer  goin\  miss,"  said  the 
woman. 

lleintz  listened  with  greedy  and  anx- 
ious ears,  fearful  that  the  girl  was  going 
to  say  that  he  was  to  be  her  companion. 
But,  he  thought,  perhai)s  she  was  not  go- 
ing with  him  at  all.  This  was  a  very 
different  creature  from  the  pale  girl  he 
had  seen  stunned  with  surprise,  over- 
whelmed by  abuse,  and  struck  down  in 
his  presence  yesterday.  He  doubted 
whether,  if  she  really  meant  to  be  his 
companion,  he  would  be  able  to  carry 
out  his  ])art  of  the  plan — with  a  proud, 
high-si)irited  nuite  so  clearly  of  a  world 
beyond  his  own. 

"If  you're  a-goin"  to  pay  me."  ]\Irs. 
Turley  said.  "  I  don't  jest  see  what  makes 
you  go  away." 

"  I  shall  go  at  noon,"  said  Laura. 

"  I'm  sorry  fer  what  I  done  yesterday." 
said  the  woman.  '"I  Avas  clean  crazy 
with  my  troubles,  or  I  wouldn't  have 
carried  on  so." 


"  Have  my  bi-eakfast  ready  as  soon  as 
possible,  })lease,  and  call  me,"  Laura  said, 

*•  Yes,  ma'am,"  said  tlie  woman. 

'*  She'll  be  goin'  to  her  folks,"  said  Mrs. 
Turley  to  Bill  Heintz  when  the  girl  had 
gone.      '•  They're  fearful  rich.  I  hear." 

"She's  a  thoroughbred,  and  no  mis- 
take," said  Bill.  '■  Where  is  her  folks, 
I  wonder r" 

"I  don't  know  where  they  be,"  said 
Mrs.  Turley;  "but  I've  heard  they're 
very  tony  and  all  that  sort  of  thing.  I 
hain't  never  stooped  to  do  no  spyin"  on 
her.  Her  secrets  hain't  none  of  my  fu- 
neral. All's  I  know  is  I  made  a  'nation 
fool  of  myself  a-drivin'  her  out"n  the 
house  like  I  done.  I  won't  get  nothing 
now.  'cept  jest  what  she  owes  me.  'less  I 
kin  make  up  with  her  afore  she  clears 
out." 

"  Oh.  leave  her  be."  said  Bill.  "  What- 
ever you  say  '11  make  things  worse. 
What  you  want  is  a  good  bracer  of 
whiskey  to  steady  you.  Better  come 
down  the  road  to  Cunningham's  with 
me." 

"You  kin  go  an'  drink — an'  drink — 
an'  drink,"  said  Mrs.  Turley.  from  out  of 
a  grand  spasm  of  virtue,  "but  you  can't 
come  it  over  me  with  none  of  yer  rum 
and  them  mis'ble  Cunninghams  whose 
house  I  was  to  yesterday.  I  got  more'u 
paid  fer  goin'  there  wunst." 

"Mrs.  Turley.  I'll  jest  hev  yer  to 
know — " 

"  You'll  hev  me  to  know  nothing."  said 
she.  "I'm  a-lettin'  you  know 't  I  washt 
my  hands  of  you  and  your  friends — 
there:  You  kin  stuff  that  in  your  pipe 
and  smoke  on  it." 

I  will  not  even  hint  at  Heintz's  reply 
to  this  assault  upon  him.  If  it  be  under- 
stood that  he,  too,  had  been  di'inking 
heavily  and  was  in  a  highly  nervous 
condition,  })erhaps  even  the  nature  of 
what  he  said  had  best  remain  obscure. 
Mrs.  Turley.  instead  of  practising  her  own 
masterly  powers  of  invective  upon  him, 
waved  him  to  be  gone,  and  flung  herself 
out  of  the  room  in  order  to  stand  in  the 
pantry  and  listen  for  his  departing  foot- 
ste}>s.  When  she  heard  the  gate  slam 
she  returned  to  busy  herself  with  prepar- 
ing her  boarder's  breakfast.  But  first 
she  poured  out  half  a  glass  of  Bourbon 
and  swallowed  it  neat,  to  fortify  herself 
for  whatever  was  to  come. 

I  doubt  if  she  so  considered  it.  but  this 
proved    a    waste    of    alcohol,    for    Laura 
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would  hold  witli  her  only  what  con- 
verse politeness  demanded.  To  ]\[rs. 
Turley's  clumsy  apologies  for  her  past 
behavior  the  young"  lady  replied  that  it 
was  best  not  to  I'efer  to  that,  and  when 
Mrs.  Turley  tried  with  all  her  ingenuity 
to  discover  the  whereabouts  of  the  rich 
relatives  to  whom  she  was  certain  her 
boarder  was  betaking  herself,  Laura  only 
replied,  "My  plans  are  not  very  defi- 
nite, Mrs.  Turley."  The  girFs  pride  and 
reticence  vanquished  the  low  woman,  wlio 
kept  her  temper  by  great  force  of  will, 
because  she  thought  there  would  be  a 
money  profit  in  good  behavior.  At  the 
door  she  handed  to  Laura  her  small  reti- 
cule of  plaited  straw,  like  a  schoolgirl's 
bag,  and  saying  that  she  hoped  Mrs.  Balm 
''  would  soon  come  back  to  her  faculties 
again,"  the  two  women  parted  —  one  to 
return  to  the  bottle,  in  which  she  found 
most  comfort,  the  other  to  face  a  world 
so  cruel  that  had  she  even  suspected  what 
it  held  for  her,  she  might  have  shuddered 
at  the  gay  sunlight  that  bathed  its  face. 

Ahead  of  her,  down  the  brown  road, 
she  saw  an  old  beggar  called  Christmas 
hobbling  on  the  oaken  third  leg  with 
which  he  made  the  best  of  his  wa,y,  his 
natural  legs  being  almost  wrecked  by 
lameness.  He  was  called  Christmas  be- 
cause of  his  white  hair  and  beard,  and, 
perhaps,  because  he  drew"  all  children  to 
him.  He  had  always  a  story  for  what- 
ever child  he  met,  and  though  not  one 
of  his  tales — always  about  kittens  and 
frogs,  or  crows,  or  dogs  —  seemed  worth 
any  adult's  while  to  hear  or  repeat,  chil- 
dren of  every  degree  clamored  for  them. 

"Good-morning,  ma'am,"  said  Christ- 
mas. "  You're  hurrying  a  good  deal.  Be 
you  sure  where  you're  going?" 

"  Good-morning,  Christmas,"  said  she, 
smiling,  and  passing  on. 

"Miss!  stop  a  bit.  Let  me  look  at 
you.  Ay,  I  thought  so.  Give  a  copper 
to  old  Christmas,  though  he's  got  no  good 
news  for  you." 

"I  have  not  a  penny  to  iny  name, 
Christmas,"  said  she. 

"You're  changed  since  I  passed  you 
last  time — a  couple  of  days  ago— down  the 
road.  The  fairies  have  been  to  you.  I 
see  the  mark  of  'em  on  your  forehead, 
and  what's  in  your  eyes  is  a  fairy  light, 
nothing  else.  I  hope  it  ain't  a  warning 
— and  yet  I'm  'bleeged  to  say  you're  in 
bad  hands." 

"I'm  in  no  one's  hands  but  my  own." 
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"Ay,  bad  hands,  bad  hands,  I  tell  ye. 
It's  a  warning  that's  on  your  brow  and 
in  your  eyes." 

''I  wish  I  had  a  penny  for  you,"  said 
Laura.      "Good-morning,  Christmas." 

She  went  her  way  and  left  him  looking 
after  her,  shaking  his  white  locks  with 
nods  of  approval  of  his  own  words,  and 
with  side  wise  shakes  in  token  of  despair 
for  her.  Suddenly  he  hobbled  after  her, 
very  painfully  and  quickly  for  him. 

''Ma'am;  I  say,  ma'am!''  he  called. 
"  Here's  a  quarter  of  a  dollar  for  you  for 
better  fortune." 

"  I  cannot  take  your  money,  thank 
you,  Christmas,"  she  said,  with  a  sweet 
smile. 

"You  won't?"  he  asked. 

"  I  cannot,  really,"  she  said. 

"My  God!"  he  exclaimed,  dropping  his 
staff  and  raising  both  hands.  "Only  a 
lamb  would  take  to  the  road  without 
thought  of  mone3\  x\nd  do  you  know 
where  lambs  walk  to?  To  the  shearing 
first,  and  then  to  the — " 

If  he  finished  that  sentence,  it  was 
with  such  a  low  muttering  that  she  did 
not  catch  the  last  words.  Again  she 
started  on,  leaving  him  behind  her. 

While  she  had  been  at  her  meal  and 
on  the  road.  Bill  Heintz  was  lounging 
with  two  young  idlers — semi-vagabonds, 
but  better  men  than  he — before  the  post- 
ofhce. 

"Better  come  with  us,"  one  repeated. 
"You  don't  need  a  red  cent,  because  if 
they  engage  you  the}'  take  you  to  Ne' 
York  free,  and  pay  yer  for  the  work  you 
do  on  the  way.  And  'tain't  hard  work, 
nor  bad  work  neither,  looking  after  them 
horses  and  elephants  and  things  in  a  big 
circus.  They're  short  of  hands,  and  I 
know  one  of  the  head  fellers,  and  he  told 
me,  he  says,  if  mc  an'  my  friends  would 
meet  him  in  Harrisburgat  a  cei'tain  time, 
he'd  git  us  a  job.  And  after  that  meals 
and  beds  comes  along  with  the  job.'' 

"But  wait  till  you  see  the  gal,'' said 
Heintz.  "I  tell  you,  she's  a  jim  daisy. 
She's  a  thoroughbred.  They  say  her  folks 
is  the  richest  kind  of  swells,  but  she's 
stuck  on  me,  and  we're  going  to  be  ])ard- 
ners." 

"Ah,  what  're  yer  giviii'  us?  If  she's 
a  swell  she  won't  have  notliin'  to  do  with 
the  likes  of  you,  only  as  you  kin  run  ar- 
rants  fer  her.  Don't  I  know  what  them 
swells  is?  Can't  tell  me  nothin'  new 
about  'em.      They    don't    mix    with    poor 
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folks.  They  mio-lit  try,  but  it  wouldn't 
work.  They  can't,  anyhow  ;  but  who  in 
ever  heard  of  their  tryiir?" 

"Come  along  with  us,"  said  the  second 
loafer;  "don't  make  a  monkey  of  your- 
self. There's  big  pay  an'  easy  work,  and 
you  kin  see  Ne'  York  to  boot." 

"We'll  see  about  this  here  mixin'," 
said  Bill,  with  a  chuckle  and  a  leer. 
"When  she  tumbles  to  what  'II  ha})pen 
to  her  before  morning,  through  bein' 
along  with  me — just  leave  her  to  me,  I 
say." 

"Oh,  that's  the  lay,  is  it.  Bill?"  said 
one  of  his  companions.  "That's  dif- 
ferent." 

"Danged  different,"  said  the  other. 
"  It  means  a  trick  in  jail  for  you — if  you 
have  ordinary  luck  at  that  business." 

"Ah,  what's  all  this  preaching?"  Bill 
asked.  "It  makes  me  sick  to  hear  you 
fellers.  You  haven't  got  the  chance  ; 
that's  what's  the  matter  with  youse.  But, 
hullo!  here  she  comes  now." 

As  he  spoke,  Laura  Balm  turned  a  near 
corner,  and  approached  the  group  with  a 
quick,  firm  step.  Her  slender,  muscular 
body,  outlined  with  the  promising  curves 
of  girlhood,  was  draped  with  a  gown 
which  fitted  her  as  a  deer  is  fitted  by  its 
fur.  She  held  herself  rigidly  erect,  her 
head  was  high,  and  in  her  blue  eyes  no 
Hiore  than  in  her  gait  was  there  any  hint 
of  misgiving. 

"Good-morning,"  said  H(Mntz,  invol- 
untarily straightening  himself,  and  adopt- 
ing the  tone  and  manner  of  the  humble 
before  the  proud. 

"Good-morning,"  said  she,  as  if  she 
had  not  expected  to  see  him,  and  forged 
ahead. 

"I  say!"  he  called.  "Hold  up,  will 
you?" 

But  she  walked  on,  and  he  was  obliged 
to  catch  up  to  her,  looking  over  his  shoul- 
der sheepishly  at  his  companions,  who 
had  taken  the  exact  measure  of  his  con- 
trol over  her. 

"Is  that  little  basket  all  you  brought 
away?"  he  asked.      "What's  in  it?" 

She  told  him  that  she  had  brought  with 
her  only  a  little  very  necessary  clothing 
and  a  few  letters  of  her  mother's.  She 
had  no  right  to  take  anything  of  value, 
she  said,  until  her  debt  to  Mrs.  Turley 
was  cleared. 

"What!  no  joolry — and  no  clothes, 
neither?"  he  asked.  lie  said  he  had  reck- 
oned she  would    fetch   away   things  that 


could  be  turned  into  money.  He  thought 
she  ought  to  go  back  and  clean  out  the 
place  while  he  kept  Mrs.  Turley  away 
somewhere.  To  this  she  replied  that 
what  he  pi'oposed  would  be  dishonest, 
and  she  would  rather  he  would  not  talk 
of  such  things. 

"It  was  kind  of  you  to  olfer,"  she  add- 
ed, "but  1  hardly  see  how^  it  will  be  pos- 
sible for  you  to  help  me." 

"  Help  you?"  he  repeated,  as  if  he  was 
going  to  rei)udiate  the  bare  idea  at  the 
start.  Then  he  finished  the  sentence 
more  diplomatically.  "I  ain't  in  much 
of  a  i\x  to  helj)  anybody,  but  maybe  I 
can  help  you,  aiul  you  can  help  me — as 
things  turn  up — and,  anyhow,  we  kin  be 
pardners." 

She  searched  his  face  with  a  look  which 
turned  his  eyes  to  the  ground. 

"You  advised  me  to  leave  Mrs.  Tur- 
ley's,"  said  she,  "and  I  thank  you  for 
that,  though  I  had  already  made  uj)  my 
mind  to  go  to  day.  But  now  have  you 
any  plan  for  helping  me?" 

"  I  jest  said  how — er — I  reckoned  we'd 
oughter  be — er — pardners." 

"  Because,"  said  she,  disregarding  what 
he  said  as  unworthy  her  attention,  "if 
you've  nothing  in  mind,  I  think  I  will 
not  trouble  you  any  further." 

He  was  nonplussed.  His  only  plan 
was  not  one  that  he  could  make  known 
to  her.  Moreover,  her  attitude,  her  hold- 
ing herself  so  far  from  him,  was  a  thing 
he  had  not  taken  into  account. 

"Well,  look — a — here,"  he  said,  after  a 
long  pause;  "  we  can  drift  along  togeth- 
er, and — " 

She  turned  another  swift  glance  upon 
him. 

"That  is — I  mean— and  let  me  find 
work — for  you  to  earn  money — you  see, 
and—" 

He  was  confused.  Her  bearing  discon- 
certed him.  P]ach  searching  glance  made 
him  wince  at  his  own  villany,  and  also 
made  him  feel  the  vast  difl'erence  that 
sei)arated  them.  Here  was  a  duel  between 
high  character  and  low. 

The  country  was  now  an  open  one. 
The  only  houses  were  behind  them  The 
road  lay  between  farm  fences,  with  fields 
and  pastures  I'olling  away  on  either  side. 
He  noticed  this.  She  may  have  done  so, 
but  she  gave  it  no  thought.  She  listened 
to  his  hesitating  speech  and  gathered  the 
truth,  that  his  companionship  was  all  he 
had  to  offer.      Almost  unconsciously  she 
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drew  away  from  him  and  quickened  her 
pace. 

"Say,  you,"  exclaimed  the  vagabond, 
hastening  to  put  himself  close  to  her  side, 
"what  are  you  up  to?  We'll  have  this 
out  right  here.  Are  you  a-trying  to  back 
out?    Because  if  you  are,  it  don't  go — see?" 

He  felt  the  futility  of  trying  to  frater- 
nize with  her.  He  knew  of  no  alternative 
but  violence.  A  tremor  of  alarm  passed 
over  her,  but  it  was  only  momentary. 

"I  don't  understand  you,"  said  she. 

"Well,  I'll  soon  make  you  understand 
me.  Your  airs  is  makin' me  tired."  Thus 
spoke  Cotton  enraged  at  Silk. 

"I  am  sorry  to  anger  you,"  said  the 
silken  one,  calmly,  "  but  you  have  no 
right  to  question  me." 

"'Ain't  I?  Well,  we'll  soon  see,"  said 
the  loafer.  "I'm  quittin'  good  money 
and  home  an'  everything  jest  fer  to  be 
friendly,  and  you're  making  a  monkey  of 
me.  These  here  'ristocratic  airs  of  yourn 
don't  go — d'ye  understand  ?  I  ain't  a-goin' 
to  put  up  with  'em  no  longer." 

"You  must  not  try  to  frighten  me," 
said  Laura,  stopping  still  and  confronting 
him  with  a  fearless  look.  "And  do  not 
talk  of  our  being  partners  or  of  our 
drifting  along  together.  It  is  absurd. 
You  will  do  better  to  turn  back  at  once, 
as  you're  only  wasting  your  time." 

"  Well,  I'm ,"  said  he,  thrusting  his 

bestial  face  almost  against  hers,  nastily, 
to  put  an  end  to  any  doubt  as  to  his  in- 
tentions. "If  it's  talking  straight  you 
want,  I'll  talk  straight  every  time.  You 
and  me's  pardners,  and  you  can't  help 
yourself.  I'm  a  bad  egg,  I  am ;  and  I'm 
worst  when  I  git  riled.  Everybody  knows 
I'm  bad,and  everybody  knows  you've  come 
away  with  me,  and  we've  took  to  the  road 
together.  You  can't  never  hold  your  head 
up  after  this — d'ye  see?  So  what's  the  use 
of  kicking?  Whatever  I  say  '11  be  believed, 
and  I'll  say  whatever  suits  me.  Now  you 
just  climb  along  till  I  say  to  stop." 

"Leave  me,  you  wicked  man.  How 
dare  you  talk  to  me  so?"  said  the  girl, 
with  her  eyes  blazing  and  a  voice  so  strong 
and  firm  that  it  sounded  strange  to  her 
own  ears. 

"By  jingo!  hain't  you  pretty?"  Heintz 
said.  "There's  mone}'-  in  that  face  for 
me.  Oh,  I  hain't  no  fool!  See  here,  if 
you've  got  the  price  of  a  parson,  I'll  mar- 
ry you;  there,  that's  fair,  ain't  it?  I'll 
marry  you  at  the  first  parson's  we  come 
to.      'Tain't  that  I  care  fer  it,  because  it  '11 
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be  all  the  same  to  me  by  morning,  but 
I'll  do  that  much  fer  to  please  you." 

"Go  away!  Leave  me  at  once!"  said 
Laura,  thoroughly  frightened,  yet  still 
facing  him  like  a  lioness. 

"  How  much  money  have  you  got,  any- 
how?" Bill  asked.  "Here,  fork  over  that 
basket."  He  seized  it  with  one  hand  and 
twisted  her  wrist  with  the  other  until  she 
let  go  of  the  basket.  "There!"  said  he; 
"  what's  yours  is  mine,  and  that's  fair." 

At  the  same  instant  a  farm  gate  opened 
close  beside  them,  and  Christmas  stepped 
through  it  and  upon  the  road.  Follow- 
ing an  impulse,  he  had  reached  the  scene 
quickly  by  a  short-cut  across  the  fields. 
His  stout  staff  was  gripped  by  its  middle  in 
his  muscular  right  hand.  At  sight  of  him 
the  bully  shrank  back  a  few  steps. 

"Good-morning  again,"  said  Christmas 
to  the  young  lady.  "Well  met — very 
well  met.  If  you  were  going  back  to 
your  home,  we  could  tramp  it  together, 
but  you'd  have  to  tramp  it  a  leetle  slow, 
account  of  my  legs." 

"I  have  no  home,"  Laura  said.  She 
showed  acceptance  of  his  protection,  how- 
ever, by  stepping  towards  him  as  quickly 
as  Heintz  had  stepped  the  other  way.  If 
the  old  beggar  had  been  known  to  her  as 
Prince  Charming  in  disguise,  she  could 
not  have  shown  more  pleasure  in  his  com- 
pany. 

"Here,  damn  you!"  Heintz  shouted, 
"leave  that  girl  be;  she's  with  me — d'ye 
see?" 

Christmas  stepped  from  Laura  to  Heintz, 
and  still  balancing  his  staff  with  ominous 
readiness  to  use  it,  he  said:  "Such  as  you 
are  fitter  for  such  as  she  to  walk  on  than 
to  walk  with.      Give  me  that  basket." 

"  I'd  like  to  see  myself.  It's  mine.  You 
mind  your  own  business,  I  hain't  done 
nothing  to  you — like  I  will,  if  you  go  to 
bother  me." 

"Put  back  in  the  basket  w^hat  you've 
stolen  out  of  it,  and  hand  it  over  to  me," 
said  Christmas.  "  I'll  ask  you  once  again, 
though  I  seem  to  see  that  you'll  keep  what 
you've  took;  ay,  and  I  seem  to  see  the 
hand  of  the  law  upon  you." 

Christmas  closed  his  eyes  as  he  uttered 
the  last  sentence,  speaking  the  words  in  a 
deep  bass  voice.  Such  was  his  manner 
when  he  prophesied,  or  gave  warnings,  to 
the  poor  women  of  a  wide  territory,  who 
believed  him  to  be  supernaturally  gifted. 

"I  hain't  took  nothin',  I  tell  yer,"  said 
Heintz, 
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"Give  inc  llie  basket,  and  keep  wliat 
yoiTvc'  stolen." 

"Oh,  I  liain't  a-scared  of  your  spells. 
K(M'i)  'em  for  tlie  old  women." 

"The  Iwsket,  I  say— quick,"  said  Christ- 
mas. 

"  Ah  !  who  cares  for  you?"  said  IIcMutz, 
j)rovin<i:  much  slower  in  an^er  with  a  man 
than  he  had  shown  himself  witli  a  ti])sy 
woiium  on  tlie  previous  day.  "Therel 
I'll  hand  it  to  her  — see?  And  I'll  do 
more'n  that;  I'll  walk  along-  with  her,  as 
rv«^  a  riii'ht  to  do." 

lleintz  started  towards  Laura. but  Christ- 
mas commanded  him  so  threatening-ly  not 
to  g-o  another  step  nearer  her  that  he 
dropped  the  basket  in  tiie  road  and  al- 
lowed Christmas  to  ])ick  it  up,  while  he 
stood  by  completely  cowed. 

"  Walk  where  you  please,"  said  Chi-ist- 
mas,  "  ])ut  come  within  reach  of  this  stick, 
and  I'll  beat  you  like  a  carpet.  Now  the 
young  lady  and  I  will  be  going'  along-." 

Ilcintz  followed  at  a  gradually  widen- 
ing distance,  occasionally  shying  a  stone 
after  the  girl  and  her  deliverer,  aiming 
each  one  to  fall  short  of  the  mark,  but  to 
let  its  click  be  heard  in  the  road  behind 
them.  Between  these  declarations  of  his 
harmlessness  he  fumbled  in  his  pocket  the 
thing  he  had  filched  from  the  basket.  It 
was  a  small  package.  He  did  not  know 
that  it  contained  nothing  but  old  letters; 
nothing  else  to  him,  but  to  Laura  Balm 
the  most  important  of  her  possessions. 


CUAl'TER    lY. 
AGAIN   WITH   THE   ETIIEKIANS. 

CHRIST3IAS  walked  a  step  behind  Laura, 
and,  to  further  show  his  respect  for  her— 
and  foj-  himself — s])oke  only  when  she  ad- 
dressed him,  iiearly  always  with  a  "yes, 
nuvam."  or  "  of  course,  miss."  Heintz 
slunk,  woltiike.  well  behind  the  strange 
pair.  When  they  neared  the  outskirts 
of  Powellton  the  old  num  bought  some 
cake  and  a  bottle  of  milk,  and.  at  a  gate- 
way to  a  tree-edged  field,  he  asked  if  she 
would  not  go  in  out  of  the  ])ublic  view- 
to  rest  and  refresh  herself.  She  assented 
trustingly,  and  he  waited  upon  her.  open- 
ing the  bottle  and  teaching  her  how  to 
drink  out  of  it.  and  handing  her  the 
papei"  ))ag  of  cakes.  All  the  wliile  he 
chuckled  and  grinned  like  a  man  who 
recollects  a  funny  stoi-y. 

"What  amuses  you  so.  Cliristmas?" 
Laura  asked. 


'"You  don't  think  what  you've  gone 
and  done,  miss,"  he  answered. 

"  Why.  what  have  I  done?"  she  asked. 

"  You've  been  fed  by  a  beggar."  said 
he.  "  And  may  the  day  be  soon  coming 
when  you'll  think  it  so  wonderful  you'll 
hardly  believe  it  yourself:  but  you'll 
never  see  tlie  joke  as  I  do.  at  the  time 
of  it." 

"There!  I've  done  wrong."  said  she. 
"  I  am  so  ignorant.  I  never  have  had  to 
think  or  to  do  for  myself.  Christmas. 
All  my  life  I  have  scarcely  had  a  thouglit 
that  I  did  not  take  from  my  mother  or 
share  with  her.  I  was  hungry  and  tired, 
and,  selfishly.  I  did  not  give  heed  to  any- 
thing else." 

'•  Young  ladies  oughtn't  to  worry  about 
anything.  You've  only  taken  your  own, 
after  all.  I  had  a  piece  of  silver  that 
was  yours,  you  know  —  besides  several 
more  of  my  own;  and  you've  only  taken 
half  of  it.  so  far.  If  you  think  of  me  at 
all.  think  how  proud  I  am  to  be  helping 
you.  You  don't  despise  old  Christmas, 
do  you?  Well.  I'm  afraid  most  folks  do, 
miss." 

As  slie  sat  at  the  foot  of  a  great  elm, 
resting  after  slie  had  eaten.  Christmas 
asked  her  Avhat  slie  knew  of  the  fairy 
chai'm  that  had  touched  her;  "because," 
he  said.  '*  I  know  you've  met  with  a  fairy. 
What  shape  had  it  .^  Don't  you  know? 
Well.  then,  did  ever  a  rabbit  leap  into 
your  lap,  or  a  sparrow  light  on  your 
shoulder  or  brush  your  hair  when  flying 
over  you;  or  maybe,  now,  it  was  just  a 
lame  dog  that  licked  your  hand?  No? 
Well,  it's  sure  to  have  been  something, 
and  you  should  remember,  because  you 
would  have  been  kind  to  it  —  fed  it,  or 
stroked  it,  or  something.  You  can't  re- 
member, ma'am?  That's  very  strange. 
I  knew  a  little  boy  at  the  Mill.  Johnny 
Guard.  I  mean.  You  didn't  know  him? 
Well,  his  parents  (ignorant  people,  nar- 
row's })ins)  the}'  found  a  little  frog  in  his 
bed  three  mornings  in  succession.  Twice 
they  Hung  it  out  doors,  and  the  third  time 
Mrs.  Guard  took  it  in  her  apron  and 
tossed  it  in  the  kitchen  fire.  Oh,  what 
terrible  things  is  done  in  ignorance! 
The  fire  would  never  burn  after  that, 
not  if  they  ])oured  a  gallon  of  kerosene 
(^nt(^  it.  All  'twould  do  was  to  smoke 
anil  smoke  and  drive  'em  all  out  of  the 
house.  They  come  a -hunting  for  me, 
and  laid  the  matter  before  me,  as  not  be- 
ing so   narrow  as  themselves.      I   never 
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had  the  heart  to  tell  them  what  they'd 
done.  All  I  said  was  '  bad  business,  bad 
business,  and  worse  to  come.'  They  had 
to  hire  workmen,  who  found  that  tlie 
bricks  had  fallen  in  and  choked  the 
chimbly,  and,  being-  very  poor,  they 
thoug-lit  the  bill  they  had  to  pay  was 
what  I  meant.  They  came  to  me  again, 
and  I  daresn't  tell  them  the  truth.  That 
poor  little  frog-gie  was  a  fairy — a  good 
fairy,  of  course — because  it  took  the  siiape 
of  something  that  couldn't  hurt  nobody, 
and  so  was  bring'ing'  good  fortune.  No, 
I  hadn't  the  courage  to  tell  'em,  so  all  I 
did  was  to  say  again,  'bad  business,  and 
worse  to  come.'  They  knew  what  I 
meant  in  nine  days  from  the  day  they 
tried  to  kill  the  fairy,  for  'twas  on  the 
ninth  day  that  Johnny  Guard  was  burned 
up  a-playing  with  the  very  kitchen  fire 
where  they  threw  the  poor  frog." 

"You  are  famous  for  your  stories, 
Christmas,"  said  Laura. 

"For  my  stories,  ma'am,  but  not  for 
any  lies;  'cause  them  I  never  tell,"  said 
Christmas.  "And  now  may  I  ask  what 
have  the  fairies  to  do  with  you?  Your 
fortune's  come  to  a  turning-point — but 
how?  What  are  you  and  old  Christmas 
doing  here  under  the  bare  sky  on  the 
public  road,  without  a  roof  to  either  of 
us?  Why  are  you  leaving  Mrs.  Turley's, 
ma'am?  Don't  mind  telling  me,  'cause 
I'll  keep  a  close  mouth,  as  well  as  guard 
you  on  your  way.  But  which  is  your 
way?  Where  are  your  people ;  and  why 
are  you  with  old  Christmas?" 

With  complete  frankness  Laura  told 
of  her  utter  f  riendlessness — a  story  which 
old  Christmas,  with  his  inborn  fancy  for 
the  mysterious  and  the  uncommon,  ab- 
sorbed without  a  murmur  of  surprise. 
She  said  that  her  father's  business  held 
him  in  Europe;  but  where  he  lived  her 
mother  never  told  her.  She  had  lately 
begun  to  think  her  mother  did  not  hear 
from  him,  because  the  only  letters  she 
left  behind  were  from  a  firm  of  lawyers 
in  New  York,  and  these  merely  enclosed 
the  money  she  received  once  a  fort- 
night. Her  mother  was  the  only  sister 
of  a  bachelor  who  was  believed  to  have 
been  long  since  dead.  Laura  thought 
they  lived  in  grand  style — this  bachelor 
and  her  mother.  She  judged  this  from 
various  remarks  her  mother  had  made  at 
odd  times.  Her  mother  had  differed  with 
this  brother,  and  left  home  years  and  years 
ago;  but  where  that  home  was,  and  what 


relatives  were  left  there,  or  anywhere, 
she  had  never  told  her  daughter,  though 
she  had  often  said  she  intended  doing  so 
at  some  later  day. 

"Ah,  well.  Keep  heart,  miss,"  said  the 
old  man,  with  the  words  and  tone  the  poor 
so  quickly  learn  to  adopt  towards  one  an- 
other. "A  brave  heart  is  all  one  needs 
when  the  clouds  are  black,  with  never  a 
star  showing,  and  the  road  is  dark,  with 
never  a  house  upon  it,  and  the  way  is 
long,  with  never  a  turning.  Keep  heart 
in  such  a  case,  I  say,  and  all's  sure  to 
be  well.  But  now  we  must  be  up  and 
moving,  in  order  to  get  where  we'll  be 
going  before  dark.  I  know  a  kind  heart 
in  a  calico  gown  that  won't  never  turn 
you  away." 

The  heart  which  inhabited  that  modest 
gown  proved  to  animate  a  very  robust 
body  too  large  for  the  gown,  and  strain- 
ing at  its  buttons  as  if  they  would  at  any 
instant  liy  from  their  threads  like  bul- 
lets from  a  gun.  She  presided  over  the 
stove  of  the  kitchen  of  the  Powellton 
Hotel,  and  she  possessed,  in  addition  to 
the  heart  and  the  threatening  buttons,  a 
tongue  which  gave  the  lie  to  every  prom- 
ise suggested  by  her  rosy  face  and  round 
body. 

"  Hello!  What  do  you  want  here,  Mr. 
Tramp?"  said  the  woman,  Mrs.  Newbold 
by  name.  "  I  'ain't  got  nothing  for  you, 
so  you  may  as  well  be  off  about  your 
business,  if  tramps  have  any  business. 
In  times  like  these,  with  the  whole  coun- 
try prosterated,  and  nobody  able  to  buy 
food  or  drink,  or  even  to  pay  for  what 
they  have  eat  and  drunk,  ain't  it  likely 
that  I'm  going  to  throw  good  food  away 
on  an  able-bodied  old  vaggerbone  that 
could  work  but  won't  do  it  so  long  as 
others  '11  work  for  him  and  give  him  what 
they've  earned?  Well?  Think  I  want 
to  stand  screamin'  what  I've  got  to  say? 
Come  in — if  j'ou  must  have  the  truth 
told  you — and  sit  down,  so  I  can  say  my 
say  easy  like,  'stead  of  tirin'  out  my  lungs 
hollerin'  before  I've  said  the  half  of  it. 
Bless  my  bonnet!  What's  the  matter 
with  the  man?  Here,  Christmas,  back 
with  you,  I  say.  Let  me  have  none  of 
your  nonsense." 

The  matter  with  Christmas — to  make 
him  "so  long  a-coming,"  like  his  name- 
sake— was  that  Laura  had  retreated  at  the 
sound  of  the  cook's  voice,  and  he  had 
gone  after  her  to  assure  her  that  no  bite 
accompanied  the  noisy  bark. 
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"Oil,  back  you've  come,  oh?  I  reckon- 
ed you  would, "Mrs.  Newbold  said.  "  And 
wliat  have  you  <^ol  with  you,  in  patience' 
name?" 

"A  lady,  ma'am,  "said  Christmas,  \v])0.se 
sense  of  humor,  at  announcing-  tlie  con- 
junction of  himself  with  a  lady,  must 
have  troubled  him, 

"  Well,  mind  she  wii)es  her  feet,  if  she's 
a  lady,  instead  of  dister-ibuting  the  whole 
dirt  of  the  stable-yard  over  my  kitchin, 
as  you've  done,  for  me  to  clean  up  after 
you.  A  lady,  eh?  Well,  she  looks  more 
the  lady  than  to  be  vaggerboning  about 
with  you,  I  will  say.  Now,  then,  miss,  if 
you  venture  in  my  kitchin,  you'll  have  to 
hear  i)lain  S})eech.  What  have  you  got 
to  say  for  yourself?" 

"  Beg  your  pardon,  ma'am;  she — " 

"Who  asked  you  about  her?"  Mrs. 
Newbold  exclaimed.  "Is  she  such  a  mon- 
sterosity  as  to  be  a  woman  without  })Ow- 
ers  of  speech?  Then  I'll  hear  her— comin' 
in  other  people's  houses  and  expecting  I 
don't  know  what!  Was  there  ever  an- 
other such  a  magnet-like  as  I  am,  drawin' 
in  everything  o^  the  road,  as  if  the}-  Avas 
moths  and  I  was  a  lamp?" 

"  I  expect  nothing  of  you,'' said  Laura, 
with  no  note  of  dependence  or  apology  in 
her  voice.  "  I'm  here  because  I  was  ask- 
ed to  come.  I  want  nothing  of  any  one 
except  what  I  am  able  to  eai-n.'' 

''Well,  sit  down  —  sit  down,  both  of 
you.  Was  there  no  chairs  where  you 
come  from,  Christmas;  or  did  they  bite, 
so  you  Avas  afraid  of  'em?  I'll  make  you 
a  cup  of  coffee,  miss,  and  no  trouble  at  all. 
You're  not  interuding  here,  I'm  sure.  Y'ou, 
Christmas,  shall  have  what  you  know- 
very  well  you  always  get;  though,  'pon 
my  word,  you've  come  upon  me  just  as  I 
am  rushed  with  the  evening's  orders  for 
steaks  and  chops,  and  Lord  knows  what 
all;  at  least  there's  been  no  orders  at  all 
yet,  but  little  you'd  care.  And  what  can 
you  do.  miss,  to  earn  your  living?" 

"I  can  teach  French  and  German," 
Laura  said,  "and  the  ])iano;  or.  if  I  had 
a  room  and  very  little  money  to  begin 
with,  I  could  paint  in  water-colors — a  lit- 
tle." 

The  tornado  of  ridicule  or  scorn  which 
the  reader  might  well  expect  to  be  let 
loose  by  this  extraordinary  announce- 
ment to  a  cook  in  a  country  kitchen  was 
also  anticipated  by  Christmas,  but  it  did 
not  rage.  Instead,  ^Irs.  Newbold  stared 
at  Laura,  gasped,  choked  something  down. 


and— began  to  mop  her  eyes  wiih  her 
a{)ron.  When  she  spoke  it  was  with  a 
broken  voice.  She  wore  all  her  feelings 
outside,  and  they  wei-e  even  more  insecure 
than  her  threatening  butt<jns. 

"  Christmas,"  she  asked.  "  did  you  ever 
hear  such  cruelty  (  It's  a  thing  I  never 
could  stand,  is  cruelty.  Such  a  lady,  and 
so  young;  and  right  here  in  my  kitchin. 
of  all  places!  Oii.  the  cruelty,  the  exteri- 
ordinary  cruelty  1  Ilei'e.  Chi-istmas.  come 
out  with  me  a  moment.  I  want  a  word 
with  you." 

She  hurried  the  hobbling  old  man  out- 
side the  door,  and  there  fell  upon  him.  say- 
ing: "Whatever  cloud  did  that  poor  bit 
of  china  drop  from  ?  Tell  me  every  mortal 
thing  about  her,  foi*  I'm  burnin*  with  cu- 
rosity  and  drenched  with  pity  for  her  at 
the  same  time." 

The  result  of  the  little  that  Christmas 
could  tell  her  was  that  she  shook  out  her 
apron  as  if  to  empty  and  dust  it  of  all  re- 
sponsibility for  Laura  Balm.  She  declared 
there  was  no  use ;  her  husband's  bed  would 
not  hold  three — but  the  young  lady  should 
have  a  good  dinner  and  a  chair  to  rest 
upon.  More  could  not  be  wrung  from 
possibility.  And  she  went  back  into  the 
kitchen  with  both  hands  upraised  in  help- 
lessness, as  if  the  greatest  of  all  highway- 
men, Fate,  had  ordered  them  up.  and  there 
was  no  recourse  but  to  obey.  Christmas 
lumbered  away;  and  soon  after.  Bill 
Heintz  crept  around  the  back  of  the  hotel, 
and  flattening  his  face  against  the  kitch- 
en window,  espied  Laura.  Then  he  crept 
back,  and  entering  the  bar-room,  waited 
for  his  cronies  from  Lingard's  Mill  to 
come  along. 

The  day  that  was  drawing  to  its  close 
had  been  busy  and  fateful,  yet  it  had  not 
emptied  half  the  happenings  it  held. 
Archibald  Paton  had  gone,  in  the  morn- 
ing, to  the  old  Colonel's  bedside,  to  bid 
him  farewell,  and  to  express  contrition 
foi"  having  lost  his  temper.  Care  and 
trouble  rode  him  lightly,  and  time  had 
already  dulled  the  words  that  had  stung 
him  the  day  before. 

"Come,  uncle."  said  he,  "let's  he 
good  friends.  I'm  going  back  to  my 
work  to-day.  I'm  sorry  to  upset  your 
plans,  but  I'm  better  off  as  I  am  than 
])laying  the  country  gentleman ;  besides, 
I  couldn't  change  my  name.  No,  really, 
I  couldn't — though  I'd  do  almost  any- 
thin  o-  to  oblige  you." 

"You  won't   be  asked  a  second  time," 
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said  the  old  Colonel.  "You  have  the 
spirit  of  the  Lamoiits,  boy;  why  the  dev- 
il haven't  you  g-ot  some  of  their  common- 
sense?  Go  along  and  chuckle  over  the 
mess  you  have  made  of  your  prospects. 
Humph!  Good-by,  sir.  I'll  find  some 
one  yet  who  will  give  me  a  thank  you  for 
my  fortune." 

The  okl  family  lawyer  was  by,  and  when 
Archibald  had  lightly  grasped  the  old 
man's  hand  and  tiptoed  out,  the  Colonel 
spoke  to  the  lawyer. 

"He's  a  plucky  lad,  Borrowes,"  said  he. 
'"Spite  of  the  mess  he  has  made  in  my 
plans,  I  like  him.  Rewrite  the  will  with- 
out the  condition  that  he  shall  change  his 
name.  I'll  only  sign  it  if  I  have  to;  and, 
by  the  Eternal !  I'll  hate  to  do  it  even 
then.  It's  honest  pride  against  dirty  pride, 
so  let  the  boy  take  whatever  dirty  pride 
brings  him.  Have  you  spoken  finally  to 
my  other  nephew,  Jack?  The  devil  him- 
self can't  get  me  to  feed  that  fellow's 
vices  with  my  honest  money.  Did  you 
tell  him  what  I  said— that  all  he'll  get  by 
lianging  about  here  is  a  term  in  jail?  You 
didn't?  Now  why  are  my  last  wishes  dis- 
obeyed? Between  you  all,  you  think,  be- 
cause you've  got  me  in  bed,  you've  no  call 
to  respect  me  any  longer.  By  the  Eter- 
nal !  Borrowes,  you  spare  no  one  by  tem- 
pering my  commands.  I'm  not  dead  yet, 
d'ye  hear  me?  I'll  up  and  into  my  clothes, 
and  have  that  rogue  haled  before  Squire 
Lewis,  and  I'll  have  him  given  three 
months,  if  he  isn't  out  of  this  neighbor- 
hood at  once.  He's  up  to  mischief.  He's 
plotting  something.  Don't  I  tell  you  I've 
taken  to  dreaming  about  him?  Oh,  if  I'd 
asked  Archibald  to  rid  the  neighborhood 
of  the  loafer,  he'd  have  done  it;  but  I  left 
it  to  you." 

"I  told  Mr.  Lamont  he  was  to  get  no- 
thing; that's  enough,"  said  the  lawyer. 
"  There  is  nothing  now  to  keep  him  here." 

"That's  the  lawyer  of  it,  Borrowes. 
Talk — talk — talk,  but  precious  little  else 
do  you  do.  Isn't  he  hanging  about?  An- 
swer me — isn't  he?  Well,  let  me  be,  man. 
I  want  to  sleep.  I'm  stronger  for  my 
sleep  of  late;  and  I  have  my  own  way,  in 
my  dreams." 

It  was  Mrs.  Lamont,  his  mother,  who 
willed  that  the  dying  man  should  sud- 
denly demand  sleep  at  the  edge  of  a  sur- 
render to  a  violent  outburst  of  temper. 
In  his  feebleness  and  age  he  was  once 
again  a  child  to  her,  and,  as  of  old,  her 
command  over  him  was  great.      She  sim- 


ply enfolded  him  in  her  presence,  as  she 
had  pressed  his  infant  form  close  against 
hers  seventy  years  before,  and  he  yielded 
as  she  soothed  and  bade  him  sleep. 

Many  of  the  Etherians  who  had  made 
up  the  first  assembly  at  the  Clock  House 
were  now  missing.  Conscious  that  their 
value  in  the  subsequent  developments  of 
the  drama  did  not  warrant  their  renewed 
activity  in  mortal  affairs,  they  had  with- 
drawn. The  principal  ones,  however, 
were  still  absorbed  in  the  tasks  they  had 
set  themselves.  Editha,  for  instance,  had 
taken  her  place  beside  Laura  in  the  tavern 
kitchen,  and  between  the  gusts  of  Mrs. 
Newbold's  chatter  had  made  the  young 
lady  aware  of  her  sympathy  for  the  day's 
happenings.  Again  the  inlluence  of  this 
gentle  friend  caused  Laura's  mind  to  cen- 
tre upon  her  mother,  so  that  she  remarked 
to  Mrs.  Newbold  that  her  mother  had 
seemed  to  be  with  her  in  her  sleep  the 
night  before,  and  that  she  longed  for 
sleep  to  come  again,  simply  in  the  hope 
that  her  mother  would  again  soothe  and 
caress  her.  The  words  distressed  her  un- 
seen companion,  magnifying  her  fears  for 
the  ultimate  strength  of  an  influence 
which  could  not  even  make  its  source 
apparent.  Still  she  hovered  beside  her 
charge  and  prayed  for  power  over  her. 

When  old  Christmas  came,  as  he  did 
at  about  nine  o'clock,  to  whisper  to  Mrs. 
Newbold  that  he  had  found  no  bed  for 
the  girl,  Editha  was  moved  to  accompany 
him  out  upon  the  silent  country  road  in 
order  to  examine  the  true  state  of  his 
mind  towards  the  girl.  To  her  surpi-ise 
and  delight,  she  found  that  she  could 
communicate  with  him  with  remarkable 
freedom;  almost,  she  thought,  as  if  he 
had  passed  the  barriers  of  mortality. 

Unselfishness  clears  the  way  for  Ethe- 
rian  counsel  better  than  any  attribute 
men  and  women  possess — and  Christmas 
was  notably  unselfish. 

The  spectacle  of  the  gentle  lady,  whose 
nature  had  been  refined  through  genera- 
tions to  the  utmost  delicacy,  strolling  at 
night  in  intimate  converse  with  such  a 
character  as  Christmas,  was  such  as  pure- 
ly human  conditions  seldom  parallel. 

"In  bad  hands— bad  hands,"  said  the 
beggar,  when  she  plied  him  with  searcli- 
ings  of  his  soul.  "And  such  a  hot-house 
bud,  as  well — that  a  harsh  breath  'd  kill. 
If  the  fairies  wasn't  meddling  with  her, 
I  dun'no'  what  'd  happen;  but,  pshaw! 
what  can  fairies  do?" 
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"What  belter  can  you  do?''  Editlia 
aslced. 

'*]^ut  wliaicver  can  I  do,  who  would 
oive  one  of  my  arms  just  to  briiig;  lier  a 
bed  for  to-iiiglit?  Notliiug-— not  a  tiling". 
Sometimes  I  sec  j'on  and  yon — yonner 
than  1  want  to.  And  so  I  see  her  now 
going-  from  trouble  to  worse  trouble.  But, 
deal'  me!  why  do  I  bother  about  her  when 
1  can  do  no  g-ood ?  And  I've  bothered 
now  more  than  I  ever  troubled  about  any- 
body, even  myself,  in  all  my  life." 

Still  the  kindly  s])irit  clung-  to  hitn  and 
focussed  her  mind  u})on  his. 

"I\Ioiiey.  ell?  Money  for  me,  maybe, 
if  I  can  bring-  her  to  her  own?  What 
use  have  I  for  money?  I  have  plenty — 
two  dollars  about,  and  some  coppers. 
What's  the  use  of  putting-  money  in  my 
head?  I  never  did  a  thing  for  money; 
only  things  to  people  that  couldn't  pay 
a  cent,  that  was  in  trouble — old  women 
mostly — and  when  it  was  no  trouble  to 
me.  I>ut  she  is  poor  now,  and  she  is  in 
trouble;  then  this  is  one  of  my  partickler 
cases.  Humph  1  I  see.  I'm  blamed  if  I 
ain't  getting  my  second  sight.  I  believe 
if  I  blind  myself  I  can  see  yon — as  far 
yon  as  .^ver  I  did.  Think  of  poor  old 
Christmas  seeing  into  happenings  befall- 
ing to  such  as  she  is,  when  the  most  I've 
been  and  done  before  was  concerning  lost 
cows  and  stolen  change  and  the  lucks  of 
dirty-faced  laborers'  children  I  It's  worth 
trying,  anyhow." 

Christmas  came  to  a  gate  in  a  garden 
wall,  and  pushing  it  gently  open,  walked 
in  and  chose  a  i)lace  between  some  bush- 
es and  a  wall  where  he  would  be  out  of 
sight.  Then  he  let  his  statt'  fall,  and  used 
both  hands  to  take  a  great  red  bandanna 
handkerchief  out  of  his  jiocket  and  bind 
it  tightly  around  his  head,  covering  both 
liis  eyes.  This  done,  he  found  a  ])ack  of 
tattered  old  ])laying  -  cards  in  another 
])ocket,  and  began  to  cut  and  shuttle 
them,  for  no  belter  reason  than  that  lie 
liad  always  heard  of  ])laying  -  cards  as 
pos.sessing  some  mysterious  ailinity  with 
the  future.  Therefore  he  always  carried 
a  jiack  and  fumbled  it.  without  plan  or 
system. 

Edilha  stood  l)eside  him.  amused  al  his 
nonsense,  but  lio}>eful  of  his  powers. 

"Yes,  yes;  I  see! — I  see!"  he  exclaim- 
ed. "Oh,  she's  got  rich  rclatiiuis.  Well. 
of  course,  any  one  would  know  that.  But 
what's  this?  They  want  to  make  her  rich. 
and  are  hunting  for  her.  and  she  doesn't 


know  them  !  I  see.  Not  the  same  name 
as  hers.  But  what  nanier  I  cannot  get 
to  see  the  name.  No.  it's  no  use  trying. 
A  package  that  Heintz  stole  (I  knew  lie 
stole  something).  Umph  !  umph  !  some 
clew  in  it;  but  how  is  this?  He's  to  be 
let  alone,  and  it  loo.  and  it  will  get  him 
punished.  She  needs  me  to-night.  Dark 
road,  wicked  man,  tall,  black  hair,  bad 
eyes.  Ah  ha!  I'm  not  to  take  her  away, 
only  be  near  them.  And  then — umph! 
umph  !  I  see — New  York.  Yes.  yes.  So? 
Umph!"  (Thus  he  ke]it  commenting  as 
the  light  flowed  into  his  mind.)  "But 
the  main  thing  now  is  to-night.  Dark 
road,  bad  man.      Yes,  yes." 

He  took  the  bandage  from  his  eyes,  and 
grasped  the  bush  to  keep  from  falling. 

"Guns!"  he  exclaimed.  "Seeing  so 
far  is  terrible  tiring.  But,  thank  God, 
there's  other  friends  for  her  than  me. 
On  each  side  of  the  trouble-places  there 
is  always  friends.  Then  she  will  be  got 
safely  by  all  of  them.  But  I  mustn't  say 
that,  for  I  didn't  see  it." 

Jack  Lamont.  troubled,  angry,  biting- 
his  mustache  as  he  swung  along  the 
road,  stop])ed  at  the  Powellton  Hotel, 
and  walked  into  the  bar-i'oom.  He  car- 
ried with  him  something  of  the  look  of  a 
gentleman,  but  it  was  the  sporting  type 
he  stood  for.  His  brown  alpine  hat.  the 
shortness  of  liis  light  brown  overcoat, 
and  the  size  of  his  scarf-])in  and  watch- 
chain  suggested  that  he  concerned  him- 
self with  racing-horses,  and  had  caught 
the  fashion  and  di-ess  of  horsy  men. 
He  was  tall  and  of  jiowerful  build,  yet 
very  gi'acefid.  though  a  triile  too  jaunty 
to  match  the  promise  of  his  features. 
And  they  had  more  and  nearer  things  to 
conlend  with,  in  the  sti-uggle  of  gentility 
against  dissipation  which  raged  through 
his  life,  for  the  minor  markings  of  his 
face  were  lines  traced  by  low  appetites 
and  allegiance  to  degrading  habits. 
Jack  Lamont  was  a  man  who  fancied 
he  was  having  his  way,  whereas,  as  in 
all  such  cases,  it  was  his  way  that  was 
having  him. 

His  mother's  spirit  had  been  his  coni- 
}iauion  since  dusk.  She  knew  at  least 
ihe  immediate  future  and  the  active  part 
it  would  call  u]nni  him  to  ]day.  Her 
lioi^e  was  tiial,  since  he  had  been  dis- 
owned, she  might  yet  find  a  way  for  him 
to  have  at  lea>t  a  hand  in  the  old  Colo- 
nel's coffers.  None  of  the  Elherians  had 
told  her  this  was  impossible  as  they  had 
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scanned  what  was  to  happen.  But,  on 
the  other  hand,  she  had  not  thought  it 
wise  to  question  them  so  closely  that 
they  might  guess  her  secret  aims.  They 
had  all  contented  themselves  with  seeing 
her  son  disowned;  perhaps  they  had 
helped  to  bring  about  that  disaster.  It 
amused  her  to  fancy  that  they  would 
rest  with  that,  and  to  believe  herself 
more  clever  than  all  of  them. 

Lamont  lounged  up  to  the  bar  and  or- 
dered a  drink.  He  had  meant  to  carry 
it  to  a  table  and  enjoy  it  slowly  with  a 
cigar,  but  already  at  a  table  at  the  end 
of  the  room  were  Bill  Heintz  and  his 
pals  of  the  morning,  and  Lamont  at  once 
became  interested  in  their  noisy  conver- 
sation. They  were  discussing  a  young 
lady  of  great  beauty  and  innocence  who, 
so  Heintz  said,  w^as  now  in  the  kitchen  of 
the  tavern,  and  who  belonged  to  him,  he 
having  induced  her  to  run  away  from 
her  liome.  He  was  tipsy,  and  larded  his 
talk  with  many  oaths  to  emphasize  what 
he  said  he  would  do  to  break  her  spirit 
if  he  decided  to  part  with  his  companions 
and  follow  his  original  plan  of  sticking 
to  "the  gal,"  and  forcing  her  to  work 
and  supply  him  with  money.  He  said 
nothing  about  her  having  been  rescued 
from  him,  or  about  her  having  been 
brought  to  the  tavern  by  any  other  than 
himself.  However,  his  companions  sus- 
pected that  something  disturbing  to  his 
plans  had  occurred,  since  he  showed  no 
haste  to  join  her;  besides,  he  protested 
with  suspicious  violence  and  reiteration 
that  she  was  as  good  as  his  bride,  yet  he 
had  spent  hours  at  dawdling  with  them. 
They  urged  him  to  let  her  go  her  own 
way.  They  argued  that  she  was  not  the 
kind  to  take  up  with  him.  They  said 
she  must  have  powerful  friends,  and  that 
he  could  only  get  his  way  with  her  by 
some  act  that  spelled  prison  in  unmis- 
takable and  lai'ge  capitals. 

"  An  adventure !"  said  Deborah  Lamont 
in  her  son's  ear.  "A  pretty  girl  in  dan- 
ger— plotted  against  by  a  drunken  ruf- 
fian. Go  around  to  the  kitchen  and  see 
if  what  they  say  is  true.  Hurry!  To 
her  rescue!  You  cannot  tell  to  what  this 
may  lead." 

chapter  v. 
'twixt  night  and  morning. 

There  are  some  suggestions  that  a  man 
will  follow  more  quickly  than  others,  and 
there  are  hints  wiiich  may  be  acted  upon 


with  broader  intent  than  the  giver  of 
them  can  be  blamed  for.  Mrs.  Deborah 
Lamont  knew  that  the  young  woman  was 
Laura  Balm,  and  that  she  was  a  niece  of 
the  Colonel's,  and  a  cousin  of  Jack's. 
There  is  no  ground  for  leaping  to  the 
thought  that  she  meant  a  whit  more  than 
to  make  the  couple  acquainted.  If  the 
result  should  be  to  arouse  in  Laura  grati- 
tude to  the  man,  or  a  warmer  emotion, 
so  much  the  better  for  her  plans. 

Jack  waited  only  to  drain  his  glass,  and 
then  passed  around  to  the  stable -yard, 
and  reaching  the  kitchen,  looked  in.  He 
saw  Laura,  and  one  glance  whetted  his 
desire  for  another,  longer  look,  so  he 
stood  in  tlie  deep  shadow  of  an  open  shed 
and  studied  the  scene.  He  recognized 
Laura  as  the  tear-stained  girl  he  had  met 
and  spoken  to  at  Lingard's  Mill.  There 
was  his  cue  for  a  subject  of  conversation 
with  her.  His  Etherian  counsellor  kept 
urging  him  to  lose  no  time,  to  offer  his 
services  to  Laura,  to  take  her  away. 

"But  where  can  I  take  her?"  he  asked 
himself.  Instantly  the  answer  came  to 
his  mind,  lodged  there  by  his  mother's  wit. 

"Of  course,"  he  said;  "to  the  lodge 
of  the  Clock  House.  The  very  thing! 
The  gardener's  my  man,  through  thick 
and  thin." 

He  crossed  the  stable-yai'd  and  entei-ed 
the  kitchen. 

"  Good-evening,  miss,"  he  said,  bowing 
to  Laura.  "Once  again  I  am  going  to 
offer  you  assistance,  and  this  time  I  beg 
you  not  to  refuse  it.  I  have  heard  a  low 
fellow  in  the  bar-room  planning  to  annoy 
you,  and  am  come  to  offer  you  shelter 
out  of  his  reach,  and  in  a  titter  place  for 
you  than  this.  I  can  take  you  to  those 
who  will  at  least  make  j^ou  comfortable, 
and  more,  if  they  can  see  their  way  to  do 
it.  They  are  relatives  of  mine  who  live 
near  b}'.  Please  believe  me  anxious  to 
serve  you,  and  ])ardon  me  for  giving  you 
alarm,  but  I  think  there  is  no  time  to 
spare." 

Editha's  influence,  strongly  exerted, 
urged  Laura  to  accept  the  offer.  "I  do 
not  see  how  she  is  to  be  brought  to  her 
own,"  Editha  thought.  "I  do  not  fore- 
see how  this  scapegrace  is  to  serve  as  an 
agent  of  good,  but  thougli  my  poor  fore- 
sight is  confused  beyond  this  unexpected 
emergency,  I  am  certain,  nevertheless, 
that  his  offer  is  providential." 

Mrs.  Newbold,  the  cook,  had  entered  the 
room  in  time  to  hear  a  part  of  what  La- 
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inonl  said  io  Laura.  She  knew  liim 
merely  as  llie  man  to  wlioiu  public  rumor 
))()inle(l  as  tlie  probable  heir  of  a  great 
Ilea  I'  by  estate,  and  who  had  recently  come 
to  J'owellton  from  New  York. 

"  I  am  vei'ysoi'ry — but  1  do  not  know 
you,  sii'/'  Laura  said.  Siie  was  puzzled 
by  the  contradictoi-y  promi)tings  of  hei- 
nature  and  of  her  spii-it  adviser.  "  1  am 
sui-e  you  really  fancy  nie  in  danger,  but 
I  am  not  in  any.  The  man  of  wiujm  you 
si)eak  lias  already  attemi)ted  his  worst,  I 
think,  this  afternoon  ;  but  a  poor  old  beg- 
gar was  able  to  alarm  him  even  more  than 
he  frig-htened  me.'' 

''The  gentleman  is  Mr.  Laniont,  I  be- 
lieve." said  Mrs.  Newbold,  "of  the  best 
family  here,  miss.  I  think  you  had  bet- 
ter go  with  him." 

"May  1  not  stay  here?"  Laura  asked. 
''  I  really  much  ])refer  it;  just  to  sit  here, 
as  I  am  doing,  till  morning  comes,  is  all 
I  ask." 

"  I  would  give  you  a  bed,  miss,  if  it  was 
])ossible,  and  a  room  to  yourself,  as  you 
deserve,"  said  Mrs.  Newbold,  "  but  I  can- 
not; and  even  if  you  could  stand  the  cold 
and  lonesomeness  here  after  the  room  is 
da.rken(  1  and  gets  chilly,  I  have  no  right 
to  let  you  stay,  being  as  Lni  only  a  ser- 
vant. ""^ 

"Yes,  yes,  accept  his  otfer,"  urged 
Editha. 

'*You  had  much  better  go  with  the 
gentleman,"  the  cook  persisted. 

"  I'm  afraid  I  must  acce])t  your  kind 
oli'er,  sir,''  Laura  said,  reluctantly.  "I 
do  not  like  to  impose  upon  you.  but  I 
really  have  no  choice.  I  have  left  my 
home,  I  have  no  friends,  and  I  am  trying 
to  make  my  way  to  New  York.  I  scarce- 
ly know  what  to  do — how  to  act  under 
such  circumstances.  I — oh,  sir — oh,  mad- 
am—I had  I'ather  die  than  be  so  helpless, 
so  driven  about.      I—" 

Now  the  lirst  tears  she  had  shed  since 
she  had  b(MMi  felled  by  the  blow  in  the 
cottage  at  Lingard's  ]ilill  burst  from  her 
in  a  tori-ent.  The  kindly  cook  patted  her 
shoulder,  and  now  and  then  cried  a  little 
in  concert  with  her.  .lack  tidgeted  witii 
impatience,  and  at  last  gently  urged  the 
girl,  with  a  hand  at  her  elbow,  to  go  (mU 
into  the  fresh  air  and  walk  herself  into 
better  s})ii'its. 

They  went  out  into  the  darkness  to- 
gether. And  Christmas,  wlio  had  been 
courting  sleep  in  a  wagon  in  *lie  stable- 
yai-d,  hobbled  after  them. 


When  they  had  walked  rapidly  for 
about  ten  minutes.  Lamont.  n\  ho  had 
j>hown  extraordinary  self-control  for  an  u 
unwonted  period,  drew  Lauras  arm  under  n 
his  with  the  pretence  that  in  this  way 
they  could  make  better  time  journeying. 
She  did  not  di>engage  her  arm.  and  this 
so  eniboldened  him  that  lie  presently 
released  it  of  his  own  accord,  but  only  to 
place  his  around  her  waist  and  bring 
her  closer  to  him  with  an  ardent  em- 
brace. 

She  sprang  from  him  as  a  deer  might 
at  the  shock  of  a  bullet  wound.  Then 
she  stood  still  at  three  paces  from  him. 

'■  Why.  what's  the  matter.'""  he  asked. 

"I  will  trouble  you  to  let  me  go  my 
own  way.""  said  she. 

"Why  do  you  say  that.'""  he  asked, 
stepping  towards  her. 

"Because  you — you  shall  not  treat  me 
so;  leave  me  alone  and  I  will  be  obliged 
to  you." 

Seeing  that  he  liad  misjudged  her — or. 
at  least,  that  he  had  acted  too  hastily — he 
a{)ologized  very  handsomely,  saying  that 
he  felt  like  a  brother  towards  her.  and  had 
only  meant  to  comfort  her.  He  prom- 
ised not  to  transgress  again.  At  the  same 
moment  Christmas  came  up  to  them,  sing- 
ing in  a  craciced  voice  what  he  evidently 
meant  to  be  a  cheering  song,  to  apprise 
her  of  his  presence.  She  felt  the  strong 
urging  of  her  guardian  spirit  as  well,  and 
so  she  accepted  Lamont's  apology  and 
again  walked  on  beside  him.  Just  inside 
the  Clock  House  grounds  Jack  tapped  on 
the  door  of  the  lodge,  and  the  gardener 
opened  it.  He  was  bidden  to  give  the 
young  lady  a  bed  and  to  see  that  she  was 
well  cared  for.  These  instructions,  so  un- 
like any  that  he  had  ever  received  or  ex- 
pected, amazed  the  gardener.  "When  he 
had  seen  Laura  into  the  cottage,  after  she 
had  thanked  Lamont  and  bidden  him 
good-night,  the  gardener  closed  the  door 
and  waited  outside  it  for  an  exi)lanation. 

"  Quare  thing  this.  Mistur  Lamont," 
said  the  man.  "  Ho})e  there  ain't  nothing 
wrong  about  it — "nd  that  no  trouble  '11 
come  to  me — or  to  you — or  to  the  leddy 
— along  of  it.  Mistur  Lamont.*' 

"There'll  be  trouble  for  you  if  you 
don't  take  good  care  of  her.  She's  a 
fi-iend  of  niine."  said  Lamont.  "I'll  call 
for  hov  in  the  morning,  and  between  now 
and  then  no  one  but  you  will  be  the 
wiser  if  you  lu^ld  your  tongue.  If  you  do, 
I'll  do  the  right  thing — understand?     If 
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there's  trouble,  it'll  fall  on  you,  and  you'll 
lose  a  good  tip  in  the  bargain." 

"Oh,  it's  all  right,"  said  the  man. 
"No  harruui  in  wanting  to  be  tould  ev- 
erything's right,  is  there,  Mistur  Lamont? 
She'll  have  your  roorn,th'  only  one  there 
is.      And  where'll  you  slape,  sir?" 

"  I'm  going  to  the  hotel,"  said  Lamont, 
and  turning  on  his  heel,  disappeared  in 
the  darkness. 

Editlia  went  with  the  speed  of  light  to 
the  Colonel's  room  to  consult  with  Mrs. 
Isabel. 

"You  are  quivering  Avith  news,  but  I 
think  I  know  it  all,"  said  the  elder  Ethe- 
rian. 

"  She's  here!  She's  on  the  grounds — 
in  the  lodge!"  said  the  younger  one. 
"Jack  brought  her — with  no  honorable 
intent,  you  may  be  sure — yet  I  urged  her 
to  come  with  him  as  the  only  way  to 
bring  her  here." 

"It  is  well,  but  not  nearly  so  well  as 
you  imagine,  my  dear,"  Mrs.  Isabel  said. 
"You  are  better  satisfied  with  your  pow- 
ers at  last,  I  hope?" 

"Oh  no;  I  am  wretchedly  weak.  I  am 
not  sure  that  I  did  anything.  I  am  only 
certain  that  I  tried.  I  do  soothe  and  com- 
fort her;  of  that  I  am  sure.  But,  mother, 
do  you  undei'stand  the  part  Mrs.  Deborah 
is  playing?  Do  you  know  that  it  is  she 
who  is  influencing  her  son  Jack  in  his 
horrible  course?" 

"  I  have  seen  it  all.  If  I  were  quite  sure 
that  Deborah  could  be  so  wicked  as  to 
plan  the  infamy  that  is  in  that  man's 
mind,  I  would  rid  this  situation  of  her  in- 
fluence at  once." 

"Could  you?  Have  we  the  power  to  do 
that?" 

"  It  would  be  awful,  my  dear.  It  is  a 
power  we  seldom  invoke,  and  then  only 
with  fearful  danger  to  ourselves,  should 
we  prove  to  have  invoked  it  carelessly, 
yet  I  would  not  hesitate.  But  I  am  not 
yet  clear  in  my  mind  beyond  the  fact  that 
Deborah  knows  Laura's  future  and  wishes 
to  connect  her  son  with  it.  However, 
now  it  is  my  turn  to  be  of  service.  Watch 
the  Colonel.  See  what  you  will  be  able 
to  do  yourself,  presently,  if  you  are  not 
easily  discouraged,  but  persist  until  your 
will  gains  the  mastery  over  whatever 
human  minds  are  in  sympathy  with  it." 

Mrs.  Lamont  bent  over  the  old  man's 
head  as  it  lay  on  the  ])illow  beside  her. 
For  a  full  minute  she  did  not  move, 
though  he  quickly  began  to  evince  rest- 


lessness, to  show  signs  of  waking,  and  to 
mutter  in  his  broken  sleep.  At  last  slie 
rose,  and  as  she  did  so  he  sat  up  in  bed. 

"Tappin!  Tappin!  AVhere  are  you, 
Tappin?"  he  called,  with  his  piping  voice. 
"  Tappin,  I  say  !" 

The  housekeeper  appeared  in  the  door- 
way to  the  passage. 

"Oh,  Miss  Johnson,  is  it  you?  Some 
of  you  ought  to  keep  about.  I've  been 
calling  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour.  My 
nephew  Jack  is  on  the  pretnises.  Don't 
ask  me  how  I  know.  I  do  know;  I  can 
feel  him,  like  a  change  in  the  weather.  I 
think  he  is  at  the  lodge;  at  all  events,  he 
is  somewhere  on  the  premises,  and  I  want 
him  sent  about  his  business,  and  not  al- 
lowed in  again.  Take  one  of  the  men 
with  you  and  go  to  the  lodge.  The 
scoundrel  has  left  something  there  —  I 
can't  make  out  what.  See  what  he  has 
been  doing,  will  you.  Miss  Johnson,  and 
not  stand  gaping  there  all  night." 

When  Miss  Johnson  conveyed  to  the 
gardener  the  statement  that  young  Mr. 
Lamont  had  been  there,  and  that  she 
wished  to  know  what  he  had  brought, 
the  man  was  too  much  astonished  to  help 
betraying  himself  by  an  exclamation. 

"The  Colonel  spoke  as  if  lie  saw  him 
hanging  about  here,"  said  Miss  Johnson. 
"Yes,  and  as  if  he  saw  what  he  brought 
with  him." 

"What  an  ould  divil  he  is!"  the  gar- 
dener said.  "  Then  my  fat's  in  the 
fire." 

"Not  at  all,"  said  Miss  Johnson. 
"You're  not  blamable  so  long  as  you 
don't  let  in  the  young  master  in  future." 

"I'll  see  to  that,"  said  the  man.  "  As 
I  was  saying  to  mesilf — not  liking  the 
business  at  all — tli'  ould  fox  is  better 
worth  serving,  near  dead  as  he  is,  than 
the  young  un  who's  been  cut  off.  And 
I'll  Say  it  to  the  young  man's  face,  too, 
if  he  comes.      Eli?   what  is  it?" 

Through  the  chink  at  the  back  of  the 
door  the  housekeeper  had  seen  Laura 
seated  before  the  stove,  for  she  had  not 
yet  been  shown  to  the  bedroom,  which 
the  gardener  was  tidying  up  when  Miss 
Johnson's  knock  called  him  down. 

"Ay,"  said  the  gardener,  "that's  what 
young  Mr.  Lamont  brought,  though  't 
])uzzles  me  tli'  ould  man  should  see  her 
through  half  a  dozen  walls." 

After  hearing  a  few  words  in  further 
ex})lanatioii  of  the  young  lady's  presence, 
Miss  Johnson  entered  the  lodge  and  talk- 
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vd  witli  Laura.  The  result  of  Uie  inter- 
view was  tliat  (by  the  aid  of  two  intense- 
ly ardent  Ktlierians)  Laui-a's  almost  child- 
like siini)li('ity  and  liei*  helj^lessness  told 
sti'on.uly  on  tlie  lionsekeeper's  syni])athy. 
She  was  not  unmoved,  either,  by  athouf;ht 
of  how  narrow  had  Ijeen  the  young  erea- 
tuj'e's  escape  from  the  shock  of  too  close  an 
acquaintance  Avith  the  youn<jer  Lamont. 
Guided  by  Editha  and  old  Mrs.  Lamont 
— thou^i-h  without  a  sus])icion  of  the  fact 
— she  even  analyzed  Laura's  feelings. 
She  saw  that  Laura  realized  tlie  strange- 
]iess  and  delicacy  of  lier  position,  and 
would  start  and  fly  into  the  night  again 
if  she  got  an  inkling  of  the  status  of  Jack 
Lamont  in  that  liousehold.  Indeed,  the 
lu:>usekeeper  felt  certain  she  could  do  no- 
thing with  Laura  unless  she  echoed  the 
confidence  and  heartiness  ^vith  which 
Jack  had  offered  her  shelter. 

"It's  an  odd  tiling  I'm  going  to  do." 
she  whispered  to  the  gardener,  "and  I 
can't  imagine  how  such  boldness  has 
come  ui)()n  me,  but  I'll  take  the  poor 
thing  to  the  house  for  to-night,  and  give 
her  breakfast  before  she  takes  up  her 
lonely  Avay.  I  will;  my  mind's  made  up. 
Tlie  Cc  onel  will  never  know  it,  and  who 
else  is  there  to  fear?'' 

The  gardener  shoolc  his  head.  ''Bricks 
is  as  clear  as  ghish  to  th'  ould  wizard."  he 
muttered. 

"  AVell,  miss,  if  you're  ready,  ])lease 
come  with  me,'' said  ^liss  Johnson.  "Mr. 
Lamont  said  you'd  find  fi'iends  here,  and 
his  word  shall  be  kept,  though  you  have 
a  way  of  inaking  friends  for  yourself.  It's 
only  a  minute's  walk.  ]\Iind  the  second 
ste]);  lliei'e,  now,  we'll  soon  have  you  as 
snug  and  warm  in  bed  as  ever  you  were, 
or  can  be." 

The  housekeeper  had  none  too  much 
courage  left  when  she  had  actually 
brought  Laura  into  the  house.  l)ut  the 
Colonel's  mother  and  wife  cast  their 
S})ells  with  such  etl'ect  that  il  seemed 
as  though  the  very  atmos])lj(M"e  in-doors 
was  instinct  with  approval  of  what  she 
was  doing.  At  the  outset  she  had  intend- 
ed to  take  the  gentle  waif  to  a  disused 
servant's  room  at  the  top  of  the  house, 
but  she  found  herself  halting  o})posite  the 
guest-chamber,  two  rooms  from  the  one 
in  which  the  dying  man  was  lying,  and 
in  direct  connectit^i  with  it  tlirough  an 
intervening  chamber. 

"And  why  not  this  room:"  The  sug- 
gestion came  from  ]\Irs.  Isabel  Lamont  in 


a  thought -whisper  in  tlie  liousekeeper's 
ear. 

'"And  why  not  herer"  siie  asked  her- 
self. "In  for  a  penny,  in  for  a  pound. 
She  shall  have  this  room. which  is  sure  to 
be  ready." 

Thus  convoyed  by  the  housekeeper  and 
her  two  invisible  allies,  Laura,  still  cari-y- 
ing  her  absurd  little  basket,  was  shown 
into  the  guest-chamber  with  its  great  four- 
poster  mahogany  bed,  a  mound  of  snow- 
white  dra})ery  beneath  a  canopy  of  chintz. 
The  soft  rugs  upon  the  polished  tloor.  the 
walls  panelled  with  old  oak.  the  capacious 
George  II.  fireplace,  and  the  lustrous  ma- 
hogany furniture  gave  it  not  only  a  warm 
and  cheerful  tone,  but  what  we  may  call 
a  "picture  appearance."  Avhich  charmed 
the  girl.  It  was  a  framing  suitable  for  one 
of  her  exquisite  beauty  and  refinement. 
She  was  left  alone  to  look  around  her. 
while  the  head  servant  went  out  to  fill 
the  water-pitcher,  and  her  eyes  swam  with 
tears  as  she  realized  the  depth  of  comfort 
that  lay  about  her,  that  hedged  around 
even  the  servants  in  that  substantial 
mansion.  Alasl  perforce  she  turned  hei* 
eyes  inward,  afterward,  upon  her  own 
miserable,  cheerless  plight.  Thus  the 
housekeeper,  returning,  found  her — moist- 
eyed  and  sad  of  face. 

"  There  has  not  been  a  young  lady  like 
you  in  this  house  since  the  death  of  its 
last  mistress,  many  years  gone,"  said  the 
housekeeper.  "  The  sweetest  woman  that 
ever  was — scarce  more  than  a  girl,  like 
you,  and,  begging  your  pardon,  so  pretty. 
like  yourself.  You  put  her  in  my  mind 
again  sti'ongly,  though  I  have  often 
thought  that  the  charm  she  brought  with 
her  on  her  wedding-day  has  never  quite 
passed  from  the  old  place.  Her  name  was 
Editha.  and  you  favor  her  very  much  in 
all  ways,  except  that  her  hair  was  the 
blackest  I  ever  saw.  Ah  I  her  sweet  face 
was  such  as  God  often  gives  to  those  He 
loves  too  well  to  spare  from  heaven  any 
length  of  time." 

"  Editha — what  a  pretty  name!"  Laura 
said  ;   "  how  sweet  she  must  have  been  !" 

"Well,  good -night,  miss.  Lock  the 
door.  miss,  lest  the  servants  come  in  the 
morning,  not  suspicioning  that  any  one's 
here.  Good-night  again,  miss.  Pleasant 
dreams  to  you.  A  good  night's  sleep  will 
make  you  litter  for  the  morrow." 

Laura  turned  the  key  in  the  door,  and 
fell  upon  her  knees  to  pray.  As  she  pour- 
ed out  the  pent-up  misery  that  flooded  her 
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lieart,  it  seemed  as  thoug-li  she  who  had 
prayed  every  niglit  and  inorniiig  since 
lier  babyhood  had  nevei*  known  wliat 
prayer  was— its  bahii,  its  helpfulness,  the 
unutterable  comfort,  which  is  denied  to 
none  who,  like  her,  tread  the  sharp  flints 
of  adversity,  yet  in  utter  trustfulness  put 
out  a  hand  to  the  Infinite  and  ask  to  be 
Jed  like  children,  with  all  the  faith  of 
such.  What  seemed  to  her  the  benefac- 
tion of  Heaven  was  poured  out  upon  her 
with  such  effect  that  her  natui*e  could 
not  endure  the  sudden  transition  from 
misery  to  peace,  and  she  broke  her  prayer 
with  sobbing. 

She  prepared  for  bed,  stumbling-  out  of 
her  clothing-  and  about  the  room  in  the 
confusion  of  her  mind.  At  last  she  had 
turned  out  the  lamp  and  was  at  rest.  She 
had  forgotten  to  pull  down  the  vvindow- 
shade  beyond  the  foot  of  the  bed,  and  as 
she  lay  wide  awake  she  noticed  that  a 
brilliant  star  shone  directly  before  her  in 
the  sk3\  A  beam  from  it — a  ray,  a  glint 
of  its  light — sliot  straight  from  the  star  to 
lier  eyes.  When  she  looked  steadily  it 
broke  and  wavered,  but  otherwise  it  was 
firm  and  constant,  like  a  pathway  of  light 
from  one  planet  to  the  other. 

Editha  was  at  her  side,  over  her,  about 
her,  enveloping  her,  insisting  that  her 
soothing  influence  should  nestle  like 
peace  itself  upon  the  troubled  girlish 
mind,  Laura  felt  the  gentle  yet  intense 
domination,  and  allowed  herself  to  slip 
in  the  arms  of  the  Etherian  out  upon  the 
vacanc}'"  of  untroubled  sleep.  But  the 
spirit  was  too  ardent,  too  strong  in  the 
expression  of  her  delight  at  finding  her 
charge  under  the  roof  that  should  have 
been  her  home.  Editha  imparted  to  her 
influence  too  great  a  share  of  her  joy. 
And  so  the  fair  girl,  after  an  hour  of 
blissful  unconsciousness,  tossed  to  one 
side  and  the  other,  and  then  awoke  again, 
unable  to  support  the  pleasure  which  had 
filled  her  sleep. 

Again  she  saw  the  star  and  its  gleam- 
ing shaft  of  light. 

"It  is  not  mother  who  comes  to  me,'' 
she  thought;  "dear  mother  was  not  like 
this — so  soft  and  caressing.  I  never  knew 
her  to  enfold  me  and  kiss  me  and  press 
me  to  herself  as  this  dear  companion 
does  wlio  comes  to  me  at  night.  Do  I 
do  wrong  to  make  the  comparison?  No, 
dearest  mother;  it  is  that  I  love  you  for 
your  strength  and  calmness,  and  for  a 
love  more  vi^-orous  and    sure   than    this 


new  love  I  feel.  Yours  was  like  a  rock 
to  me,  as  steadfast,  dear  mother,  as  any 
love  that  a  girl  was  ever  blessed  with. 
This  is  so  different.  It  is  not  mother- 
love;  it  is— it  is—" 

She  looked  at  tlie  bright  beam  in  the 
sky,  and  wondered  if  some  stellar  influ- 
ence was  upon  her;  if  that  ray  of  the 
star's  light,  coming  millions  of  miles 
through  space,  could  be  a  pathway  for  a 
s])irit  from  some  other  planet,  a  spirit 
that  loved  her  and  sought  her  only  at 
night,  when  the  stars  and  the  earth  may 
commune.  The  poetic  idea  did  not 
satisfy  her,  and  she  turned  from  it. 
Editlia  was  counselling  her  not  to  delude 
herself. 

"No,"  Laura  thought;  "that  star's 
light  is  cold  and  severe.  The  light  of 
my  dream-life  is  not  hard  and  chill,  like 
that.  It  is  ardent  —  oh,  so  warm  and 
vital  and  softly  caressing!  I  feel  it  now, 
sufl:'using  me,  bathing  me  like  sunshine, 
pouring  over  me  in  grateful  waves.  My 
angel,  who  are  you?  Won't  you  make 
yourself  known  to  me,  and  stay  with  me 
always?  I  am  so  wretched  without  you 
— so  happy  and  brave  when  you  are  with 
me!" 

In  almost  an  ecstasy  she  felt  the  love  of 
the  Etherian  envelop  her  and  touch  her 
forehead  and  cheeks.  She  felt  her  whole 
self  warm  under  the  suggestion  of  an  em- 
brace which  took  her  all  within  its  in- 
fluence. 

"You  are  no  chilly  star,"  said  she. 
"Oh,  stay  while  I  sleep  and  dream  your 
dear  thoughts!" 

And  it  seemed  to  her  that  through  her 
Avhole  being,  rather  than  in  her  mei'e 
ears,  a  soft  voice  spoke  to  her  soul. 

"  I  love  you,"  it  seemed  to  say. 

CHAPTER  VI. 
LAURA  AT  THE  CLOCK  HOUSE. 

It  had  been  the  housekeeper's  intention 
to  catechise  Laura  in  the  morning,  in  a 
kindly  wa3%  to  get  her  explanation  of  how 
it  came  that  a  gently  nurtured  girl,  ap- 
l)arently  a  complete  stranger  to  the  world's 
ways  and  wiles,  was  blown  about  the 
common  road  like  the  pollen  of  a  wild 
flower.  But  the  morning  found  Colonel 
Larnont  startlingly  weak,  and  with  a 
cough  which  several  times  all  but  stran- 
gled him.  Alarm  took  possession  of  the 
household;  the  doctors  were  sent  for,  and 
came  and  went — medicaments  had  to  be 
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])rci)[ire(l-  ovon  the  cl(>i-j4yiiiau  and  tho 
local  lawyer  foinKl  the  day  monopolized 
hv  tli(^  h'ar  oi'  the  innncnhate  dissolution 
of  their  friend  and  client.  But  the  ordi- 
nai-y  I'outine  of  the  household  was  car- 
ri(Ml  on  hy  the  servants,  who  iierforrned 
iheir  duties  mechanically,  so  that  a  lire 
was  made  in  Laura's  chamber,  to  which, 
in  du(^  course,  liei'  breakfast  was  fetched. 
Tlie  liousekeeper  came  late  in  the  fore- 
ii('»ou  to  exphiin  that  unlooked  -  foi-  cii*- 
<Munslances  made  it  impossible  for  her  to 
say  when  she  could  snatch  a  few  nu:>- 
uKMits  foi'  a  quiet  chat,  but  that  she  xevy 
much  desired  Laura  to  stay. 

The  unhappy  girl  felt  lier  position  keen- 
ly. She  realized  that  she  was  an  object 
of  pity,  if  not  of  downright  charity,  and 
that  there  was  something-  surreptitious 
about  the  way  this  was  manifested — by 
servants,  too,  instead  of  by  the  family. 
But  not  knowing-  how  or  where  to  turn, 
she  ti-ied  to  soothe  herself  by  the  reflec- 
tion that  it  was  one  of  the  gentlemen  of 
the  house  who  brought  her  there,  and 
that  there  was  some  serious  illness  in  the 
place  to  derange  the  accustomed  order  of 
things. 

She  spent  the  time  between  breakfast  and 
luncheon  in  reading  in  some  books  that 
were  in  the  room.  Shoi'tly  after  lunch- 
eon she  was  able  to  congratulate  herself 
upon  having  accepted  the  invitation  to 
remain,  because  Jack  Lanu)nt  came  to 
her  and  made  her  heartily  welcome.  Of 
course  she  never  doubted  his  right  to  do 
so. 

The  young  man  had  not  been  dispos- 
sessed of  his  key  to  the  front^door  of  the 
house,  and  with  this  he  let  himself  in. 
Inquiring  of  one  of  the  maids  in  whicli 
i-oom  the  young  lady  had  been  lodged, 
lie  visit(>(l  her,  and,  after  a  little  hidden 
fencing  with  questions,  discovered  that 
she  ditl  not  know  his  standing — or  ab- 
sence of  staiuling — in  the  house,  and  that 
nothing  to  his  disadvantage  had  been  told 
iier.  He  deceived  her  with  the  hearty 
welcouui  he  gave  her  and  the  promises 
he  mad(^  that  she  should  l)e  taken  very 
soon  to  New  York  to  look  up  her  friends. 
She  replied  that  a  woi-se  misfortune  than 
all  had  now  b(>fallen  her;  that  in  look- 
ing through  her  few  etVects  in  her  hand- 
basket  she  hail  discovered  that  the  letters 
of  her  mother's  lawyej".  wliicli  she  had 
collected  aiul  carried  away  from  prying 
eyes  where  she  had  been  living,  had  been 
stolen.      She    said    she    had    only    opened 


two  or  three  of  the  lettei'S.  and  had  not 
charged  her  mind  with  the  lawyer's  name 
o)'  ollice  address.  Do  her  best,  she  could 
only  remember  the  word  "  Broadway"  on 
the  letter-paper. 

Jack  made  light  of  tliis.  He  said  that 
he  knew  Broadway  very  well,  and  that 
the  lawyers'  otlices  upon  it  were  confined 
to  two  or  three  blocks  of  that  thorough- 
fare, so  that  it  would  be  very  easy  for 
her  to  look  at  the  names  in  the  doorways 
of  a  very  small  neighborhood  when  he 
should  take  her  there,  and.  without 
doubt,  the  right  name  would  be  quickly 
i-ecognized  by  her.  She  was  far  less 
hopeful,  but  he  refused  to  listen  to  her 
doubts,  saying  that  if  she  did  not  find 
the  lawyer  in  that  way,  he  or  she  would 
run  down  to  the  institution  in  which  her 
mother  was  being  cai-ed  for.  in  the  hope 
that  the  officials  or  Mrs.  Balm  herself 
would  be  able  to  recall  the  name. 

During  this  period,  when  his  mother's 
ambitious  influence  (lasting  from  the 
previous  night)  was  sti-ong  upon  him, 
he  ceaselessly  planned  to  undo  the  mis- 
fortune which  had  befallen  him.  and  now 
he  was  in  these  forbidden  precincts,  striv- 
ing to  win  the  good-will  of  Laura,  in  or- 
der to  lead  her.  without  arousing  suspi- 
c\on  on  her  part,  to  assist  him  in  the 
commission  of  a  crime.  Believing  that 
his  uncle  would  not  outlast  the  day,  he 
meant  to  open  the  old  gentleman's  safe 
and  steal  his  will,  which  he  reasoned  must 
be  in  the  safe,  where  the  old  man  always 
guarded  his  valuable  treasures  and  a 
snuill  sum  of  money  needed  for  minor 
expenses.  He  could  not  open  the  strong- 
box without  considerable  danger  to  him- 
self, but  this  would  be  greatly  lessened  if 
he  could  induce  Laura  to  assist  him. 
The  safe  was  in  the  Colonel's  own  room 
— a  chamber  between  that  which  Laura 
occupied  and  the  one  to  which  the  Col- 
onel had  been  removed  for  gi-eater  quiet 
when  his  illness  was  seen  to  be  danger- 
ous. The  middle  room  was  therefore 
untenanted,  aiul  the  safe  in  one  corner 
could  easily  be  o]>ened  if  he  could  get  the 
key.  which  the  old  gentleman  kept  beside 
his  watch  and  purse  on  a  small  table 
neai-  his  bed. 

Young  Lamont  left  Laura  and  went  to 
an  unoccupied  room,  whose  doorway 
connnanded  a  view  of  the  invalid's  bed- 
chamber. He  had  known  the  old  man- 
sion from  infancy,  and  could  have  gone 
blimlfc^liled    straight    to    any    picture    on 


AN    ANGEL    IN    A   WEB. 


571 


any  of  its  walls.  AVhen  he  was  cei'tain 
that  his  uncle  had  been  left  alone  and 
was  asleep,  he  reci'ossed  the  hall  to  Lan- 
i*a's  room,  and  asked  her,  in  a  ninnner 
completely  frank  and  off-hand,  if  she 
would  please  step  into  the  old  gentleman's 
room  and  fetch  him  a  short,  tliick  steel 
key  which  she  would  find  on  the  table 
by  the  bed's  head. 

"You  are  light  of  foot,  and  can  get  it 
forme  without  disturbing  uncle,"  he  said. 
"I  am  so  clumsy  that  I  should  ])robably 
knock  over  a  chair  or  two  before  I  got 
in  and  out  again." 

"I  will  get  it  for  you  with  pleasure," 
Laura  said,  "  if  you  will  show  me  which 
is  the  room." 

Lamont  led  her  through  the  central 
chamber,  so  that  it  should  not  be  neces- 
sary for  either  of  them  to  go  into  the 
hallway,  and  pointing  to  a  door  before 
them,  whispered:  "Tliat  leads  into  the 
room.  Be  still  as  a  mouse,  so  as  not  to 
wake  my  poor  uncle.  I  will  return  for 
the  key  in  a  moment." 

Realizing  the  risk  she  ran,  he  took 
himself  to  his  vantage-point  across  the 
hall,  in  order  not  to  figure  in  the  dis- 
covery if  she  should  be  caught.  He 
had  little  more  than  reached  his  hiding- 
place  when  he  had  reason  to  congratu- 
late himself  upon  this  exercise  of  his 
cunning. 

He  saw  the  housekeeper  enter  the  sick 
man's  chamber. 

Laura  had  noiselessly  opened  the  door 
and  had  gone  softly  to  the  table,  where 
slie  found  the  key.  Then  she  turned  and 
tiptoed  back  again,  glad  indeed  to  be  of 
service  where  she  was  meeting  with  such 
disinterested  kindness.  As  she  came  back 
to  within  a  step  or  two  of  the  door  to  the 
central  room,  the  housekeeper  entered  the 
sick  man's  apartment  by  the  hall  door. 
She  saw  Laura  balancing  on  the  point  of 
one  foot,  and  with  the  key  of  the  safe 
hanging  upon  a  finger  of  her  half- up- 
raised left  hand. 

"Why!  You?  Oh-h-h !"  the  house- 
keeper exclaimed,  in  what  was  meant  to 
be  a  whisper,  but  proved  loud  enough  to 
awaken  the  light  sleeper  near  by. 

Laura  gave  her  a  kindly  smile,  but  the 
housekeeper  was  in  no  mood  to  appre- 
ciate the  guilelessness  from  which  it 
sprung.  She  grasped  the  key,  and  then 
Laura's  arm,  and  was  about  to  push  her 
out,  when  the  Colonel  opened  his  eyes 
wide  and  saw  both  the  women.      His  eves 


distended,  and  such  a  gleam  came  into 
them  that  both  Laura  and  Miss  Jolmson 
were  startled. 

"My  God!  it's  Helen!"'  the  old  man 
exclaimed. 

The  housekeeper  opened  the  door  and 
pushed  Laura  into  the  next  room.  But 
before  she  closed  the  door  tlie  Colonel 
cried  out: 

"Helen!  Sister,  come  back!"  He 
had  recognized  in  Laura  the  amazing 
likeness  she  bore  to  her  motlier  at  the 
time  Mrs.  Balm  left  her  home  to  be  mar- 
ried. 

"Oh,  this  will  be  the  death  of  liim!" 
Miss  Johnson  mutten^d.  "He  is  deliri- 
ous." Then  she  turned  to  Laura.  "You 
stay  here.      Do  not  try  to  go  away." 

She  walked  quickly  back  to  the  old 
man's  bedside  and  endeavored  to  quiet 
him. 

"My  sister  Helen,"  the  old  man  said; 
"she  has  come  at  last.  How  long  has 
she  been  here?  Why  did  you  hurry  her 
out  of  the  room?" 

"That  was  not  any  one  you  know, "said 
the  housekeeper.  "Please  be  calm,  sir. 
Think  a  minute;  you  have  no  sister,  you 
know." 

"Don't  try  to  make  a  fool  of  me,"  said 
the  Colonel.  "  Does  she  not  want  me  to 
see  her?  Bring  her  back.  Tell  hei-  every- 
thing is  forgotten,  and  I  am  glad  she 
has—" 

"I  am  not  deceiving  you,  sir.  I  did 
not  know  you  had  a  sister." 

"I  have  not  seen  her  since  she  left 
here  twenty  years  ago,"  said  the  Colonel; 
"  but  I  know  that  was  she.  I  want  her. 
Why  do  you  send  her  away?" 

"Please  be  calm,  sir,"  said  the  house- 
keeper. "That  girl  is  not  twenty  years 
old  herself.  She  is  a  poor  thing  we  gave 
shelter  to  last  night  out  of  charity.  You 
forget  how^  weak  you  are,  sir.  You  may 
have  been  thinking  of  your  sister.  There, 
now,  try  to  go  to  sleep,  sir.  The  doctor 
insisted  you  should  sleep,  sir.  I  am  sor- 
ry you  were  disturbed." 

"  That's  true.  Helen  would  be  forty  now 
—over  forty,"  said  the  Colonel.  "  Think- 
ing of  her?  I  have  been  doing  so  con- 
stantly; but  that  has  nothing  to  do  with 
it.  I  tell  you  that  was  Helen's  very  im- 
age. Send  Tappin  to  me.  He  knows 
Helen.  Send  him  here  at  once." 
"Yes,  sir,"  said  Miss  Johnson. 
She  left  the  room  and  returned  to 
Laura. 


lEAKPER'S    NEW    MONTFILY    MAGAZINE. 


ClIVrTKU    VII. 
INDKR    lllDKorS   SISPICION. 

"Oil,  li()\vc<^uld  you — liow  could  you^" 
I  lie  li<)ii.sekeei)er(^\chiiiiied.as  slie  rejoined 
Laiii;i.  Her  tone  was  one  in  which  sor- 
row hoi-e  ('([iial  ])ai't  witli  sui'i)rise. 

"  I'm  v(M'y  sorry  I  woke  the  poor  .i^en- 
tieniaii."  Laura  said,  wholly  innocent 
even  of  the  fault  with  which  she  thus 
<»enerously  connected  herself.  *"I  tried 
liai'd  to  be  very  quiet,  but  you  were  so 
startled.      I'm  vcv\\  very  sorry.'' 

''But  this  key — what  were  you  doing" 
with  thisr' 

•'l\lr.  Laniont — the  young  gentlenuin 
who  brought  nie  here — he  asked  nie  to  gx) 
in  and  g-et  it,  because  he  thoug'ht  I  could 
do  so  more  quietly  than  he." 

''Oho!''  exclaimed  the  liousekcejicr ; 
"Mr.  Laniont  asked  you?  And  where  is 
he  now?" 

''  He  is  in  the  iiext  room — the  one  where 
I  skq)t." 

Miss  Johnson  led  the  way,  and  both 
entered  Laura's  room,  but  of  course  not 
to  find  Lamont  there. 

''He  said  he  would  be — no,  he  said  if 
he  was  jot  here  he  would  return  in  a  mo- 
ment."' 

"  I  shall  see  about  this."  the  liousekeep- 
er  said.  '"If  what  you  say  is  true,  j'ou 
will  not  endeavor  to  leave  here  until  I 
come  back." 

"Oh,  madam,''  Laura  exclainied.  "do 
not  doubt  me  I  I  would  not  tell  an  un- 
truth— believe  me.  nothing-  could  make 
me  do  so.  He  will  be  here  in  an  instant, 
and  he  will  tell  you  just  exactl}'  what  I 
have  said.  AVhy  do  you  look  at  me  so 
strangely?  If  I  did  tell  untruths.  I  could 
not  tell  them  to  you.  who  have  been  so 
good  to  me;  but  I  do  not,  ^Ir.  Lamont 
will  tell  you  that  he  came  a  few  minutes 
ag-o,  for  the  .second  time  this  morning,  and 
asked  me  to  get  him  the  key.  because  he 
was  afi-aid  he  would  wake  his  uncle.  I 
was  so  glad  to  have  a  chance  to  oblige 
him." 

"  I  will  lind  him — if  he  is  in  the  house," 
said  ]\Iiss  Johnson. 

She  left  Laura,  astonished  at  her  bear- 
ing in  the  face  of  what  seemed  positive 
guilt,  and  having  sent  the  butler  to  his 
master's  bedside,  found  ]\lr.  Borrowes  in 
the  dining-room,  occupied  with  a  news- 
paper and  cigar.  To  him  she  recounted 
the  news  of  the  daring  attempt  at  robbery 
which  she  had  frustrated,  dwellimr  with 


emphasis,  however,  on  the  apparent  inno- 
cence and  frankness  of  the  girl. 

"Ah!  that's  very  fine,"'  llie  lawyer 
.said,  "  but  it  looks  confoundedly  like  act- 
ing. A  girl  taken  in  otf  the  road  a'bout 
whom  nothing  can  be  known  except  by 
what  she  says  and  does.  And  she  does 
whatf — watches  for  a  moment  when  no 
one  is  with  the  Colonel,  and  creeps  in  and 
gets  the  key  of  his  safe.  Are  you  sure 
she  hasn't  got  his  pocket-book  also,  or 
the  money  out  of  it,  and  his  watch  and 
chain  '.  Xo;  but  you  should  have  looked. 
Better  go  at  once  and  see  what  else  she 
has  taken.  But,  as  I  was  saying,  when 
she  is  caught,  she  is  all  smoothness  and 
innocence  and  protestations  of  virtue. 
Bah:  it  sounds  confoundedly  like  play- 
acting. Your  sex.  my  good  woman,  pro- 
vides more  and  better  actresses  otf  the 
stage  than  ever  adopt  it  for  a  profession. 
Run  up  at  once  and  see  what  else  is  miss- 
ing, wliile  I  inquire  whether  young  Mr, 
Lamont  has  been  in  the  house;  though 
of  course  he  cannot  have  been." 

"Such  a  desperate  bold  thing,  though, 
sir — attempting  to  rob  a  safe!  Who  ever 
heard  of  a  girl  safe-robber?  And  she's 
so  young  and  so  very  innocent  like." 

"Lll  admit  it  is  almost  incredible,  but 
you  caught  her  at  it."  said  the  lawyer. 
"And  her  story?  "Why,  we  know  that 
the  young  gentleman  cannot  have  been 
in  the  house." 

Hardly  had  the  housekeeper  had  time 
to  reach  the  Colonel's  room  when  Jack 
Lamont  sauntered  into  the  dining-room 
with  a  bold  assumption  of  nonchalance, 
and  bade  Mr.  Borrowes  good-morning. 

The  lawyer  asked  him  sharply  how  he 
came  there.  He  replied  that  he  let  him- 
self in  with  his  own  key,  and  asked  who 
had  a  better  right.  He  added  that  he 
was  about  to  go  to  his  home  in  the  city, 
and  as  he  had  left  some  things  in  the 
house,  he  came,  on  a  last  visit,  to  take 
them  away.  Besides,  he  had  also  wanted 
to  see  Mr.  Borrowes.  and  being  told  at 
the  gate  that  he  was  not  to  be  admitted 
any  more,  he  had  taken  the  Jiberty  to 
vault  over  the  wall  and  admit  himself. 
He  wanted  to  know  definitely,  he  said, 
whether  his  uncle  intended  to  leave  him 
an  annuity,  or  a  present,  or  nothing  at  all. 

"Well,  sii","  said  the  lawyei",  "I  tried 
to  make  your  position  clear  to  you  yester- 
day. K  I  failed,  then  there  is  nothing 
for  me  to  do  but  to  put  your  case  in  your 
uncle's  exact  words:  you  will  get  nothing, 
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lie  told  me,  if  you  leave  this  neig-hbor- 
hood.  If  you  remain,  you  may  get  a 
term  in  prison.  He  charged  me  to  say 
this  to  you,  and  I  think  it  reveals  his 
state  of  mind  towards  you  with  reason- 
able distinctness." 

"  Umph !"  said  3"oung'  Mr.  Lamont. 
"He's  a  damned  old  pig'  at  the  best,  but 
he  will  hardly  make  himself  publicly 
ridiculous  by  arresting  me  for  visiting- 
him,  my  uncle,  to  look  after  my  own  in- 
terests. And  you  may  yet  feel  very  sorry 
for  parroting  his  brutalities  to  me,  Mr. 
Borrowes,  for  I  have  not  yet  given  up  the 
hope  of  coining  into  this  property." 

The  old  lawyer  smiled  by  way  of  an 
answer  to  this  threat. 

"You  came,"  said  he,  "to  get  some 
things  of  yours — eh?  Ah!  here  is  Miss 
Johnson  now.  I  want  you  to  hear  me, 
miss.  The  thing  of  yours  that  you  came 
to  get,  sir.  What  was  it?  The  key  of 
your  uncle's  safe — eh?" 

"  I  do  not  understand  you,"  Lamont 
said;  "but  I  warn  you  to  measure  your 
words.  You  call  yourself  a  lawyer.  You 
should  know  how  to  avoid  language  that 
is  actionable,  and  you  had  better  be  care- 
ful." 

"Another  thing  of  yours  that  you  came 
to  get,  sir,  was  a  young  woman  whom 
you  brought  to  the  lodge  last  night — eh?" 

"That  is  true.  I  came  to  see  her,  for 
one  reason.  I  mean  to  see  her  before  I 
leave." 

"You  have  seen  her  already,  within 
an  hour." 

"  You  lie,"  said  Lamont,  perfectly  calm- 

"  She  has  been  caught,  sir,  leaving  your 
uncle's  room  with  the  key  of  his  safe. 
Did  she  take  anything  else,  miss?" 

"  No,  sir,  not  that  I  can  discover." 

"She  is  a  bad  one,  I  must  say,"  said 
Lamont. 

"Wait  one  minute,"  said  the  lawyer. 
"Caught  with  the  key  of  the  safe,  as  I 
say,  and  when  caught  she  said  that  you 
had  asked  her  to  get  it  and  bring  it  to 
you,  sir.  Now  what  have  you  to  say  to 
that?" 

"Not  much,"  said  Lamont.  "I  am 
not  responsible  for  what  a  girl  like  that 
does  or  says.  I  will  say,  though,  that  I 
had  no  idea  she  was  a  thief,  though  I 
knew  she  was  a  vagabond  —  a  devilish 
pretty  one,  which  is  why  I  bothered  my- 
self to  get  her  a  bed  until  I  had  a  chance 
to  see  something  more  of  her." 


"You  have  not  seen  her  to-day?" 

"I  have  not,"  said  Lamont. 

"You  did  not  at  any  time,  or  in  any 
way,  lead  her  to  get  the  key  with  which 
she  was  found?" 

"Never.  I  have  but  just  come  in  the 
house,"  said  Lamont.  "You  say  she 
said  she  was  to  bring  the  key  to  me. 
Ask  her  where  she  was  to  find  me — if 
you  want  to  satisfy  yourself  of  what  she 
is.  The  whole  story  is  preposterous.  I 
ask  no  odds  of  you,  or  any  one  in  this 
house,  but  I  will  leave  it  to  you  whether 
you  have  not  had  sport  enough  with  me 
in  trying  to  do  me  out  of  my  rights,  in 
ordering  me  out  of  this  house,  in  mak- 
ing idle  threats,  and  calling  me  ugly 
names — in  all  those  ways — without  in- 
sulting me  with  such  a  grave  charge  as 
this  on  the  bare  word  of  a  tramp  girl, 
whom  I  took  from  the  company  of  row- 
dies on  the  road,  and  whom  some  of  you 
here — not  I — brought  into  the  house.  I 
am  not  a  thief,  sir,  and  you  take  a  mean 
advantage  of  your  age  when  you  dare  to 
hint  that  I  am." 

Never  did  virtue  speak  with  deeper 
feeling  than  rang  through  Lamont's 
voice  as  he  thus  acted  the  part  of  out- 
raged innocence. 

"  I  have  never  hinted  that  I  believed 
the  girl,"  said  Mr.  Borrowes.  "What  is 
more,  I  do  not  believe  her.  She  was 
caught  red-handed,  and  made  herself  out 
to  be  your  confederate.  She  has  not 
character  enough  of  her  own  to  damage 
that  of  any  one  else,  but  I  repeat  what 
she  said  in  order,  as  I  feel  obliged  to  do, 
to  arrive  at  the  facts." 

"  I  believe  every  word  the  young  lady 
says,"  said  the  housekeeper,  excitedly. 
"  I've  seen  her,  sir,  and  spoken  with  her, 
and  you  haven't.  No  one  need  tell  me 
she  is  a  bad  girl.  I'll  stake  everything 
I'll  ever  own  that  she's  not.  She  is  be- 
ing cruelly  slandered;  that's  my  opinion. 
But  if  you  believe  the  young  gentleman, 
sir,  what  does  it  matter  what  I  think? 
What  is  to  be  done  with  her,  sir?" 

"Let  her  go.  We  cannot  spare  the 
time  to  punish  her.  Tell  her  to  be  gone 
at  once,  and  to  thank,  her  stars  that  the 
dread  of  death  in  the  house  helps  her  to 
escape.  See  that  the  servants  do  not  get 
wind  of  all  this,  else  it  may  reach  the  old 
gentleman's  ears." 

It  was  one  of  the  maids  who  bore  to 
Laura  the  peculiar  message  that  she  was 
at    libertv   to  leave  the  house,  and    that 
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"sliG  had  belter  go  at  once."  The  sen- 
sitive lj()ns(^keei)er,  when  sending-  the 
message,  acknowledged  to  lierself  tliat 
slie  liad  not  the  heart  to  deliver  it  })er- 
soiial!  y. 

"I  liad  better  go?"  Laui-a  repeated. 
"Yon  w<M'e  told  to  say  tiiat  to  me?  How 
v(M'y  strange  I  But  1  cannot  go  in  this 
way  without — without  a  good-by,  or  a 
chance  to —  I  must  thank  the  gentleman 
who  brought  me  here."" 

"If  it's  Mr.  Lamont  you  mean/'  said 
the  servant-g-irl,  "he's  not  in  the  house 
no  more." 

"  The  woman  in  charge,  then.  Say  that 
I  ask  to  see  her,  to  take  my  leave."" 

"'Twas  herself  that  sint  me  to  say  you 
had  better  go."" 

"Is  she — did  she  say — but  1  do  not 
want  to  question  you/"  said  Laura,  with 
dignity.  "  Go  and  tell  her  1  will  be 
obliged  if  she  will  see  me  for  a  moment."" 

"She's  terrible  busy,  mum."" 

"Please  deliver  my  message  to  her," 
Laura  said.  "She  cannot  mean  me  to 
go  away  like — like — this.  Tell  her  that  I 
cannot  go  without  seeing  her."" 

The  maid  went  away,  and  presently 
Miss  Johnson  came,  wearing  on  her 
wholesome  face  an  expression  which 
wavered  between  the  sternness  necessi- 
tated by  one  view  of  Laura's  conduct,  and 
the  gentle  pity  begotten  of  another  view. 

"  What  is  it  you  want,  miss  ?  I  am 
very  busy  just  now." 

"  You  are  displeased  with  me.  I  am 
so  sorry,''  Laura  said.  "Is  the  poor  sick 
gentleman  angry?  Is  lie  made  worse  by 
what  I  did?  1  cannot  leave  without  say- 
ing to  you  that  I'm  sorry — that  if  you 
had  not  come  in  at  that  moment,  I  should 
have  gone  out  of  the  room  without  dis- 
turbing him." 

"It's  all  done  and  gone  now,  miss,"" 
said  the  housekee})er.  "It  was  not  you 
that  woke  him;  it  was  I  who  did  that. 
But— but— "' 

"  Have  I  done  something  else  to  give 
oifence?"  Laura  asked,  plaintively.  "I 
seem  doomed  to  such  cruel  misfortunes. 
Oh, do  not  turn  me  away  from  hei-e  with- 
out a  kind  word  1  I  have  all  ihe  misery  I 
can  stand  without  the  shame  of  otfending 
friends  who  have  been  kind  to  me."" 

"There,  there,'"  said  ]\Iiss  Johnson,  all 
her  doubt  and  stitYness  vanishing:  "there 
has  been  a  misunderstanding,  but  it's  all 
right  now.  We  are  dreadfully  upset 
here,  miss,  and  all  the  trouble  has  come 


fi-om  my  keeping  you  here  under  the  cir- 
cumstances. Now  you  really  must  go. 
No,  you  need  riot  tliank  me:  but  you  can 
call  me  your  fi-iend.  for  1  am  that,  and  I 
never  will  doubt  you  or  believe  ill  of 
you."" 

"Oh,  what  a  load  you  take  from  me!"" 
Laura  exclaimed,  putting  out  her  hand  to 
grasp  one  of  Miss  Johnson"s. 

"Though  you  must  leave  here,  miss," 
said  the  hou.sekeeper,  "please  do  not  go 
far  for  a  few  hours.  Go  to  the  hotel,  to 
the  cook  there,  where  Mr.  Lamonl  found 
you.  Just  stay  there  a  couple  of  hours. 
And  if  you  don"t  hear  fi'om  me,  think  no 
more  of  it:  but  there  may  be  something 
that  I  will  want  to  tell  you  and  that 
you'd  like  to  hear."" 

When  she  had  seen  Laura,  with  her 
basket,  out  of  the  front  door.  Miss  John- 
son returned  to  the  room  in  which  they 
had  been  talking,  and  closing  the  door, 
clinched  her  fists,  and  tightening  her 
lips,  muttered  something  very  like  an 
oath  that  she  would  satisfy  herself  of 
Laura's  goodness,  and  go  to  her  and  clear 
her  own  mind  of  all  that  had  been  tor- 
turing it.  For  she  felt  in  her  heart  that 
in  the  matter  of  the  attempted  robbery 
there  was  in  Laura's  favor  the  upright, 
frank  behavior  of  what  seemed  a  noble 
nature,  while  against  her  was  the  word 
of  an  unprincipled  man  who,  as  likely  as 
not,  had  plotted  the  circumstances  which 
gave  weight  to  his  accusation. 

After  very  little  questioning  of  the  un- 
der-servants. the  housekeeper  learned  that 
Lamont  had  been  seen  to  enter  the  house 
fully  an  hour  before  the  sensational  visit 
of  Laura  to  the  Colonel's  room,  and  that 
he  had  spent  that  time  upstairs  on  the 
same  floor  with  Laura  and  the  invalid. 
Thus  she  satisfied  herself  that  he  was  a 
liar  upon  one  count  at  least.  But  Laura, 
who  did  not  even  suspect  that  her  honor 
was  questioned,  could  have  got  no  conso- 
lation from  the  discovery.  If  there  was 
any  flavor  of  good  in  this  miserable  end- 
ing of  the  wanderer's  visit  to  the  house  of 
her  ancestors,  it  lay  in  the  fact  that  she 
was  ignoi-ant  of  the  worst  that  had  befall- 
en her.  The  full  disappointment  would 
seem  to  have  fallen  upon  the  Etherians, 
but  we  shall  see  that  their  supernatural 
powers  kept  them  too  much  engrossed 
with  shaping  future  events  to  allow  pres- 
ent grief  to  weigh  heavily  against  the 
good  in  store. 

[to    HK    CO.NTl.M-KI).] 
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dfirst  paper. 

linrEN  one  considers  that  the  J)i'itisli  the  Frenchman,  wlio  lets  liiniself  fro  in 
*  T  anny  linds  its  i-ecruiLs  aniono-  ewvy  ulowing-  descriptions  of  tlie  liixm-iuiis  fit- 
class  of  citizens,  it  becomes  ratlier  a  mat-  tinosof  tlie  mess,  of  tlie  sumi»tnons  meals 
iov  for  aslonisliment  that  the  inner  life  placed  before  its  inmates,  and  of  the  mag"- 
of  the  olliccr  or  soldier  is.  as  it  undoubt-  niticent  display  of  (/old  and  silvei-  ])]ate 
edlv  is,  to  a  ureat  extent  a  sealed  book  to  under  whicii  the  sideboards  LToan. 
the  oreat  bulk'  of  the  ])eople.  When  the  Some  of  these  ridiculous  tales  lind  cur- 
young"  man  leaves  the  family  circle  to  rency  atnong  the  civilian  classes  of  our 
wear  the  vod  or  the  blue  coat.  wlnHher  in  own  ])0])ulauon.  who  ought  to  be  better 
tin;  ranks  or  in  a  higher  grade,  he  enters  infoi'med.  and  liardly  a  year  passes  \vith- 
a  niyst(M'ious  region,  echoes  from  which  do  out  >^nn\i'  jxiferfdiHilhis  wi-iiing  to  tlie 
indeed  reach  the  outer  world,  but  which  Tiiucs  to  inveigh  against  the  senseless 
I'emains,  in  spite  of  the  etforts  of  novelists  and  excessive  extravagance  of  a  militai'v 
of  both  sexes,  to  all  intents  and  purposes  mess — the  fact  ]>robably  l)eing  that  some 
a  tcvra  iii('(>g)iit((.  If  the  life  of  the  yoitng  hojX'ful  has  blamed  the  regulations 
]>ritisli  soldier  ofi'ers  so  many  mysteries  to  of  the  mess  for  the  results  of  liis  own  ex- 
liis  compatriots,  it  is  hardly  to  be  won-  travagance.  I  do  not  deny  that  in  many 
(hu'ed  at  that  the  descriptions  of  it  which  corps  and  on  many  occasions  money  is 
are  ])lace(l  before^  foreign  readei's  are  as  spent  on  entei'lainments.  and  even  on  the 
a  ruh^  more  picturesque  than  accurate.  curi'ent  expenses  of  a  mess,  which  might 

A  Itussian  militai'y  paper  not  long  ago  quite  well   have  I'emained  in  the  ]->ockets 

infoi'UHH'    its  i'ead(M's  that  the    life    of    the  of   its    owners,  but   I  do   deny   most    em- 

ollicer  in  the  British  army  was  one  of  the  phatically  that   foolish  extravagance  is  a 

ntmost  (Vise  and  luxury;  every  olhcer. even  prominent    feature    of    the    management 

the  humblest  subaltern,  owned  his  yacht,  of  a    mess  —  the    fact    nsually    being,  in 

his  race-horses,  and  his  box  at  tlu^  opei-a  those  cases  where  exi^endiltire  ]nisses  the 

—  wlien  quai'tered.  that  istosay.whei-esuch  bounds    of     reason,    that    the     result     is 

a  luxury  c(Mild  l)e  obtained  (the  yacht  and  more  probably  due  to  either  ignorance  or 

the  racing  stud  were  every  where)  — while  carelessness  on  the  ])art  of  the  officer  in- 

the  more  wealthy  ])ossessed  their  grouse-  trusted  with  the  duties  of  mess  ])resident 

moors,  their  deer-forests,  etc..  the  majoi'ity  tluin    to  malice   ])repense  on   the    pai't  of 

playing  cards  {^very  night  for  enormous  any  member  of  the  mess, 

stakes,  and  sp(Midinglargesums  on  i)resents  If  tales  such  as  I  have  alluded  to  liave 

to  actresses  and  in  other  follies.      Nod(Mibt  obtained    currency    in    reference    to     the 

this  liighly  colored  })icture  went  down  to  "•marching  regiments'"   of   the   line,  it  is 

a  certain  extent  among  its  simphu'  i-ead-  hardly  a  nuitter  for  wonder  that  the   de- 

ers,  who  must   have  wondered  what  sort  scrii)tions  of  life  in  \he  corjts  crtJife,  such 

of    men    these  J-Jritons  could    be.   who.  in  as    the    Guards    and    the    ci-ack    cavalry 

spite  of  the  enervating  eU'ects  of  all   this  regiments,    stray    equally    far    from     the 

luxury.  (Midured  the  wintei"  climate  of  the  truth. 

Crimea   as    well    as   the   native   Russians.  Over    life   in   the    Guards    es])ecially   a 

ami   are  even    now   not   backwartl    in    the  species  of  glamour  has  been  thrown  by  tlie 

struggle   for    territory   which   is  going  on  facile  pens  of  some  of  our  most  ])rominent 

amoiig  all  European  nations.  lady  iu)vt^iists.  who  have  revelled   in   de- 

The  French,  who  ought  to  know  bett(U-.  scriptions  of  the  luxurious  boudoii'S  which 

liaving  soldi(M'tMl   by  our  side  in   tlu^  Cri-  the    curled  and  ]ierfumed  dandies  of  licr 

mea  and  in   China,  get   almost  (Miually  at  ^^lajesty's  Household   Brigade  were    good 

sea  wIkui  endeavoring  to  dt^scribe  military  (UU)Ugh    to    inhabit    without    a    murmur, 

life  in  Great  Ih-itain.      Cur  ])eculiar]y  in-  To  these  hulies  it  is  undoubtedly  due  that 

sular    institution    of    a    regimental    mess,  it  is  very  generally  assumed   that    life    in 

^vhich    is    now.  lK)wever.  tindinu'    its   way  the  Guards  offers  a  minimum  of  mi litary 

into  other  armies.  otVei's  many  ]v,r/.zles  to  duty  with  a  maximum    of  social   display, 
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luid    tliat   tlic   ofliecrs   ;ii-(;    in    vory   trutli  Sandhurst.      If  SaiuUiur.st  be  the  chosen 

s\l)ai-it<'s  and  "  <iihl<'d  popinjays  ■' as  r('p-  ))aili.    the     successful     candidate     is     re- 

I'isciilcd  h\   a  wcll-ktiowii  htl)<>i-  h-aih'r.  (juiied    to   spend  a   couple   of  years   theie 

If    \\r    considci'   the   class    from   which  studyinu;-   the     art     of     war    before    he    is 

lh('S(>    •'curled    (hirl  iniis"'    of    society    ar<'  permitted   to    ^xo   u})    for  the   linal    exani- 

rccruiled,  \v<>  feel  inclined  to  wonder  vvhat  ination.    the    i)assinij:'    of    which    will    en- 

soi't,  of  training:;-  the    youim"    man    Joinini;-  title    him    to    his   eommission    as    Second 

the  (luards  is  put  tlirouiih  to  alter  in  such  Lieutenant     in    one    of   the    reg-inients    of 

a    radical   faslnon    all    his   previous  tastes  Household     Cavalry     ov     Foot  -  Guards. 

and    id<Mls.      The    lads     for    whom    com-  At   this     point    a    siiort     account    of  the 

missions  in  tlie  Guai'ds  are  as  a  I'ule  re-  life  at  Sandhurst    may  not  be  considered 

served,  have  spent  their  boyhood    in    the  out     of    place.       The     expense    of     niain- 

plavin^-liekis  of  Eton,  or  Harrow,  or  one  taining'  a   lad  at  the    ^Military  College  is 

of   the  other  well-known  English  ])ublic  soniewhere  about    £'2W  a  year,  a   portion 

schools,  where  prominence  in  athkaic  ex-  of  which  is  retnrned  to  the  cadet  in   the 

ei-cises  is  the  surest  I'oad  to  jn-e-eminence.  form   of    pay.  which  pay.  however,  is   all 

ami  where  the  captain  of  the  boats  or  of  or  nearl}'  all  expended  in   the  necessary 

the    cricket  team    is   more    i-egardtnl    and  daily  expenses  of  the  cadet.      The  course 

looked  up  to  than  the   son   of  the  pe(M*  or  of    instruction    through    which    the    stu- 

wealthy  commoner   who     has     no    other  dents  arc  put  is  in  the  main  confined  to 

claim  to  distinction.      At  the  universities  subjects  which  will  be  useful  to  them  in 

the   same    rule    holds   good,  though  to  a  their   military  career.      Military  history, 

slightly  less  extent,  as  here  the  claims  of  fortification,  tactics,  military  administra- 

intellect    are    listened    to  with  a   certain  tion  and  military  law.  and  the  art  of  mil- 

def(M'ejice    which    is  hardly  yet  conceded  itary  topography  go  to  nuike  up  a  fairly 

to  them  at  the  i)ublic  school.      But  in  all  comprehensive  curriculum.      To  these  is 

these  assemblages  of  boys  or  young  men  added  insti'uction  in  drill,  sword  exercise, 

the   syl)a»-ite    is    empliatically  an    "out-  riding',  and  gynmastics.  so  that  the  cadet 

sider."      Eis   room    is    pivferable    to    his  has  his  hands  pretty  full,  and  is  not  given 

company,  and    this    sentinu^nt    is    given  much  time  for  getting  into  mischief.    The 

free    play    on    the    few    occasions    when  instructors  are,  in  the  majority  of  cases, 

symptoms  of  the  disease  are  observed   in  othcers  of  the  army  on  full  pay,  who  are 

a  member    of  one    of    these  institutions:  detached  from  their  regiments  for  a  term 

little  leanings  after  luxury  in  the  promi-  of  five  years,  and  the  cadets  are  organized 

nent  athlete  may  be  condoned  in   conse-  into  companies  on   the  model   of  a    line 

quence  of  his  other  good  qualities,  but  in  battalion.    The  mess  is  run  on  simple  and 

any  imlividual  with  less  strong  claims  to  economical  lines:    certainly  no  taste   for 

consideration    all   tendencies  of  this  kind  luxury  can  be  charged  against  the  style 

are    ])r()mptly    su})pressed.       Every    one  of  living  practised  at  Sandhurst;  but  the 

will  agree  that  this  is  an  excellent  state  food. though  plain. is  amply  sufficient,  and 

of  ])ublic  feeling,  and  it  is  eavn(^stly  to  be  strict  limits  are  placed  on  the  consump- 

hojxnl  that  it  will  long  continue.  tion   of  int(X\icating  liquors.      The  spare 

To  the  young  fellow  wishing  to  obtain  time  of  the  cadets  is  chiefly  employed  in 
a  commission  in  the  Household  troops  active  out-door  games,  as  is  fitting' among 
there  ar(^  two  ways  of  successfully  grat-  young  men  destined  for  service  in  the 
ifying  his  aml)ition.  it  being  taken  for  army — cricket  in  the  summer  and  foot- 
granted  that  no  obslach^  presents  itst^lf  in  ball  in  the  winter  holding  the  ])laces 
his  social  status,  and  tliat  tlit^  necessary  (^f  honor.  A  few  years  ago  polo  was 
nomination  has  been  obtained.  The  de-  played  by  some  of  the  wealthier  among- 
sired  goal  can  be  reached  eitiier  through  the  cadets,  but  it  was  l^ared  that  this 
the  ])ortals  of  the  Koyal  Military  College  might  eiu'ourage  (Wtravagant  habits,  so 
at  Sandhurst,  or  by  entrance  from  tiie  tlie  game  is  now  forbidthui,  and  the  super- 
commissioiH'd  ranlxs  of  t lie  nuliiia.  This  abundant  enei'gies  of  tlie  cadets  have  to 
lattei-  method  uschI  t(^  he  tiM-med  the  back  tind  vent  in  the  moi-e  legit inuite  channels 
dooi':  ami.  indeed.  iuiuM-ant  ]H'op',c  call  of  cricket.  rac(|uets.  and  football.  Alto- 
it  by  that  nann>  still;  hut  tue  examina-  gether  the  life  at  the  Koyal  ^Military  Coi- 
tion to  Ix^  passed  nowadays  by  the  mili-  lege  is  a  very  healthy  on(\  both  moi-ally 
tia  candidate  is  every  bit  as  severe  as  and  ]-»liysically.  and  if  the  woi'k  is  not 
that    which    confronts    the   lad    entering"  verv  hard,  vet  care  is  taken  that  the  time 
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U'lnptatiou  to  tlie  young 
mail  wilii  a  g^ood  alluw- 
aiice.  esi)eeially  in  ilie 
case  of  those  crammers 
\\\\o  live  in  London  :  but 
if  the  examination  is  to 
be  passed  witli  credit, 
excess  must  be  avoided, 
which  probably  accounts 
U)v  the  fact  that  a  large 
majority  of  the  lads  who 
liave  graduated  at  the 
crammer's  are  rather  the 
better  than  the  worse  for 
the  ti-ials  ihey  liave  sue-, 
cessf ully  i^assed  tli rough. 
Howevei'.  Ave  will  su])- 
})ose  that  all  the  oljsla- 
cles  in  the  ]xuh  of  the 
would  -  he  Guardsman 
have  been  successfully 
(M'erccune.  and  that  the 
time  has  come  when  the 
youngster  sees  his  name 
for  the  tii'St  time  in  the 
London  Gazette  as  ap- 
]K)inted  to  a  Second-Lieu- 
tenancy in  one  of  the 
I'egimeiils  of  Household 
Cavah-y  or  of  Foot- 
Guards.  I  will  take  the 
ca>e  of  the  cavalry  sub- 
altern iirst. 

On  his  aiipointment 
he  will  be  granted  a 
month's  leave,  wliicli 
will  be  fully  occupied  in 
providing  himself  with 
liorses  and  with  the  trap- 
pings and  a})pointments 
of  his  tiew  ])rofession. 
In  the  case  of  the 
Household  Cavalry,  and 
of  the  cadets  is  fairly  well  (H'cupied.  It  indeed  in  almost  every  case,  this  is  a 
is  not  possible  to  say  so  mucli  ftu'  the  matter  of  very  great  ini])ortance.  Almost 
trainini:-  uiven  to  the  lads  who  (Miter  the  t^very  article  of  his  etiuipment.  from  his 
service  tlirouL:h  tlu»  militia.  The  actual  helmet  to  his  spurs,  is  made  by  a  special- 
military  training  which  they  receiv(^  is  isi.  and  the  youngster  will  nuike  a  fatal- 
limiteil  to  a  very  few  months,  a  militia  ly  false  start  if  he  go  by  any  chance  to 
regiment  only  ilrilling  for  twenty-seven  the  wrong  artist  for  the  i-ight  article, 
days  (>very  year:  and  the  great  bulk  o{  l^eing  a  young  man  of  discretion,  and 
the  knowledge  of  military  snbjecls  whit'h  ])robal;>ly  having  friends  or  relatives.  c(>r- 
the  as])iraiit  for  mililary  honors  has  to  tainly  old  sclu^ol-fellows.  in  the  regiment 
ac(juire  in  ordt>r  to  satisfy  tiie  fxaminers  of  his  choice,  lu^  will  ]nit  himself  in  c(un- 
is  ])icked  up  at  the  establivhuicni  of  one  munication  with  his  corps,  will  ])rol)ably 
of  the  numerous  military  ■■(•rammers."  a  be  asked  to  din(\  and  will  Ix^  treated  ^vith 
race  which  has  multi{)lied  and  ]»rosnered  a  kindness  and  consideration  which  will 
exceedingly  in  recent  years.  Tiie  life  at  make  him  rapidly  feel  himself  at  home, 
one    of    these    establishmeius    i-«    full    of     and  will  be  \)u\  in  the  right  way  without 
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loss  of  time.      Tlie  matter  of  chargers  will 
be  one  of  great  importance.      The  young 
otiicer  will  be  required   to  ])rovide   him- 
self with  two  chargers,  of  whicli  the  first 
must  be  an  animal  of  breeding  and  sub- 
stance,  able    to    carry    with    dignity    the 
twenty    stone    or    so    which    our    young 
friend,  when  fully 
accoutred,  will  im- 
pose upon  his  aris- 
tocratic back;  free 
from  blemish  must 
he  be,  noble  in  aj)- 
pearance,    full    of 
fire,  yet  equable  in 
temper,    and,   last 
but    not    least,  of 
a  jet-black  color. 
When    this    ])ara- 
gon  is  eventually 
found,  after  much 
expenditure  in  raii- 
wa}"  fares  and  cab 
hire,  he    must    be 
passed  by  the  Col- 
onel     before     his 
purchase    can     be 
completed.        The 
second  charger  can 
be  found  with  less 
difficulty;   the  su- 
perlative qualities 
of  the  first  charger 
are    not    expected 
from    him,  and   a 
well-bred,    useful 
horse,  up  to  weight 
and  sound,  will  sat- 
isfy the  most  ex- 
acting of  colonels, 
provided    that    he 
is    the    right    col- 
or, which  for  the 
Household  Caval- 
ry is  black. 

If,  however,  our 
embryo  Guards- 
man prefer  the 
infantry  of  the 
Household  Bri- 
gade, he  will   find 

that  though  his  outfit  will  cost  him  very 
much  less,  yet  that  it  is  quite  as  essential 
to  find  out  who  are  the  only  tradesmen  to 
whom  he  can  intrust  tlie  making  of  his 
kit.  He  will  not  he  troubled  with  the 
matter  of  horseflesh,  hut  will  have  to  ex- 
ercise equal  care  with  the  cut  of  his  tunic 
and  the  shape  of  the  bear-skin  cap  which 


foi-ms  the  imposing  liead-dress  of  the  Foot- 
Guards. 

The  leave  on  ai)p()intment  having  ex- 
pired, the  young  officer  now  joins  his 
regiment,  and  whether  a  horse  soldier  or 
an  infantryman,  will  find  the  first  year 
or  two  of  his  service  so  much  occupied 
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with  drill  and  the  mastering  of  his  ])ro- 
fessional  duties  that  very  little  spare  time 
will  be  on  his  hands.  Thei-e  a])i)enrs  to  be 
a  general  impression  among  civilians  not 
well  acquainted  with  her  Ma jt^sty's  Guards 
thnt  their  military  duties  ai'e  light  and 
chiefly  ornamental.  This  is  very  far  from 
beinir'the  case.      It  is  doubtful  if  keener 


At  eleven  o'clock 
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soldiers  are  to  be  found  in  any  branch  of 
the  service;  in  the  minutiae  of  drill  the 
greatest  accuracy  is  insisted  on,  and  the 
study  of  the  higher  branches  of  the  pro- 
fession of  arms  is  encouraged  in  every 
possible  manner.  For  study  of  this  na- 
ture the  young  Guardsman  has  unequalled 
opportunities;  at  his  hand  is  the  splendid 
professional  library  of  the  Royal  United 
Service  Institution,  tiie  library  of  the 
Guards  Club  holds  numerous  valuable 
military  works,  and  in  London  are  to  be 
found  the  best  military  tutors  in  the 
world.  Aldershot,  the  great  training- 
school  of  the  British  army,  is  within  an 
hour's  rail,  and  it  is  by  no  means  difficult 
for  him  to  cross  the  Channel  and  be  a 
spectator  of  the  grand  manoeuvres  of  the 
French  and  German  armies.  So  much 
for  his  opportunities  for  study.  On  the 
other  hand,  his  temptations  to  idleness 
are  even  greater.  After  the  first  two 
years  the  young  Guardsman  will  find  that 
he  has  a  good  deal  of  spare  time  on  his 
hands,  and  the  manner  of  employing  it 
will,  as  might  be  supposed,  depend  in  a 
great  measure  on  his  tastes  and  compan- 
ions. The  actual  surroundings  of  his 
daily  life  are  simple  enough.  If  quarter- 
ed in  London,  unless  at  the  Tower,  he 
will  live  at  the  Guards  Club,  as  the  mess 
at  the  Tower  is  the  only  one  maintained 
by  the  Foot-Guards  in  London;  and  his 
expenses  at  the  club  will  compare  favora- 
bly with  the  expenses  of  any  other  club 
in  town.  If  the  battalion  to  which  he 
belongs  is  quartered  at  Chelsea  barracks, 
he  may  very  possibly  have  a  room  in  the 
barracks;  if  his  people  live  in  town,  as  is 
often  the  case,  he  may  live  at  home,  or  he 
may  prefer  the  freedom  of  a  couple  of 
rooms  in  the  neighborhood  of  Jermyn 
Street  or  St.  James's.  The  entrance-fee 
to  the  Guards  Club  is  thirty  guineas,  and 
he  will  have  to  pay  an  annual  subscrip- 
tion of  £11;  a  fair  average  of  the  living 
expenses  of  the  club  may  be  taken  as 
some  £20  a  month,  though,  if  of  extrava- 
gant tastes,  it  may  be  much  higher,  and 
the  rent  of  his  rooms  will  depend  almost 
entirely  on  what  he  chooses  to  pay;  so 
that  it  is  clear  that  the  necessary  ex- 
penses of  life  in  the  Foot-Guards  is  not 
nearly  as  prohibitory  as  is  generally 
supposed.  The  Guardsman  receives  the 
same  pay  as  officers  of  corresponding 
rank  in  the  line,  with  the  addition  of  £70 
a  year  Guard's  pay,  so  that  it  is  possible 
for  a  youngster  of  an  economical  turn  to 
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live  in  the  Guards  on  an  allowance  of 
£300  a  year  in  addition  to  his  pay.  As 
we  have  just  shown,  it  is  possible,  but 
I  must  admit  that  it  is  not  often  done. 
The  young  Guardsman  is  very  seldom 
contented  with  one  club,  or  even  with 
two,  and  the  brigade  will  be  found  to  be 
fairly  strongly  represented  at  the  "  Bach- 
elors'," "White's,"  and  the  best  service 
clubs.  The  lovers  of  cricket  and  tennis 
proper  are  mostly  habitues  of  "  Prince's," 
and  the  majority  belong  to  the  principal 
racing  clubs,  such  as  Sandown  Park,  and 
the  horsy  or  rather  "pony"  clubs  of 
Hurlingham  and  the  newer  Ranelagh. 

As  I  have  already  explained,  the  great- 
est exactness  of  dress  in  uniform  is  in- 
sisted on  in  the  brigade,  as  might  only 
be  expected  in  the  personal  guard  of  the 
sovereign,  but  it  is  not  generally  known 
that  equally  strict  sumptuary  laws  are 
enforced  in  the  matter  of  mufti.  The 
aim  doubtless  originally  was  to  make  the 
members  of  the  brigade  conspicuous  for 
the  richness  and  neatness  of  their  dress 
when  off  duty,  in  contradistinction  to 
the  gay  apparel  of  the  macaronies  of  the 
period,  and  though  richness  of  attire  in 
men  is  now  happily  a  thing  of  the  past, 
great  neatness  is  still  insisted  on  in  the 
Guardsman,  and  the  iniquity  of  gaudy 
ties  and  waistcoats,  curly  brimmed  hats 
in  the  extreme  of  fashion,  and  startling 
garments  generally  are  strictly  tabooed. 
In  mufti,  when  in  town,  in  the  morning, 
a  black  tie  is  "the  only  wear,"  the  hat 
must  be  of  a  certain  shape  and  not  in  the 
extreme  of  fashion,  and  patent  -  leather 
boots  are  onlj^  worn  in  the  evening.  In 
the  country  the  usual  tweeds  of  the  Eng- 
lish gentleman  are  worn,  with  a  tie  and 
hat  ribbon  of  the  well-known  colors  of 
the  brigade. 

In  London  the  guard  duties  fall  very 
heavily  on  the  rank  and  file,  but  there  are 
now  only  two  guards  which  are  com- 
manded by  officers;  one  of  these  is  the 
guard  at  St.  James's  Palace,  which  is  com- 
manded by  a  captain  with  two  subalterns; 
the  other  is  the  guard  at  the  Bank  of 
England,  which  is  commanded  by  a 
subaltern.  At  the  dinners  of  both  ^liese 
guards  the  presence  of  guests  is  sanction- 
ed. For  the  Bank  guard  dinner,  a  bottle  of 
wine  apiece  is  provided  free  for  two  guests. 
The  directors  of  the  Bank  used  to  give  the 
officer  of  the  Bank  guard  a  sovereign 
nightly,  but  this  custom  has  now  been 
abandoned,  and  the  dinners  of  his  guests— 
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and  very  ^c^^^*^!  dinners  too — are  now  fur- 
nished instead.  At  St.  James's  the  olii- 
cei's  of  the  guard  are  provided  with  din- 
ner, and  are  joined  by  the  oilicers  of  tlie 
Ilouseliold  Cavalry  from  the  guard  at  the 
Horse-Guards— from  which  guard  is  fur- 
nished those  mounted  sentries  who  are 
the  admiration  of  the  passer-by  in  Wliite- 
liall.  In  addition  to  these  othcers  of  the 
two  o-uards,  dinner  is  also  ])rovided  for 
the  colonels  and  adjutants  of  the  regi- 
ments of  Guards,  and  for  the  iield-otficer 
of  the  day,  but  the  colonels  and  adjutants 
i-arely  turn  up,  and  there  is  usually  room 
for  several  guests,  the  expenses  of  whose 
dinners  are  naturally  defrayed  by  their 
hosts.  As  at  the  Bank,  the  dinner  at  St. 
James's  is  excellent  of  its  kind,  the  ser- 
vice and  the  wines  are  also  of  the  highest 
class,  and  many  gourmets  allirm  that  the 
dinner  of  the  (Queen's  guard  is  equal  to 
any  dinner  in  London.  Pleasant  as  this 
dinner  may  be,  late  hours  are  not  en- 
couraged, and  by  the  stroke  of  eleven 
all  guests  must  have  departed  for  the 
night. 

Thus  the  life  of  the  young  man  in  the 
Guard-,  who  is  blessed  with  good  private 
means  is  pleasant  enough  ;  his  mornings, 
and  occasionally  the  greater  part  of  his 
da}',  are  taken  up  with  the  drills  and 
routine  duties  of  his  profession,  which  are 
no  great  tax  on  his  intelligence  or  on  his 
physique,  and  his  spare  time  is  devoted  to 
those  amusements  common  to  young  men 
of  his  class  and  education.  If  a  polo- 
player,  and  it  is  rather  remarkable  how 
few  really  good  polo-xdayers  are  turned 
out  by  the  Household  troops,  the  greater 
part  of  his  leisure  during  the  season  will 
be  spent  at  Hurlingham  or  Ranelagh  :  the 
summer  will  probably  find  him  with  his 
regiment  getting  through  musketry  and 
field-training  at  Pirbright.  a  healthy  spot 
not  far  from  Aldershot.  where  the  Lon- 
don battalions  of  Guards  are  placed  un- 
der canvas  every  summer,  or  else  going- 
through  the  army  mananivres  with  the 
Aldershot  division.  As  summer  goes  on 
and  the  12th  of  August  draws  near,  the 
shooting  man  will  begin  to  tidget  about 
his  leave  for  Scotland  or  Yorkshire,  and 
ere  the  all-important  date  arrives  there 
will  be  an  exodus  from  the  battalion  of 
all  who  can  by  hook  or  crook  get  the 
leave  they  desire.  In  this  matter  of  leave 
the  Guardsman  is  fortunate  above  his 
brethren  in  the  cavalry  and  infantry  of 
the  line;  the  subaltern  of  the  Guards  rare- 


ly finds  any  difficulty  in  getting  away  for 
four  months  out  of  the  twelve,  and  his 
cai)tain  is  even  more  fortunate,  as  lie  can 
generally  count  on  six  months'  leave  in 
the  year.  One  result  of  the  freedom  with 
which  leave  is  given  in  the  Guards  is  that 
a  large  number  of  the  brigade  are  great 
travellers.  "We  have  all  read  My  Bide  to 
Khiva,  the  author  of  which,  the  gallant 
Burnaby,  was  a  Guardsman :  and  there  are 
now  numbers  of  men  equally  enterpris- 
ing, though  less  familiar  to  the  multi- 
tude. In  fact,  it  would  hardly  be  too 
much  to  say  that  wherever  the  British 
pioneer  has  penetrated,  some  member  of 
the  brigade  has  ventured  also  at  no  con- 
siderable interval.  The  north  pole  itself 
appears  to  be  the  only  virgin  soil  to 
some  of  the  bolder  spirits  of  the  bi-igade. 
Many  people  think  that  for  the  Guards, 
serving  only  at  home,  opportunities  of 
seeing  active  service  are  few  and  far  be- 
tween ;  this  is  by  no  means  the  case. 
Everybody  knows  that  the  brigade  fur- 
nished a  large  contingent  at  Tel -el - 
Kebir,  and  also  to  the  camel  corps,  and 
the  charge  of  the  Household  Cavalry 
at  Kassassin  has  provided  a  subject  both 
for  the  artist  and  the  poet;  but  in  addition 
to  these  services,  which  are.  as  I  have  al- 
ready said,  well  known,  the  British  army 
has  hardly  been  engaged  on  a  campaign 
or  expedition  during  the  last  century 
on  which  the  Guards  have  not  been  rep- 
resented, if  not  by  their  men,  by  their  of- 
ficei'S.  in  a  strength  quite  out  of  propor- 
tion to  their  numbers.  As  soon  as  a 
rumor  spreads  that  a  new  expedition,  af- 
fording some  chance  of  seeing  service,  is 
to  be  entered  upon,  so  soon  will  the  portals 
of  the  War  Ot^ice  be  blocked  by  Guards- 
men trying  by  every  means  in  their  pow- 
er to  get  employment  in  the  expeditionary 
force.  If  this  employment  be  denied  to 
them,  the  chances  are  ten  to  one  that  if 
it  can  possibly  be  managed  the  aspirants 
after  military  glory  will  turn  up  at  the 
front  in  the  guise  of  tourists,  newspaper 
correspondents,  or  what  not.  necessitating 
usually  their  being  ordered  home  in  the 
most  peremptory  fashion  by  the  general 
othoer  in  command,  though  billets  as  or- 
derly othcers  and  extra  aides-de-camp 
are  occasionally  found  for  the  more  irre- 
pressible. Returning  to  the  social  side 
of  life  in  the  brigade,  from  which,  in  this 
sadly  discursive  paper.  I  have  frequently 
wandered,  the  curious  will  find  that 
the   habit   of  gamblina-  for   high   stakes. 
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whicli  has  been  popularly  supposed  to  be 
one  of  the  curses  of  modern  fashionable 
life  in  London,  is  not  nearl}^  as  prevalent 
among  the  young-  Guardsmen  as  among 
the  gilded  youth  of  the  civilian  popula- 
tion. There  are,  of  course,  as  there  al- 
ways will  be, foolish  and  dissipated  young 
men,  who  will  sit  down  niglitl.y  to  ])lay 
for  sums  much  larger  than  they  can  af- 
ford to  lose,  and  everybody  remembers 
one  or  two  tragedies  which  have  been 
nine  days'  wonders  in  London  in  conse- 
quence ;  but  this  love  for  card-playing  for 
high  stakes  is  fortunately  confined  to  a 
limited  number,  and  is  discountenanced 
as  much  as  possible  by  the  senior  olTicers 
of  the  brigade,  who,  however,  owing  to 
the  peculiarities  of  the  regimental  life  in 
London,  are  not  as  well  placed  for  putting 
a  stop  to  these  practices,  or  indeed  for 
hearing  of  them  at  all,  till  it  is  too  late, 
as  they  would  be  if  quartered  in  Dublin, 
or  at  Windsor,  where  the  regimental  mess 
is  in  full  swing.  However,  young  English- 
men are  fond  of  a  gamble,  and  I  cannot 
deny  that  though  the  votaries  of  the  board 
of  green  cloth  are  comparatively  few,  a 
good  deal  of  money  is  lost  every  year 
by  the  students  of  "public  form,"  or  the 
believers  in  private  "tips"  on  the  turf. 
Your  average  young  Guardsman  is  a 
great  race-goer;  at  Ascot,  of  course,  he  is 
present,  as  it  were,  almost  otlicially,  and 
welcomes  all  his  friends  to  lunch  in  the 
marquees  flying  the  well-known  colors  of 
the  brigade;  but  Ascot  is  only  one  out  of 
very  many  meetings,  and  a  very  large 
number  of  the  officers,  both  senior  and 
junior,  of  her  Majesty's  Guards  are  regular 
habitues  at  Newmarket,  Goodwood,  Liv- 
erpool, Manchester,  and  all  the  suburban 
meetings,  such  as  Sandown  and  Kempton. 
Just  now  I  alluded  to  the  lunch  given  by 
the  brigade  at  Ascot,  and  this  reminds  me 
that  this  race  luncheon  is  the  only  regi- 
mental hospitality  expected  of  the  Guards 
during  the  year.  Unlike  his  brother  in 
the  line,  the  young  Guardsman  is  not 
mulcted  in  heavy  subscriptions  for  enter- 
tainments; the  individual  charge  for  the 
Ascot  lunch  is  covered  by  a  very  few 
shillings,  being  in  the  hands  of  the  most 
skilful  of  caterers,  so  that  there  are  some 
compensations  for  the  heavy  expenses  to 
which  life  in  the  brigade  subjects  its  mem- 
bers in  other  respects.  In  addition  to 
patronizing  very  largely  race-meetings  all 
over  the  country,  the  Household  troops 
have  a  meeting  of  their  own,  usually  held 


at  Hawthorn  Hill,  where,  besides  a  num- 
ber of  steeple -chases  and  hurdle-races 
confined  to  members  of  the  Household 
troops,  there  are  always  some  races  open 
to  the  whole  of  the  army,  and  a  race 
for  the  farmers.  In  this  meeting  the 
greatest  interest  is  taken  ;  a  considerable 
number  are  fair  performers  between  the 
flags;  in  fact, a  coui)le  of  the  best  military 
jockeys  are  to  be  found  in  the  ranks  of 
the  brigade,  and  those  who  are  not  them- 
selves riding  are  usually  anxious  to  back 
the  chances  of  their  friends.  This  meet- 
ing is  generally  held  in  April,  and  is 
limited  to  two  days,  and  a  very  pleasant 
two  days  they  usually  are.  Earlier  in 
the  year,  usually  in  March,  the  grand 
military  meeting  is  held  at  Sandown; 
and  though  the  races  iiere  are  oi)en  to  the 
whole  army,  the  brigade  generally  has  a 
cut  in  at  a  good  number  of  them.  Fox- 
liunting  also  has  its  devotees  amongst  the 
Guardsmen,  and  is  probably  the  sport  the 
most  universally  followed,  certainly  by 
the  younger  men,  a  large  number  of 
whom  keep  studs  of  horses  at  the  difl'er- 
ent  hunting  centres  in  the  Midlands,  from 
which  town  is  easily  reached  in  case  of 
need.  Of  late  Gibraltar  has  been  added 
to  the  stations  which  are  occui)ied  by 
the  Guards  in  time  of  peace,  which  had 
hitherto  been  limited  to  London,  Windsor, 
and  Dublin,  and  I  have  no  doubt  that  the 
most  ardent  followers  of  the  Calpe  hounds 
will  be  recruited  largely  from  the  ranks 
of  tlie  battalion  lying  at  that  fortress. 
What  I  have  written  above  with  refer- 
ence to  the  mode  of  life  of  the  officer 
in  the  Grenadier,  Coldstream,  or  Scots 
guards  will  in  the  main  apply  equally 
well  to  their  brothei*  officers  in  the  House- 
hold Cavalry,  with  the  exception  that 
these  ofhcei's  are  most  fortunate  in  be- 
ing able  to  live  in  their  own  mess,  at 
Knightsbridge,  Albany  Street,  and  Wind- 
sor, and  are  not  quartered  anywhei-e 
but  at  those  i)laces.  Life  in  these  crack 
cavalry  corps  is  also  considerably  more 
expensive  than  in  the  Foot-Guards;  the 
mess,  though  well  and  economically  man- 
aged, is  undeniably  dearer;  and,  owing 
to  the  fact  that  the  ollicers  of  these  regi- 
ments are  all  or  nearly  all  wealthy  men, 
the  whole  style  of  living  is  very  much 
more  costly  than  in  the  corps  I  have  hith- 
erto been  considering.  But  even  in  these 
expensive  regiments  the  style  of  living 
does  not  approach  the  magnificence  with 
which  it  is  credited  in  the  imagination  of 
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tlie  foreig-n  journalist.  Practically  every 
one  hunts  and  plays  polo,  both  amuse- 
ments re(iuiriDg  a  good  deal  of  expendi- 
ture, but  the  yacht,  the  grouse-moor,  and 
the  opera-box  are,  as  a  rule,  conspicuous 
l)y  their  absence,  though  one  or  two  of 
tiie  ofhcers  are  keen  on  Corinthian  ra- 
cing, and  several  are  fortunate  enough  to 
possess  the  best  of  grouse,  partridge,  and 
cover  shooting. 

Leaving  the  Household  troops  and 
turning  to  the  cavalry  of  the  line,  we  will 
find  a  wide  dillerence  in  the  expense  and 
the  mode  of  life  of  different  corps.  Opin- 
ions diil'er  very  much,  even  in  the  service 
itself,  as  to  which  regiment  can  lay  claim 
to  be  the  "smartest''  cavalry  regiment  in 
the  army,  though  the  palm  is  usually 
awarded  to  the  lOtli  Hussars,  of  which 
regiment  the  Pi-ince  of  Wales  is  Colonel, 
and  which  included  among  its  officers  the 
late  Duke  of  Clarence.  Admission  to  the 
commissioned  ranks  of  the  lOtli  is,  as 
might  be  imagined,  more  difficult  than 
to  those  of  any  other  regiment,  the  so- 
cial position  of  the  candidate  being  a  mat- 
ter of  much  importance,  while  consider- 
able pr'vate  means  are  also  an  essential. 
Officers  have  lived  in  the  10th  with  an 
allowance  of  only  £500  a  year  in  addition 
to  their  pay,  but  they  have  rarely  lasted 
long,  and  the  average  income  of  the  offi- 
cers is  very  much  higher.  Li  some  other 
regiments  which  do  not  hold  the  high  so- 
cial position  accorded  practically  unani- 
mously to  the  officers  of  the  I'Oth,  the 
necessity  for  considerable  private  means 
is  equally  strong,  but  these  regiments  are 
in  many  cases  recruited  rather  from  the 
aristocracy  of  wealth  than  from  that  of 
hereditary  distinction.  Since  agricultural 
depression  has  nuide  itself  felt,  thus  mak- 
ing serious  reductions  in  the  incomes  of 
the  land -owning  classes,  nuxny  men  of 
high  social  position  have  been  unable  to 
atlord  the  expense  of  maintaining  a  son 
in  a  crack  cavalry  cor{)s,  and  in  conse- 
quence a  number  of  these  corps  are  now 
mainly  recruited,  so  far  as  their  commis- 
sioned ranks  are  concerned,  fi'om  the  sons 
of  men  who  have  made  fortunes  in  trade. 
However,  to  return  to  my  subject:  the 
youngster  whose  parents  can  afford  to 
maintain  him  in  a  good  cavalry  regiment 
has  the  prospect,  even  m  these  days,  oi  a 
very  pleasant  life  before  him.  As  in  the 
case  of  the  Household  iroops.ihe  lad  about 
to  join  will  probably  have  friends  or 
school-fellows  in  the  regiment  to  which  he 


lias  been  posted,  the  great  public  schools 
still  furnishing  the  largest  proportion  of 
cavalry  othcers.  As  every  corps  is  exceed- 
ingly jealous  of  its  own  social  standing, 
it  is  needless  to  say  that  as  soon  as  the 
name  of  the  new  subaltern  appears  in  the 
Gazette,  the  most  anxious  inquiries  are 
made  in  the  regiment  as  to  whether  he  is 
a  '"good  sort,"  and  likely  to  do  the  regi- 
ment credit.  The  lad  who  joins  with  a 
school  reputation  of  being  a  tine  cricketer 
or  racquet-player  is  assured  of  a  welcome 
which  would  possibly  be  denied  to  the 
lad  who  had  passed  at  top  of  the  list  into 
the  service.  As  in  the  Guards,  each 
regiment  of  cavalry  has  its  own  tailor, 
and  the  young  officer  joining  will  tind 
it  essential  to  ascertain  the  names  of  the 
artists  in  tunics  and  breeches  who  hap- 
pen to  possess  the  confidence  of  his  new 
corps.  These  tradesmen  will  be  found  to 
be  most  accommodating  in  every  way: 
but  civility  of  this  high  order  is  occa- 
sionally an  expensive  luxury,  and  it  may 
be  taken  as  a  rough  estimate  that  it  will 
not  be  an  easy  matter  to  get  a  complete 
cavalry  outfit,  exclusive  of  horses,  under, 
at  the  least,  £300.  However,  people  who 
put  their  sons  into  the  cavalry  must  be 
prepared  for  this  sort  of  thing;  the  money 
will,  without  doubt,  be  forth-coming,  and 
on  the  expiration  of  his  leave  the  young- 
ster will  join  his  regiment  like  a  young 
bear  with  all  his  troubles  before  him. 
At  first  the  greater  part  of  his  days  will 
be  taken  up  with  his  initiation  in  the 
mysteries  of  foot-drill,  riding-school,  fen- 
cing, and  gymnastics,  while  his  spare  time 
will  be  at  the  disposal  of  his  junior  bro- 
ther officers,  who  will  conscientiously  en- 
deavor to  tind  out  for  themselves  the 
limits  of  the  new-comer's  good  temper 
and  physical  strength.  If  the  neophyte 
be  an  easy -tempered  and  well -plucked 
youngster,  his  trials  will  soon  be  over, 
and  he  will  before  long  tind  himself  on 
a  footing  of  the  most  perfect  equality, 
off'  parade,  with  his  brother  officers,  and 
a  member  of  a  large  family  who  may 
have  then"  liitle  private  differences,  but 
who  present  an  unbroken  front  to  the 
outside  world.  This  regimental  family 
is.  as  a  rule,  by  no  means  an  Eveless 
Eden  ;  several  of  the  officers  will  proba- 
bly be  married  men.  and  the  ladies  of 
the  regiment  are  usually  quite  recognized 
as  members  of  the  regimental  family, 
and  are  quite  as  keen  as  their  husbands 
to  maintain  in  everv  wav  the  honor  and 
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credit  of  the  corps.  The  regiment  like- 
wise feels  that  the  married  ladies  belong- 
to  it  quite  as  much  as  do  their  husbands; 
and  outsiders  are  occasionally  made  to 
repent  an  action,  possibly  unintentional, 
Avhich  has  been  construed  into  a  social 
slight  on  one  of  these  ladies.  In  some 
regiments  the  ladies  all  dine  at  mess  with 
tlieir  husbands'  brother  officers  on  Christ- 
mas night;  in  others,  other  little  friendly 
customs  exist,  identifying  them  with  the 
corps;  and  in  the  case  of  all  regimental 
entertainments,  the  wife  of  the  senior  of- 
ficer will,  as  a  matter  of  course,  receive 
the  guests.  In  view  of  what  I  have  said 
above,  the  reader  must  not  run  awa}^  with 
the  idea  that  matrimony  is  at  all  encour- 
aged in  the  cavalry ;  very  far  from  it.  It 
is  recognized  that  human  frailty  is  such 
tliat  some  allowance  must  be  made  for 
senior  officers,  but  the  married  subaltern 
is  not  likely  to  find  himself  popular, 
and,  unless  a  very  good  chap,  may  re- 
ceive a  strong  hint  to  remove  himself 
and  his  bride  to  some  other  regiment. 
The  feeling  about  matrimony  may  be 
summed  up  as  follows :  the  Colonel  should 
be  married— a  bachelor  Colonel  in  the 
mess  is  not  always  a  joy  forever;  Majors, 


especially  if  grumpy  and  livery  in  the 
mornings,  may  be  married;  Captains 
should  not  be  married;  and  subalterns 
must  be  bachelors— though,  sad  to  say, 
they  often  prove  quite  as  susceptible  as 
their  seniors.  The  chief  reason  for  this 
feeling  against  matrimony  is  that  it  is 
bad  for  the  mess.  Married  officers  only 
pay  half  the  usual  mess  subscriptions 
tlu'ough  tlieir  agents,  and  as  they  seldom 
dine  in  the  mess,  the  cost  of  maintaining 
a  proper  establishment,  being  divisible 
into  fewer  parts,  falls  more  heavily  on 
the  bachelor  members.  Also  the  socia- 
bility of  the  mess  suffers;  and,  though  this 
is  strictly  between  ourselves,  the  addition 
of  a  new  lady  to  the  married  roll  of  a 
regiment  is  not  always  found  to  increase 
the  harmony  of  its  regimental  life.  In 
some  corps  would-be  benedicts  have  to 
pay  a  fine  of  £100  to  the  funds  of  the 
mess  as  a  compensation  for  their  intend- 
ed desertion. 

I  find  that  I  am  now  getting  beyond 
the  limits  of  space  assigned  to  me,  and 
must  reserve  for  another  article  a  descrip- 
tion of  the  officers'  life  and  amusements  at 
home  and  abroad,  both  in  the  cavalry  and 
in  the  other  branches  of  the  British  army. 


^'PER   DOMOS   DITIS   YACUAS." 

BY  ROSAMUND   MARRIOTT   WATSON. 

rilHE  old,  old  Wind  that  whispers  to   old  trees, 
X    Round  the  dark  country  when  the  sun  has  set, 
Goes  murmuring  still  of  unremembered  seas 

And  cities   of  the  dead  that  men  forget— 
An  old  blind  beggar-man,  distained  and  gray, 

With  ancient  tales  to  tell. 
Mumbling  of  this  and  that  upon   his   way, 

Strange  song  and   muttered  spell — 
Neither  to  East  or  ^Yest,  or  South  or  Xorth, 

His  habitation  lies, 
This  roofless  vagabond  who  .wanders  forth 

Aye  under  alien  skies — 
A  gypsy  of  the  air,  he  comes  and  goes 

Between  the  tall  trees  and  the  shadowed  grass, 
And  what  he  tells  onl}^  the  twilight  knows  .  .  . 

The  tall  trees  and  the  twilight  hear  him  pass. 


To  him  the  Dead  stretch  forth  their  strengthless  hands, 
He  who  campaigns  in   other  climes  than  this. 

He  who  is  free  of  the  Unshapen   Lands, 
The  empty  homes  of  Dis. 


SUX-DOWX    LEFLATIE'S    WAT.M    SPOT. 

BY   FKEDEKIC    REMINGTON. 


qiOWARDS  midday  the  steady  brill- 
X  iaiicy  of  the  sun  liad  satiated  my 
color  sense,  ai)d  the  dust  kicked  up  in  an 
in-itatinf^  way,  Avhile  tlie  cliuu'-a-chug, 
chug-a-cluig-,  of  the  ponies  l)eo-an  to  bore 
me.  I  wished  for  something  to  hap- 
pen. 

We  had  picked  wild  plums,  which  liad 
subdued  mj'  six -hour  appetite,  but  the 
unremitting-  walk-along  of  our  march  had 
gotten  on  my  nerves.  A  proper  man 
should  not  have  such  fussy  things— but  I 
have  them,  more  is  the  pity.  The  pony 
Avas  going  beautifully:  I  could  not  quar- 
rel with  him.  The  high  ])lains  do  things 
in  such  a  set  w^ay,  so  far  as  weather 
is  concerned,  and  it  is  a  day's  march  be- 
fore you  change  views.  I  began  to  long 
for  a  few  rocks — a  few  rails  and  some 
ragged  trees — a  pool  of  water  with  some 
reflectic  ns— in  short,  anything  but  the  hor- 
izontal monotony  of  our  surroundings. 

To  add  to  this  complaining,  it  could 
not  be  exi)ected  that  these  wild  men  would 
ever  stop  until  they  got  there,  wherever 
"there''  might  ha})pen  to  be  this  day. 
I  evidently  do  not  have  their  purpose, 
which  is  '"  big  game,"  close  to  my  heart.. 
The  chickens  in  this  creek-bottom  which 
we  are  following  up  would  suit  me  as 
well. 

These  people  will  not  be  diverted, 
though  I  must,  so  I  set  my  self-considering 
eye  on  Sun-Down  Leflare.  He  will  answer, 
for  lie  is  a  strange  man.  with  his  curious 
English  and  his  weird  past.  He  is  a  tall 
person  of  great  physical  power,  and  must 
in  his  youth  have  been  a  handsome  vaga- 
bond. Born  and  raised  with  the  buftalo 
Indians,  still  there  was  white  man  enough 
about  him  foi'  a  point  of  view  which  I 
c-ould  understand.  His  great  head,  al- 
most KonKHi.  was  not  Indian,  for  it  was 
too  fine;  nor  was  it  French;  it  answered 
to  none  of  those  requirements.  His  char- 
acter was  so  fine  a  balance  between  the 
two,  when  one  considered  his  environ- 
ment, that  I  never  was  at  a  loss  to  i)]ace 
the  inflections.  And  yet  he  was  an  ex- 
otic, and  could  never  bore  a  man  who  had 
read  a  little  history. 

Soml)reroed     and      mocoas'ined.     Sun- 


Down  pattered  along  on  his  roau  pinto, 
talking  seven  languages  at  the  pack- 
ponies,  and  I  drew  alongside.  I  knew  he 
never  contributed  to  the  sum  of  human 
knowledge  gratuitously :  it  had  to  be  irri- 
tated out  of  him  with  delicacy.  I  won- 
dered if  he  ever  had  a  romance.  I  knew 
if  he  ever  had.  it  would  be  curious.  We 
bumped  along  for  a  time  doggedly,  and  I 
said. 

"  Where  you  living  now.  Sun-Down.''"' 

Instantly  came  the  reply.  "  Lreevin' 
here.*'  He  yelled  at  a  pack-horse;  but. 
turning  witli  a  benignant  smile,  added. 
"Well.  I  weare  leeve  on  dees  pony,  er 
een  de  blanket  on  de  white  pack-horse." 

"  2s o  tepee?"  I  asked. 

"No — no  tepee,"  came  rather  solemn- 
ly for  Sun-Down,  who  was  not  solemn 
by  nature,  having  rather  too  much  variety 
for  that. 

"I  suppose  you  are  a  married  man?" 

"  No— no — me  not  marry,"  came  the 
heavy  response. 

"  Had  no  woman,  hey  :"  I  said,  as  I  gave 
lip  the  subject. 

"Oh.yees!  woman — had  seex  woman.'' 
came  the  rather  overwhelming  informa- 
tion. 

•'Children  too.  I  suppose?" 

"Oh.  dam.  yeesl  whole  tribe.  Why, 
I  was  have  boy  old  as  you  aire.  He  up 
Canada  way;  hees  mudder  he  Blackfoot 
woman.  Dat  was  'way. '  way  back  yondair, 
when  I  was  firs'  come  Rocky  Mountain. 
I  weare  a  boy." 

I  asked  where  the  woman  was  now. 

"Dead  —  long,  long  time.  She  got 
keel  by  bulTalo.  She  was  try  for  skin 
butfalo  wliat  was  not  dead  'nougli  for 
skin.  Buffalo  was  skin  her."  and  Sun- 
Down  grinned  quickly  at  his  pleasantry: 
but  it  somehow  did  not  appeal  to  my  hu- 
mor so  much  as  to  my  imagination,  and  it 
revealed  an  undomesticated  mind. 

"Did  you  never  have  one  Avoman 
whom  you  loved  more  than  all  the  oth- 
ers?" I  went  on. 

"  Yees :  twenty  year  "go  I  had  Gros  Ven- 
tre woman.  She  was  tine  woman — bes' 
Avoman  I  eA'air  liaA'e.  I  pay  twenty-five 
pony  for  her.      She  Avas  dress  de  robe  un 
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paint  eet  bettair,  un  I  was  mak  heap  of 
money  on  her.  But  she  was  keel  by 
de  Sioux  while  she  was  one  day  pick 
de  wir  plum,  un  I  lose  de  twenty -five 
pony  een  leetle  ovair  a  year  I  have  her. 
Sac re ! 

"  Eef  man  was  hab  seex  Avoman  lak 
dat  een  dose  day,  he  was  not  ask  de  odds 
of  any  reech  man.  He  coukl  sell  de  robe 
plenty;"  and  Sun-Down»  heaved  a  down- 
rig-ht  sig-h. 

I  charg-ed  him  with  being-  an  old  trader, 
who  always  bought  his  women  and  his 
horses;  and  Sun-Down  turned  his  head 
to  me  with  the  chin  raised,  while  there 
was  the  wild  animal  in  his  eye. 

"Buy  my  woman!  What  de  'ell  you 
know  I  buy  my  woman?" 

And  then  I  could  see  my  line  work,  I 
gave  him  a  contemptuous  laugh. 

Then  his  voice  came  high  -pitched: 
"You  ask  me  de  oddar  night  eef  I  weare 
evair  cole.  Do  you  tink  I  was  evair  cole 
now?  You  say  I  buy  my  woman.  Now 
I  weel  tell  you  I  deed  not  alway  buy  my 
woman." 

And  I  knew  that  he  would  soon  vindi- 
cate his  gallantry,  so  I  said,  softly,  "I  will 
have  to  believe  what  you  tell  me  about 
it." 

"I  don'  wan'  for  dat  agent  to  know 
'bout  all  dees  woman  beesness.  He  was 
good  frieii'  of  mine,  but  he  pretty  good 
man  back  Eas' — maybeso  he  not  lak  me 
eef  he  know  more  'bout  me;"  and  Sun- 
Down  regained  his  composure, 

"Oh,  don't  you  fret  —  I  won't  say  a 
word,"  I  assured  him.  And  here  I  find 
myself  violating  his  confidence  in  print; 
but  it  won't  matter.  Neither  Sun-Down 
nor  the  agent  will  ever  read  it. 

' '  'Way  back  yondair,  maybeso  you  'bout 
dees  high" — and  he  leaned  down  from 
his  pony,  spreading  his  palm  about  two 
feet  and  a  half  above  the  buffalo-grass— 
"I  was  work  for  Meestar  MacDonnail, 
what  hab  trade-pos'  on  Missouri  Reever, 
I  was  go  out  to  de  Enjun  camp,  un  was 
try  for  mak  'em  come  to  Meestar  MacDon- 
nail for  trade  skin.  Well,  all  right.  I 
was  play  de  card  for  dose  Enjun,  un  Avas 
manage  for  geet  some  skin  mj^self  for 
trade  Meestar  MacDonnail.  I  was  know 
dose  Enjun  varrie  well.  I  was  play  de 
card,  was  run  de  buffalo,  un  was  trap  de 
skin. 

"I  was  all  same  Enjun — fringe,  bead, 
long  hair  —  but  I  was  wear  de  hat,  I 
was    hab  de    bes'  pony  een  de  country, 


un  I  was  hab  de  firs'  breech-loadair  een 
de  country.  Ah,  I  was  reech!  Well,  I 
j^oung  man,  un  de  squaw  she  was  good 
frien'  for  me,  but  Snow-Owl  hab  young 
woman,  un  he  tink  terreble  lot  'bout  her 
—was  watch  her  all  time.  Out  of  de  side 
of  her  eye  she  was  watch  me,  un  I  was 
watch  her  out  of  de  side  of  my  eye — we 
was  both  watch  each  oddar,  but  we  deed 
not  speak.  She  was  look  fine,  by  gar! 
You  see  no  woman  at  Billings  Fair  what 
would  speet  even  wid  her.  I  tink  she 
not  straight-bred  Enjun  woman — I  tink 
she  'bout  much  Enjun  as  I  be.  All  time 
we  watch  each  oddar,  I  know  eet  no  use 
for  try  trade  Snow-Owl  out  of  her,  so  I 
tink  I  win  her  wid  de  cards.  Den  I  was 
deal  de  skin  game  for  Snow-Owl,  un  was 
hab  heem  broke— was  geet  all  hees  pony, 
all  hees  robe,  was  geet  hees  gun ;  but 
eet  no  use.  Snow-Owl  she  not  put  de 
woman  on  de  blanket.  I  tell  heem,  '  You 
put  de  woman  on  de  blanket,  by  gar  I 
put  twenty  pony  un  forty  robe  on  de 
blanket.' 

"No,  he  sais  he  weel  not  put  de  woman 
on  de  blanket.  He  nevair  mind  de  robe 
un  de  pony.  He  go  to  de  Alsaroke  un 
steal  more  pony,  un  he  have  de  robe  plenty 
by  come  snow. 

"Well,  he  tak  some  young  man  un  he 
go  off  to  Alsaroke  to  steal  horse,  un  I  seet 
roun'  un  watch  dat  woman.  She  watch 
me.  Pretty  soon  camp  was  hunt  de  buf- 
falo, un  I  was  hunt  Snow-Owl's  woman. 
Every  one  was  excite,  un  dey  don'  tak  no 
'count  of  me.  I  see  'de  woman  go  up  leetle 
coulie  for  stray  horse,  un  I  foliar  her.  I 
sais :  '  How  do?  You  come  be  my  woman. 
We  run  off  to  Meestar  MacDon nail's  trade- 
house.' 

"  She  sais  she  afraid.  Itoleher:  'Your 
buck  no  good;  he  got  no  robe,  no  pony; 
he  go  leave  you  to  live  on  de  camp,  I 
am  reech.  Come  wid  me.'  And  den  I 
walk  up  un  steek  my  knife  eento  de  ribs  of 
de  old  camp  pony  what  she  was  ride.  He 
was  go  hough !  hough !  un  was  drop  down. 
She  was  say  she  weel  go  wid  me,  un  I  was 
tie  her  hand  un  feet,  all  same  cowboy  she 
rope  de  steer  down,  un  I  was  leave  her 
dair  on  de  grass.  I  was  ride  out  een  de 
plain  for  geet  my  horse-ban',  un  was  tell 
my  moccasin-boy  I  was  wan'  heem  go  do 
dees  ting,  go  do  dat  ting— I  was  forget 
now\ 

"  Well,  den  back  I  go  wid  de  horse- 
ban'  to  de  w^oman,  un  was  put  her  on 
good  strong  pony,  but  I  was  tak  off  hees 
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lariat  un  was  tie  her  feet  uudar  liees  belly. 
I  tiiik  niaybeso  she  skin  out.  Den  we 
mak  trail  for  Meestar  MacDonnail,  un 
eet  was  geet  night.  I  was  ask  her  eef  she 
be  my  squaw.  She  sais  she  will  be  my 
squaw;  but  by  gar  she  was  my  squaw, 
anyhow,  eef  I  not  tak  off  de  rawhide." 
Sun-Down  here  gave  liimself  up  to  a  little 
merriment,  which  called  crocodiles  and 
liyenas  to  my  mind. 

"I  was  tell  you  not  for  doubt  I  mak 
dat  horse-ban'  burn  de  air  dat  night.  I 
knew  eef  dose  Enjun  peek  up  dat  trail, 
dey  run  me  to  a  stan'-steel.  Eet  was 
two  day  to  Meestar  MacDonnail,  un  I  got 
dair  'bout  dark,  un  Meestar  MacDonnail 
she  sais,  '  When  dose  Enjun  was  come 
cen?'  I  sais,  'Dey  come  pretty  queek,  I 
guess.' 

"I  was  glad  for  geet  een  dat  log  fence. 
My  pony  she  could  go  no  more.  Well, 
I  was  res'  up,  un  maybeso  eet  four  day 
when  up  come  de  'vance-guard  of  dose 
Enjun,  un  dey  was  mad  as  wolf.  Deedn't 
have  nothin'  on  but  de  moccasin  un  de 
red  paint.  Dey  was  crazy.  Meestar  Mac- 
Don  nai^  he  not  let  'em  een  de  log  fence. 
Den  he  was  say,  '  What  een  hell  de  mat- 
lair,  Leflare?'  I  sais,  '  Guess  dey  los'  some- 
ting.' 

"  Meestar  MacDonnail  was  geet  up  on 
de  beeg  gate,  un  was  say,  'What  you  En- 
jun want?'  Dey  was  say,  'Leflare:  he 
stole  chief's  wife.'  Dey  was  want  heem 
for  geeve  me  up.  Den  Meestar  MacDon- 
nail he  got  crazy,  un  he  dam  me  terre- 
l)le.  He  sais  I  was  ilo  beesness  steal  wo- 
man un  come  to  hees  house;  but  I  was 
tol'  heem  I  have  no  oddar  plass  for  go 
but  hees  house.  He  sais.  'Why  you  tak 
woman,  anyhow?'  I  was  shrug  my  shoul- 
dair. 

"  Dose  Enjun  dey  was  set  roun"  on  dair 
ham-bone  un  watch  dat  plass.  un  den 
pretty  soon  was  come  de  village — dog. 
baby,  dry  meat  —  whole  outfeet.  Well. 
Leflare  he  was  up  in  a  tree,  for  dey  was 
mak  camp  all  roun'  dat  log  fence  Mees- 
tar ]\IacDonnail  he  was  geet  on  de  gate. 
de  Enjun  dey  was  set  on  de  grass,  un  dey 
was  talk  a  hea])--dey  was  talk  steady  for 
two  day.  De  Enjun  was  have  me  or  dey 
was  burn  de  pos".  ^lecstar  MacDonnail 
sais  he  was  geeve  up  de  woman.  De  En- 
jun was  say.  dam  de  woman — was  want 
me.  I  was  say  I  was  uo\.  geeve  up  de 
woman.  Dat  was  tine  woman,  un  I  was 
say  eef  dey  geet  dat  woman,  dey  must 
geet  Leflare  firs". 


••  All  night  dar  was  more  talk,  un  de 
Enjun  dey  was  yell.  Meestar  MacDon- 
nail was  want  me  for  mak  run  een  de 
night-time,  but  I  was  not  tink  I  geet  troo. 
'  Well,  den,'  he  sais.  'you  geeve  yourself 
to  dose  Enjun.'  I  was  laugh  at  heem. 
un  cock  my  breech-loadair.  un  say.  '  You 
cannot  mak  me.' 

'■  De  Enjun  dey  was  shoot  dar  gun  at 
de  log  fence,  un  de  white  man  he  was 
shoot  een  de  air.     Eet  was  war. 

"  All  right.  Pretty  soon  dey  was  mak 
de  peace  sign,  un  was  talk  some  more. 
Snow-Owl  had  come. 

"Den  I  got  on  de  gate  un  I  yell  at 
dem.  I  was  call  dem  all  de  dog.  all  de 
woman  een  de  worl'.  I  was  say  Snow- 
Owl  he  dam  ole  sage-hen.  He  lose  hees 
robe,  hees  pony,  hees  woman,  un  I  leek 
heem  een  de  bargain  eef  he  not  run  lak 
deer  when  he  hear  my  voice.  Den  I  was 
yell,  bah  I"  which  Sun-Down  did.  putting 
all  the  prairie-dogs  into  their  holes  for 
our  day's  march. 

•'  Den  dey  was  talk. 

"  Well.  I  sais,  eef  Snow- Owl  he  any 
good,  let  us  fight  for  de  woman.  Let 
dose  Enjun  sen'  two  beeg  chief  eento  de 
log  fence,  un  I  weel  go  out  eento  de  plain 
un  fight  Snow-Owl  for  de  woman.  Eef 
I  leek,  dose  Enjun  was  have  go  'way;  un 
eef  dar  was  any  one  strike  me  but  Snow- 
Owl,  de  two  chief  mus'  die.  Meestar 
MacDonnail  he  say  de  two  chief  mus'  die. 
De  Enjun  was  talk  heap.  Was  say  'fraid 
of  my  gun.  I  was  say  eef  I  not  tak  my 
gun.  den  Snow-Owl  mus'  not  tak  hees  bow- 
arrow.  Den  dey  send  de  two  chief  eento 
de  log  house.  We  was  fight  wid  de  lance 
un  de  skin-knife. 

"Eet  was  noon,  un  was  hot.  I  was 
sliarp  my  knife,  was  tie  up  my  bes'  pony 
tail,  un  was  tak  otf  my  clothes,  but  was 
wear  my  hat  for  keep  de  sun  out  of  my 
eye.  Den  I  was  geet  on  my  pony  un  go 
out  troo  de  gate.  I  was  yell,  'Come  on, 
Snow-Owl;  I  teach  you  new  game;'  un  I 
was  laugh  at  dem. 

"  Dose  Enjun  weare  not  to  come  within 
rifle-shot  of  de  pos',  or  de  chief  mus'  die, 

"  All  riglit.  Out  come  Snow-Owl.  He 
was  pretty  man  —  pretty  good  man,  I 
guess.  Oh.  eet  was  long  time  'go.  I  tink 
he  was  brav"  man,  but  he  was  tink  too 
much  of  dat  woman.  He  was  on  pinto 
pony,  un  was  have  not  a  ting  on  heem 
but  de  breech-clout  un  de  bull-liide  shiel'. 
Den  we  leek  our  pony,  un  we  went  for 
fight.      I  dun'no'  jes  what  eet  all  weare;" 
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,•111(1   SiiM-l  )(>\vii    l)("_::iii   to    undo  liis  sliii-l.  into    my    lifatl:    Imi    1   said.   "' Sun-1  )t»\vii. 

Iiaiiliiiu  il  back'  lo  show  iiic  a  hii:-  livid  \ on  aft- a  raw  lioi;-.""  and  we  ]»o:h  laiitrljed. 
scar  Ilii'oii.Lili  liic  iMLZ'lil    l)i'cast.  liiji'li  up  l>y  Sn  ovci-  tiic  Iniio-  day's  i-ide  we  bc»i»l)ed 

t  lie  slioiildci'.  aloiiLi'    lo.iietliei-.  wiili    no   more    romance 

•  I  )c    |)OMy    <4-o    pal.  pat,   pat.  um    lak    de  than   liiimi-ry  men    are   a])t   lo    feel   l»efore 

li-lit    in    (\<'  mornin"  sjie    traixd    "cross   dc  the    eveninu-    meah       We    toiled    up    tljc 

plain  \vc  come  lo.uaddar.       1  lees  heei^-  huf-  liills,  drivin^:"   the   pack-lior.se.s.   while    the 

lalo  lance  she  l;-o  clean  t  roo  my  shouhlar.  disappearing-  sun  made  the  red  sand-rocks 

mi  hrak  oil"  dc  hlade.  un  trow  me  oil"  my  ulitter  with   lii^'ht   on    oui-  left,  and  about 

pony.      Snow    ()wl    sin;    stop    liees    pony  us  the  air  and  the  ijrass  wei-e  cold.      Pi'cs- 

cliuck.  cliunck'.  chinck.  un  was  come  roun'  ently  we  made  cam])  in  the  canyon,  and 

for  run  me    down.      1    jx^dced   up  a  stone  what    with    layinu-   oin"   heddini:.  cooking- 

un  trow  e(;t  at  heeni.       Vou  bet  my  medi-  oui-    supper,   and    smokincf.   the    dai'kness 

cine  she  u'ood  ;  eet   heet  Ihmmii  een  de  back  had  come.      (  )ur  companions  had  tuiMied 

of  de  head.  into    their    blankets,    leavinir    Sun-Down 

"SnowOwl  slu' u'o  w()bi)le.  wobble,  un  and  me  o-azin"'   into  tlie  tire.      The  dance 

she  slid<>  oil'  de  jjoiiy  slow  lak,  un  1   was  of  the    tlames   was    all   that   occu]>ied  my 

run  up  for  heem.      When   1  was  o(H>t  dair  mind   until  Sun-Down   said.  '"I  want   for 

he   was   o-eet,  on   hei^s   feet,  un    we  was  u'O  <:•()  Bufoi'd  dees  wintair." 
at  eet   wid   de  knife.      Sno^v-()wl  was  bes"  '"Why  don't  you  iro.'""  I  (diip)ied  in. 

man    wid    de    lance.  l)ut    1    was   bes'   man  ""(.^h — leetle    hahy — so    lonfr."  and    he 

wid  de  knife,  un  hees  head  was  not  come  showed  me  by  spreailiiii!'  his  hands  about 

hack    to   heem   from   de  stcnie,  for  I   keel  eio-hteen  inches, 
heem.  un  1  took  he(^s  hair:   all  de  time  de  "'  Your  baby.  Sun-Down?" 

lance   she   steek    out  of  my  shouldar.      I  "  Yees  —  my    little    baby."  he    replied, 

was    <i-o  to  d«^  trade-i)os'.  un    dose  Enjun  meditatively. 

was  yell    t(M'rel)le;    but  Meestar   Ma(T)on-  ""  V\'liy  can't  ycMi  <ro  to  Bufoi'd  :"  T  haz- 

nail  si;;  was  o-(M^t  on   de  u'ate  un  say  i]ey  arded. 
mus'  ii'o  'way  or  de  chief  mus'  die.  '"  Leetle  baby  she  no  stan'  de  trip.     Eet 

"  Nex'  morning-  dey    was  all    o-(>  "way:  varrie  late  een  de  fall  —  maybeso  snow — 

un  [jetlarf^  he  u'o 'way  too.      ^Feestai"  ^Nfac-  leetle  baby  she  no  stand  dat." 
Donnail    ho   did    not   tiiTk    1    was  buy  all  "Why    don't    you    g-o    by   railroad.'"   T 

my  s(piaw.      Sacre !  pressed:    but.  bless   me.  1   knt^v  that   was 

"Oh.  de  s(iuaw — ^well.  I  sol'  her  for  a  foolish  question,  since  Sun -Down  Le- 
one hundred  dollar  to  white  man  on  de  tiare  did  not  belong"  to  tlie  I'ailroad  })ei-iod. 
Yellowstone.  'Twas  t'ree  year  aftair  and  could  not  even  contem]-»late  g-oingf 
dat  fig-ht  ;"  and  Sun-Down  made  a  detour  anywhere  that  way. 

into   the  brushy  bottom  to  head  b;tck  the  "T  g-ot   de  wag'on   un    de  pony,  but   de 

kitcli(Mi-mare.  while  1  rode  along',  musing-,  baby  she   too   leetle.      Maybeso  I  g'o  nex' 

This   roug-li   plains  wanderer   is  an  old  year  eef  baby  she  all  rig-ht.      1  g-ot  white 

man  now,  and  he  may  have  foi-g-otten  his  wonum    u}>  at   ag-ency  for  tak   care  of  de 

tender    feelings    of    long-    ag-o.       He    had  baby,  un   eet  cos'  me  t'ree  dollar  a  week, 

never  (examined  liimstM  f  for  anything-  but  You    s'pose    I    ]>ul    dat    baby   een    a   dam 

wounds  of  the  tlesh.  and  nature  had  laid  Enjun  tejiee:"      And  liis  voice  rose  trucu- 

roug-h  roads  in  liis  path,  but  still  he  sold  lently. 

the  s(|uaw  for  whom  he  had  been  will-  As  I  had  not  su])posed  anything-  con- 
ing" to  give  his  life.  How  can  I  reconcih^  cerning-  it,  1  was  embarrassed  somewhat, 
this  romance  to  its  po.sitively  fatal  ter-  and  said,  "(^f  course  not — but  whei-e  was 
mination.'  tiie  mother  o\'  the  child?" 

l^ack   cauH^  Sun -Down    pn^st^itly.  and  "Oii.   her    nnulder — well,  she    was    no 

spuri-ing-    up   the    cut  Ivink.   ht>   s;ing-   out.  Enjun.      Don'  know  Avhei-e  she  ees  now. 

You  tink'  I  always  bay  my  S(|uaw.  hey.'  When  de  leetle  baby  was  boiui.  hei-  mud- 

— what  you  tink  "iiou!  ed  now  .-■'  dov  was  run  otV  on  de  dam  railroad:"  and 

Oh.  you  old  land-l(^]Mu-.   1   i]o  not   i-cuinv  we  turneil  in  for  tlu^  nig-ht. 
what  to  think  about   \-ou.  was  what  came  Mv  romance  h.ad  ari-ived. 
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I'.V    KKV.   ALHXANDKIi  M.\(  KAY  SMITH.   D.D. 

ON    a    wet    and    dreary    eveninu-  in    tlie  sei-ved  as  tlie  key-note  to  the  ruling-  ideas 

inoiitli  of  .June,  JSS<>.  tlie  last  act   in  of  tliese  "' nionairlis."      They  liad  an  un- 

one  of  the  most  st»'ikin<i-  tfa;j;-edies  of  mod-  easy  sense.  a}i]>arently.  that   they  did  not 

ei-n    times    was    (dosinl   n<>ar  tlie   I'omantic  helon^- to  the  lirst  rank  of  king's.      In  their 

( 'asth' of  l>ei'u-.  on  the  J.ake  of  Stai-nherg-.  ])alaees    the   visitor  will    lind    the    ci-own 

in    l>a\'aria.      'J'wo    pcjwerful    ligures    are  stam))ed    or   enii)roidered    a    dozen    times 

seen  h)cived  in  a  deadly  emhi'ace.  swayinu*  whei'e  it  may  ai)pear  once  in  the  "  Schloss  " 

hack  and  forth  in  the  shaHow  waters  near  at    Vienna,  or   the   Winter  Palace  of  St. 

1  lie  sliore,  the  one  sti-nu^-ling-  for  life,  the  Petershuro-.       This    inherited     disease    of 

otliei"  for  lilxu'ty:    nntil,  hoth  losing- their  royal    vanity  lay  cankering-  and  con-ui^t- 

foothold.  tlu'  waves  eng-nlf  them  in  a  com-  ing-  l)en(\ith  all  the  other  maladies  which 

mon  grave,  and   the  hody   of  a   monarch.  wreck«Hl  the  life  of  Louis  II. 

onc(^    known    as  "the    most    «Mivial)le    of  The  Bavarians  are  a  patient  ])eople.  in- 

maiikind,"  lloats    quietly    at     last    heside  dustrious.  contented,  and  with  an    amj^le 

that  of  his  faithful  ])hysician.  share  (^f  the  virtues  common  to  the  Ger- 

The  story  of  the  life  of  Kinu'  T.ouis  II.  man    race.      They    possess,  however,   like 

of  P>avai'ia  is  suinci(Mitly  familiar  to  most  othei-  nations.  "  the  vices  of  their  vii-tues.'' 

of  our  i-eaders  to  nuider  any  minute  re})e-  to  use  a   French   ex]^ression.      They  liave 

til  ion   of  it   needless.      l\'  it   had  heen  ask-  no  jiarticwlar  love   of  liherty.  and  rather 

ed    on    the    day    when    ht>    mounted    the  ])refer  a  stroni:-  Kino-  who  will  show  them 

throne  in  the  year  KS(M  who  had  tlu^  Ix^st  tiie  \vay   to   waliv    in.       Tlieii'  idtni   of  g-ov- 

cliance  of  hapi)iness  of  all  then  aliv(\  his  ernni-Mil  and  rulei's  is  so  utterly  dittei-ent 

name    would    prol)ahly  have  commamled  fi'om  that    of  tiie  Kng-lishman    or  Ameri- 

lh(^  sulVrages  of  most  men.      He  ])Ossessed  can  that  we  are  hardly  competent  to  criti- 

talents,  heauty.  wealth,  and  rank  to  a  de-  cise  them,  or  to   understand  the  ai^jiai'ent 

gree  fully  entitling-  him  to  claim  tlie  ring-  ]ilacidity  with  wliich  in  the  reign  of  Louis 

of    Polycraies.      And    he   i-eigued    ov(m-   a  they  watched  the   g'rowth   of  his  exti'ava- 

iiation    which,   although    not    in    the    tirst  g-ance.  arrog-ance.   and    contempt    foi*    his 

rank  in  power,  was  yet  devotedly  attach-  own  suhiects. 

<■(!  to  its  liandsonu'  hoy  King',  and  desirtnl  At  last,  however,  the  inevitahle  result 
m)thinu-so  much  as  that  he  should  have  was  reached.  Tht^  King-,  aftei'  di'aw- 
liisown  way.  lie  had  it:  and  the  tragedy  ing-  for  many  years  uncounted  millions 
of  the  Stai-nherg-  Lake,  after  more  than  fr(un  his  suhjects  in  return  for  duties  un- 
twenty  years  of  thoroug-h  sel lishness.  nn-  ]ierformtHl.  endeavored  to  hankru})t  the 
hounded  pritle.  and  wasteful  extrava-  stale  hy  unlimittHl  horrowing-.  while  he 
g-ance,  foi'uis  a.  mehuK^holy  connnentai-y  withdi-ew  from  all  intercourse  with  his 
on  the  truth  that  no  human  ])ow»n'  can  despisetl  fellow  -  heing-s.  exce])t  that  of 
make  g'ood  a  lack  of  the  commonplace  g-rooms  and  stalde-hi^ys.  The  ])eo])le  he- 
elenumts  of  s(M  f  rest  rain  t  and  a  siuisr  of  ing  virtually  without  a  ruhu-.  and  con- 
duty,  scions  tliat   they  wert^  fast   incurring-  the 

Some  allowaiKMMuust.  however.  i)e  uuuie  ridicule   of  Furo]i(\  a  woke  to  the  need  of 

foi'the  fact  that   t  he  young-  King-  inluM'il-  decisive     measures.       The     stoi'y    of    tlu^ 

(m1  the  poor  hlood  of  the  Wittelshach  fam-  Kiiii:"s    arresi    at    the    C^istle    of    Hohen- 

ily.  wliicii.  comi)oun(l(Hl  in  equal  p:;rts  o\  sciiwangau  I'cads    like    a    cha])ter  hy   the 

])ridi'    and    iiic.ipacity.   had    Itetui    furtluu'  author  of  the  Pn'sonrr  of  Zeudn.  so   ro- 

corrupted  hy  Xapoh-on.  wiio.  in  the  t\irly  nianlic  and  UKnlian-al    art^  its  details.      It 

part   of  this  cr'ni  ury.  half  conttMunt n(^u>ly  came   niuh  to  heing-  a  failure,  hut   at  last 

drop])e(l  a  crown  i>n  t  In-  "' tMcctoral  '"  h<>ad  blundered  into  success.     Amid  th(>  hi-eath- 

of  its   ruler,   in    paynuuit    i^n-    -Ncrvices   re-  h^ss  and  awt^-struck  wonder  of  th(^  sim])le 

ceived.  ]ioasanti'v  and   kindly  hurg-hei's.  the  mon- 

An    almost    insane    insisttuice    on   tlnir  arch  who  for  years  h;ul  hai'dly  deig-ned  to 

maji^sty  and  dig-nity  may  after  thi>  ho  oh-  visit    IMunich.  and   who.   when    thei'(\  had 
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driven  tln'oug-h  the  streets  sniM'(>niul(Hl  by 
guards  in  order  tlnit,  like  ;i  snltan.  lie 
inig"lit  neither  see  nor  he  S(hmi  hy  tlie 
crowd,  was  at  last  entrap[)ed  l)y  his  niiii- 
istei'S  and  relatives,  and  conveyed  to  I'xm'l;-. 
the  home  of  his  cliildliood.  A  few  days 
later  the  lake  received  and  stilled  for- 
ever that  ])r()ud,  nnsuMUch'd.  and  scliisli 
heart.      For  oncc^  the  ])avafians.  to  whom 


the  arts  owe  so  miu 
also  their  debtor. 

It  is  well  known, 
the    form    assumed 


h,  had  made  freedom 

as  stated  above,  that 
1)V     the     insanitv    of 


Kinof  Louis  was  a  kind  of  megalomania, 
an  absurd  idea  as  to  his  own  relative  im- 
])()rtan(N^  in  tlu^  scIkmik^  of  things,  dne  in 
])ai't  to  defective  h(»me  training,  in  ])art 
doubtless  to  having  ascend<Hl  his  little 
thi'one  wluMi  a  mere  boy.  Had  this  led 
him  to  i)lac(^  himself  at  the  head  of  his 
army  in  the  war  of  KStU)  with  Prussia,  or 
in  the  Franco-C  UM'inan  Avar  of  1S70,  win- 
ninii'  laurels  for  I^avaria,  it  might  well 
have  been  ])ardoned  as  a  useful  delusion. 
Ihit  in  l)oth  these  wars  he  rend(M'ed  him- 
self    conspicuous     among     th(^     German 
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■j)riiK'OS   by  sliuiniino-    tli*'    Held    of  battle  itices  lo-day  one  cannot  but  be  inipi'essed 

and  d(^votinii'  liiniself  to   tbo   arts.      And  by  tlu^  niau'iiiticenct'  of  llie  Kin*>-"s  ideas, 

it     must    be    eontVsscMl    tbat    in    tbese    be  AVe  may  object  to  bis  taste  as  too  mncb 

mi,U-bl.  witb   i)ro])tM'   api)licalion.  bavc   at-  inclined  to  tbe  \vors]ii]i  of  tbe  ""rococo." 

lained    some    jXM'sonal    di^t  in-'t  ion.      Tbe  and  as  siiowinu"  too  g'reat    a    de})end(nice 

musical   woi-ld  o\v(\s  bim  a  d(d)t   of  o-pati-  on  tbe  valtie  of  <i-old  in  oi'namrnt.  but  we 

tilde  foi-  bis  ])at rona.o'e  of   Wati'nei-.      He  cannot  deny  liim  tlie  credit   of  a   tinr  dis- 

took'    a     (b^ep    int<M-(>st     in     jviintinu-    and  crimimtt i»»n  in   tbe  <:atberin<:-  of  art   Irea- 

scnlpturc  and    optuunl    a    bivisb    purse    to  sui'es    to    furnisli    tbese    ])a]aces    from    all 

encourai:-*'    many    otluM'    arts.        Jbit     bis  tbe  (uuls  o(  tbe  eartli. 

cbief  cbiim    to   tiu'    i'(MntMnbranc<^   of   ])(^s  Tiu^  tourist  in  ]^)avai'ia  wIk^  fails  to  s(H^ 

tei-it\-   will   always  be  tbe  i)a]ac<>s.  or  cas-  tln^se   creations  of  Kin.Li-  Louis   loses   one 

tb^s.  wbicb    be  built.      Alany  o\'  tlic  UKwt  ^^(   ibe    nn^st    inttu'cstin^-   trips    in   central 

famous   artists   of    Km-ope    wei-c    occupitnl  Kurop(\      T.et    us  take  tliem  in  tbe  nsual 

for    years    in    desi^ninu-    and     furnisliinu'  order  of  Linderbof.  Xenscli wanstein.  ami 

tbem.  and  tbe  demand  wbicii  tbey  siimu  llerrencbiemsee.      T.indiu'bof    is    a    royal 

lated    foi-   tb(^  biL^'best    kind  of  e\ctdltMic(\  Ic^iii^-e.  deep  in  tbe  beart  (W  tbe  Bavarian 

not    mei'ely   in    ])aintiuu-.  but    in    tbe    kin-  TTJLi-blands.  t<>   tln^   soutb   of   Alunicdi.      It 

di"(>d    pui'suits   o\'   u'bi^s-viaiuiui:-.  -jold-tun-  was    luiiit    at    tbe    inu'iod    wlum    tbe   Kino- 

bi'oi(l(U'y.    t  ile  -  mouulim:-.   anii    l)rass    ami  lirst   bee-an   to  sbun   tbe   faces  of  bis  sub 

bronze    di^siuuiinu-    of    a    biub    e-radt\  con  .itn-ts.       Its  artistic    merit    is  distioured   by 

ti'ibuted     in     no     small     deuM-et^     to     u'ivt^  to(^  close  an   imitation  of  tln^  art  metbods 

Alunicb     its    prestmt     iui])i>r;a)ice    as     tbe  aiul    idt^ils   of   tln^    auH^    of  T^ouis   Quinze. 

]H)me  of  tbese  arts.       In   visiiin^-  tbe«-e  edi-  Indeed,  botb  bei-e  and  at  1  bu-i-iuicbiemsee 
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the  great  defect  wiiicb  liaiiiits  tlie  observ- 
er is  a  realization  of  bow  beartily  tlie  Ba- 
varian Kino-  admired  not  merely  the  aji'e, 
but  tbe  persons  of  Louis  XTV.  and  XV. 
of  Fi-aiice.  It  seems  a  part  of  bis  madness 
tiiat  be  sbould  bit  u})on  two  of  tbe  very 
worst  King's  wbo  ever  reigned  to  exalt 
ami  to  imitate,  and  slavisbly  till  bis  pal- 
aces witb  their  busts  and  representations 
of  their  wars  and  conquests.  Linderbof 
ii-resistibly  sug'gests  Trianon.  But  it  is 
an  improved  and  glorified  Trianon.  Tbe 
apartments  are  furnished  with  a  magni li- 
cence wbicb  beggars  description.  The 
guide  rolls  off  glib  figures  about  ivory 
lustres  wbicb  cost  Jj>7()00  aj)iece,  and  lire- 
pbices  wortli  $50,000,  until  bis  hearers 
cannot  help  tliinking*  of  Carlyle's  bouse- 
maid  visiting  tlie  art 
gallery  and  uttering 
her  tribute  of  admi- 
i-ation  in  tbe  words, 
"How  very  expen- 
sive!" Aside  from 
this  jarring  accom- 
paniment, however, 
the  little  house  is  a 
dream  of  luxury  and 
splendor.  Every  inch 
of  wall  and  ceiling- 
glows  with  a  beauty 
of  color  and  a  har- 
mony of  arrange- 
ment which  staggei- 
the  observer.  It  is, 
indeed,  too  splendid 
for  a  small  residence 
in  the  wilderness. 
Beneath  its  roof 
Louis  spent  long- 
months  entirely 
alone.  There  is  but 
one  bedchamber  in 
the  bouse.  He  sat 
in  a  room  that  is 
one  mass  of  gold, 
reading  at  a  priceless 

table    underneath    a  .\,tc 

royal  canopy  of  mar- 
vellous lace  and  taj)- 

estry,or  wandered  through  gardens  whose 
fountains  surpass  those  of  Versailles.  Tn 
tbe  winter  nights  he  would  drive  through 
the  lonely  forests, over  ])ri  vate  roads  which 
no  one  else  could  use.  in  a  sledge  all  blue 
and  gold,*  drawn  by  six  white  steeds,  and 
brilliantly  illuminated.  Tbe  corners  of 
the  sledge  were  adorned  with  carved  tig- 
•=^-  Said  to  have  co^l  lU'aily  $2<tO,U(K>. 


ures;  tbe  boi'ses'  heads  were  decked  witb 
ostrich  plum(\s.  Tbe  belated  peasant  gazed 
with  amazement  at  the  gorgeous  vision, 
and  shrank  back  into  the  forest  lest  his 
})resence  sbould  awaken  tbe  disj)leasure 
of  tbe  King. 

Tbei'e  is  a  "  blue  grotto  ""  in  tbe  grounds 
of  Linderbof  wbicb  is  one  of  the  wonders 
of  tbe  world.  It  is  entirely  artificial,  and 
is  said  to  have  cost  sevei-al  million  dol- 
lars, but  tlie  work  is  so  admiral)ly  exe- 
cuted that  it  closely  reflects  nature.  The 
principal  grotto  contains  a  blue  lake,  witli 
a  waterfall  which  comes  roaring  down 
out  of  tbe  darkness  in  a  rain  of  coloi-. 
A  forest  of  stalactites  rises  all  around; 
on  tbe  lake  is  seen  a  sjilendid  barge 
drawn   bv  swans;   tbe   moon   and   a  rain- 
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i)OW  are  visil)le.  In  this  boat  the  King, 
dressed  in  the  costume  of  Lohengrin, 
would  sit  and  sail.  Tbe  entrance  to  tbe 
grotto  is  invisible,  being  shut  in  by  re- 
volving stones.  The  whole  forms  a  scene 
of  such  fairy  subterranean  splendor  as 
])r()bal)ly  exists  nowhere  else  in  tbe  world. 
Outside,  as  one  emerges  bewildered  into 
dav.  tlie  fountains  fio  foaming  down   the 


nos 
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loiio-   (•.•iscjidc   of  steps,   wliilc   all    aroimtl  i-oyal    castles,  wliiclj.  from    its    situation. 

th(i    inouiitaiiis    lift    tlicir    Jiiajeslic    jx^aks  its   iiu'dia'val  and   imposing-  architecture, 

in    tlie  solitiid(»   of  tlic    wilderness   which  and   its   furniture,  stands   almost  peerless 

siiri'ounds  this  paradise.  in    Europe.      Whereas   in    the  otlier  pal- 

Neai'Iv   twentv  miles  away,   wliere  the  aces    built    hy    the    King-    every thinfr    is 

p-roat  bavarian  ])lain   swtdis  suddenly  up  French,  and  with  all  its  impressive  mag-- 

iulo    the    outlyinu-    crags    of    the    Tirol.  ni  licence.  French,  of  a  decadent  style,  we 

stands  Xcusch wanstein.  the    nu)st   imi)os-  tind   in    Xeuschwanstein   an    old  German 

ing- and  ])erfect  cr(^ation  of  tin;  King-.      It  castle    from    turret    to    foundation-stone, 

was  in  the  precincts  of  this  i-omantic  cas-  The  King,  when  ])lanning-  it.  was  larg^ely 

tie,  then    lately    completed,  that   he    was  inlluenced  by  the  magic  power  of  Wag-- 

finally  ari-ested.     The  anguish  of  his  brief  ner"s  o})ei-as— at  tirst  i)y  the  Meistersiiujer. 

captivity    must    have    been    larg-ely    aug--  and     later    hy    the    Nibelungen    Trilogy, 

mented  by  memories  of  this  pearl  among-  He  was  haunted  hy  memories  of  Xurem- 


THK    >nKKOK  KO(^M.   I^INDKRIK^F. 

V'  111   ■:   :  '  •■:  -r;ii  V.  .   avr;h;,-.i  bv  ,1..^.  A!l..rl.  Muiiirh. 


NEUSCHWAXSTEIX,    FR(i:\I    THE    EAST. 

Ut.-r  ;i  iiliotoiri-Miili,  coiivri>rliti-a  l.v  .]..<.  Alhrrt,  Mimic 


berg  and  the  Wartburg-.  And  nobly  luive 
they  taken  shape.  The  architecture  is 
consistent  and  harmonious  throughout. 
Everytliing  is  massive  and  genuine;  the 
castle  could  readily  withstand  an  assault 
to-day  fi'om  an\'  force  save  guns  of  the 
higher  powers.  Within  there  are  whole 
ranges  of  apartments  embellished  by  the 
best  artists  in  Germany,  illustrative  of 
Teutonic  legend  and  tradition.  Sigurd 
and  Briinnhilde,  Tannhauser  and  Parsifal, 
Lohengrin  and  Elsa.  AValthei-  von  der 
Vogelweide  and  Hans  Saclis.  and  Saint 
Elizabeth,  with  all  the  varied  ])h:ises  of 
their  lives  and  fortunes,  are  exquisitely 
portrayed  in  apartments  finished  splen- 
didly to  cori-espond.  All  tlie  carvitig  and 
the  tapestry,  the  ceilings,  the  priceless  in- 
laid furniture,  have  in  them  some  sug- 
gestion of  the  dominant  note  whicli  is  to 
be  struck  in  eacli  I'oom.  The  number  of 
these  rooms  and  corridors,  and  their  va- 
riety, are  bewildering.  At  every  step  one 
strikes  some  new  sur[)rise.    Off  the  King's 


study  is  an  artificial  grotto  with  stalac- 
tites and  a  waterfall.  TImm'o  are  a  sumpt- 
uous blue  and  gold  i-ovmI  bedchamber, 
a  litth^  chapel  of  cn:im(>l  and  gold,  a 
grand  staircase  of  Salzburg  marble,  and 
vast  corridors  lit  to  receive  a  brilliant 
coui't.  did  not  the  chaii's  seem  too  costly 
to  sit  on. 

The  two  most  I'emarkable  rooms  in 
this  glorious  castle  deserve  a  separate 
word.  One  is  tbe  throne- I'oom.  high 
uj).  a  thousand  feet  above  the  ])lain, 
and  i)rob;i])ly  the  most  exalted  in  its  sit- 
uation of  any  in  the  world.  The  style 
of  this  superb  chamber  forms  the  only 
excei)li()n  to  the  German  architecture  of 
the  castle.  It  is  Byzantine,  and  the  gold 
background  to  the  majestic  dais  of  the 
throne  is  dazzling  to  the  eve.  On  it  are 
porlrnyed  the  six  canonized  Kings  of 
Eurot)e — Casimir  of  Poland.  Stephen  of 
Hungary.  Henry  of  Germany.  Louis  of 
France.  Ferdinand  of  Spain,  and  Edwai'd 
of    England.       The    jM-oportions    of    this 
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cliaint)er  are  niajestic.  and  the  onianien- 
tation  of  the  walls  as  the  eye  climbs  from 
one  row  of  columns  upward  lo  another, 
with  all  tiie  spaces  luminous  with  ara- 
hcs(iu(\  t'rel-work.  and  color.  su,u',u"ests  tliat 
in  such  a  hall  must  the  J\)r})hyroueniti 
of  Constantinojile  have  received  barba- 
rian embassies  from  J^'rance  and  Germany 
a  thousand  years  ai^'o.  It  is  a  splendid 
I'oom.  inharmonious  only  witii  the  power 
and  }-)Ositi<)n  of  :i  small  Kinii'  and  kiiii:'- 
dom. 

'To  the  other  chamber,  the  "  hall  o( 
the  minstrels.""  no  sucii  objection  could 
be  ui'u'ed.  It  is.  indeed,  hard  to  ilo  de- 
scriptive justiec  to  ii.  Tlie  ornamental 
art  t)f  our  cent  ury  in  Cicruiauy  touches  its 
hii^'h-water  mai'k  iiere.  Tlu'  hall  must  he 
aboiU  one  hundred  feet  in  leuuth  by  sev- 
«mty-live  in  l)readlh.a  mauuiliceut  system 
of  screen-work  reducin:^'  this  and  formini:- 
a  corridor  opiuiiuu'  into  the  hail  hanlly 
inferior  to  tlu'  r»^om  itself.  Tiu'  roof  is 
probably  f(~»rty  feet  hiuli.  Tlie  windows 
are    of    ex(iuisitely    stained     ulass.       The 


wall-])aintino-s  portray  the  life  of  Parsifal, 
and  the  color  scheme  is  I'ed.  u'reen,  and 
^old  The  hi^'her  pictures  lell  the  story 
of  the  Holy  (xi-aii.  A  more  faii'ylike 
hall,  delicate  and  ethei-eal  in  every  im- 
})ression  conveyed,  cannot  be  imagined. 
And  yet  evei'y  inch  of  it  has  been  tin- 
ished  with  a  taste  as  artistic,  and  a  scru- 
})ulous  nicety  of  carc^  as  anxious,  as  if  it 
were  a  Xinu-'s  siu-nel-rin,ii"  that  was  l)eing' 
chased.  Never  in  days  of  old  did  sin^-ei" 
chant  his  lay  in  sucli  a  hall  as  this. 

The  ]ioint  I  wcuild  impress,  howeviu", 
upon  any  one  wiu>  reads  this  description 
is  liuil.  when  all  is  said,  tlu^fact  remains 
that  nature  has  done  more  for  Xeusch  wan- 
siein  than  an.  Witli  all  the  i^-lories  of 
tlie  castle,  it  is  the  situation  of  it  which 
most  impresses.  As  tlu'  t  ravellei-  stands 
in  tile  loii'iiia  with  its  o-jlded  roof,  m-ar 
the  Kini;-"s  IxHlroom.  aiul  looks  up  the 
wild  raviiu'  to  whose  outmost  cra^-  the 
castle  clinu's.  and  fi-om  whi<'h  it  soars,  he 
cannot  but  feid  how  iilly  man  toils  nftei- 
the    perfection     of    beauty     which     nature 
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lavislies.  The  never-fading-  impressioii 
which  one  cai'ries  away  of  the  view  from 
Neuscliwanstein  owes  its  distinction  to 
this,  that,  to  a  degree  greatei'  than  one 
finds  elsewljere,  it  embraces  eveiy  element 
wliich  man  admires  in  natural  beauty. 
Before  you  is  the  most  romantic  of  gorg-es. 
unsurpassed  by  any  in  the  A][)s.  Over  its 
face  falls  an  ample,  flashing  catai'act 
sevei'al  hundred  feet  high,  with  a  bridge 
like  a  spider's  web  ai-ching  it  at  iialf  its 
height.  All  about  you  are  sublime  moun- 
tain ranges,  hoary  with  the  snows  of 
three-quarters  of  the  year.  Yet  turn  your 
face,  and  there  before  you,  again,  stretch- 
es out  the  vast  Bavarian  plain,  green  with 
its  lush  gi'owtli  of  verdure,  as  linely  cul- 
tivated as  a  garden.  Yonder  is  an  old 
w^alled  toAvn  on  a  hill  with  a  large  cha- 
teau above.  Bein^ath  it  foams  the  arrowy 
flight  of  a  sparkling  river.  Do  you  ask 
for  calmer  waters  to  complete  the  ])icture:' 
Then  watdi  the  sunlight  on  that  little  lake 
half  hidden  by  a  mountain  spur,  and  cor- 
oneted  bv  encircling  clitt's.      Or.  here  on 


a  lessei'  hill  below  you  is  the  beautiful 
old  yellow  Castle  of  Hohensch wangau, 
famous  in  mediicval  history.  climl)ing 
out  of  a  sea  of  foliage,  where  Xing  Louis 
spent  his  boyhood.  About  its  k'nees  hud- 
dle the  trim  houses  and  gardens  of  a  tiny 
village.  In  a  word,  (he  view  embraces, 
on  the  one  hand,  all  tli;it  man  can  do  to 
conquer  and  embellish  nature;  iiiid  then, 
as  one  turns  away,  he  linds  himself,  on 
the  otiiei'  hand,  face  to  face  with  all  that 
nature  can  do  to  uplift  and  thi'ill  the 
heart  of  man.  It  is  all  a  ))erfect  rei)ro- 
duction  of  the  })oet's  perfect  picture: 

The  splendor  falls  on   eastle  walls 

Aii(i   siiowv  suiiiinits  old   in    storv; 
The  lono-  li.uiit    shakrs  aeross   tlie   lakes, 
.Vnd    tlu'    wild   eataraet    leaps   in    <;iorv. 
Plow,  hiiule,  l)lo\v,  set    the   wild   eelioes' Hyie- 
lMow,  huule;    answer,  eehoes,  dvinu",  dyiiii:-,  dvini:". 

In  passing  from  Linderhof  and  Neu- 
scliwanstein to  Chiemsee.  the  last  and 
most  ambitious  of  the  Bavarian  palaces, 
one  has  to  cross  half  Bavaria.  The  lake, 
which   g-ives  its   name   to  the  "  Schloss," 


vS;li  'riff-^'\  '"''"^^?  ' 


HEKRKNCHIF.MSKE. 

Aft.-v  a  i.li..to-rui.li.  ,  ui.yri-hte.i  Ly  J,.s.  AlLrrt.  Mur.iol 


lies  about  lial f-wny  IxM  wocu  ^lunicli  aiul 
Salzl)u/,o'.  and  is  about  t(Mi  miles  in  lenutli 
by  seven  in  bi'eadtli.  On  a  lari;e  and 
])leasant  island,  readied  by  a  small  steam- 
er, tbe  ])alaee  fronts  tbe  Tirolese  ))eaks, 
liei'(^  many  iniles  distant.  Tbe  sni'i'ound- 
ing'  eounti'v  is  a  fruitful  sniilinii'  ])lain. 
]a(dvinu'  in  interest,  altliougdi  soniewbat 
red<M!med  bv 


Tilt-  liiiLifriiii:  m 


f;ii-  seen 


It  is  ditlieull  to  understand  wby  tliis 
spiM'ial  sit<'  siiould  li;ive  l)een  elio>en  for 
a  vast  etliliee  wliieb  aimed  to  surpass 
Versailles  in  the  days  of  the  "  (Irand 
]\lonar([ue."'  The  latter  bad  its  ndson 
d'ffvc  in  the  lUMu-bborbood  of  a  great  capi- 
tal, and  as  the  eenti'e  of  the  most  numer- 
ous, brilliant,  and  i)<)\verfui  court  in  tiie 
Avorld.  Ibit.  had  CMiiemsee  been  com- 
])Iet(Ml.  it  could  nevri'  have  beim  peopleil 
without  half  depopula!  ing  Munich,  while 
tbe  r\-j)(Mis(>  of  maintaining  it  would  bave 
strained  the  resources  of  a  great  Power, 
l^'ort  unattdy  for  i)avarla,  it  lU'ver  was 
and  never  will  b.-  eomplrt(Hl.  At  tbe 
time  of  tbe  King's  death  tlu>  outei-  walls 
were  mostly  (u-ected.  and  some  alt('m]it 
bad  betm  made  to  lay  out  tbr  gardens. 
Jn  addition  to  this,  the  ""graml  apai-t- 
mcnts"  in  the  front  oi  tlie  ]»a'.act'  luni 
been  completely  tinisbed  ami  furnished. 
It  is  these  latttM'  wiiiidi   attract    tbe  ti'avel- 


bn-  to-day.  Tbey  aim  at  being  a  r(]n'o- 
ducli(Ui  of  tbe  corresponding  I'ooms  at 
Versailles,  only  on  a  larger  and  grander 
scale.  Even  tbe  ]uctures.  wliicli  in  tbe 
Frencb  palace  record  tbe  victories  of  Louis 
XIV,  or  tbe  favorites  of  Louis  XV..  bave 
been  copied,  their  busts  imitated,  tbeii*  in- 
tertwined initials  and  armorial  l)earings 
interwoven  in  tbe  tapestries.  Tljei-e  one 
sees  the  familiar  chamber  of  tbe  King's 
body-guard,  or  tbe  famed  '"Galerie  des 
G'ac(vs.'"  and  the  world-rencnvninl  ball  of 
thf  "(Eii  de  B(vuf.""  Tbe  wbole  forms 
a  deiu-essing  testimony  of  tbe  admiration 
wliicli  one  worthless  King  could  feel  for 
anotber.  It  is  a  vast  monument  to  an 
unworiby  monarch,  a  scandalous  age.  and 
an  arlistit'  style,  w  hicb.  bo})eless  of  origi- 
nality, bad  turned  to  the  glitter  of  mirrors 
aiul  the  gleam  oi  gilded  cornices  to  con- 
ceal its  poverty  of  ihougbt. 

I)Ut,  whtui  tliis  is  said,  tbere  is  still 
room  for  artistic  tribute  to  wbat  is.  l)e  it 
said  deliberately,  tbe  most  magnilicently 
fui-nisbed  palace  in  tbe  ^vorld.  It  is 
Versailb^s.  be  it  repeated,  but.  so  far  as 
iinisluHl.  it  is  A'ersailb\s  in  double  s})Ien- 
dor.  Louis  XIV.  ni^viu*  walked  tbrougb 
sucb  gorgeous  chambers:  Louis  X^^  was 
]un"cr  astcmisluHl   bv   siadi    luxui'ious   and 


ine\])res>ii)iy    ricli    suri-oun»!ings. 


It     i> 


tiie    Arahiit)}    XiciJifs    reproduced:   it    as 
tounds  the   gazer,  wiio.  bowc^vei-  be   ma^■ 
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deplore  sucli  extravag-ance,  cannot  but 
be  interested  to  see  tlie  utmost  effort 
wbich  kingly  power  can  make  to  com- 
bine modern  art  and  science  and  wealth 
into  one  stupendous  whole.  As  one 
stands  in  the  royal  bedchamber,*  dazzled 
by  its  g'olden  glow,  he  is  carried  back  in 
thought,  by  mere  force  of  contrast,  to  the 
wretched  slums  of  London  and  New  York. 
There  he  had  stood  facing-  the  lowest 
depths  of  misery  and  squalid  ugliness  to 
which  the  world  can  doom  its  most  un- 
fortunate; here  he  was  in  the  presence 
of  the  utmost  which  wealth  and  hunum 
skill  can  do,  at  the  close  of  the  world's 
most  powerful  century,  to  satisfy  human 
desire,  minus  the  things  for  wliich  the 
soul  cries  out.  One  must  be  dull  indeed 
if  such  magnificence  as  that  of  Chiemsee 

*  It  has  been  estimated  that  it  would  probably 
cost  nearly  a  million  dollars  to  reproihice  tliis  room 
to-dav  with  its  furniture.  The  bedstead  alone  cost 
orio-inallv  ,1^00,000 


does  not,  even  in  the  midst  of  his  stupe- 
faction, bring  to  his  mind  the  words  of 
the  wise  old  King  of  Israel  in  the  midst 
of  his  glory.  These  apartments  interest 
him  because  they  appeal  to  many  natural 
tastes,  but,  after  all,  their  supreme  interest 
is  that  they  are  the  latest  effort  to  build 
Babel  to  heaven,  to  check  tlie  tides,  to 
square  the  circle,  to  satisfy  the  soul  by 
human  answers  to  infinite  questionings. 

Lest  I  should  have  seemed  to  exagger- 
ate the  splendor  of  the  apartments  in  the 
Chiemsee  palace,  I  hasten  to  add  that 
what  I  have  said  is  sober  fact.  It  is  lit- 
erally true  that,  after  seeing  them,  the 
Czar's  rooms  in  the  Winter  Palace  at  St. 
Petersburg  are  commonplace,  while  the 
royal  apartments  at  Windsor  Castle  ap- 
pear barren  and  shabby.  Of  the  inii-ror 
gallery  at  Chiemsee,  it  has  been  said  by 
one  competent  to  judge, ''  there  is  nothing 
on  earth  that  can  vie  with  it  in  rich- 
ness."     The    famous    hall    at    Versailles 
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cannot  bear  the  comparison,  (or  ;hc  ctt'ect 
in  both  is  dependent  lai-o-ely  on  brilliant 
niiiToi's.  and  the  art  of  ulass-nialdnu-  was 
in  a  very  ini])eri'ect  slate  in  the  seven- 
te(Mith  centui'y.  Nor  was  this  hall  at 
Y(M'sailles  lin  which  William  of  Prussia 
was  ))roehiinuHl  GiM'man  Kmi)eror  in  1S71) 
as  lar^-e  oi'  as  i-ichly  oi'namented  as  the 
one  at  CMiiemsce.  which,  while  o})en  to 
the  ci'iticism  of  beini^'  too  elaborately 
and  splendidly  adorned,  still  subdues  and 
overpowers  the  judiiUKMit.  AVhile  su<i'- 
g-estinji'  to  the  i^-azer  the  (lallery  of  A])ollo 
at  the  Louvre,  it  surpass(>>  it  point  by 
])oint,  as  oiK^  wanders  throuuh  its  stately 
and  radiant  sweej)  from  winj:'  to  winu'  of 
the  i)alace. 

This  ,ii-allery  is  liuhiod  at  ni^'ht  by 
thirty-three  s])lendid  *iold  lustres,  contain- 
ini^-  2500  candles.  Into  it  tlie  Kin^-.  who 
cauK^  from  ^lunicli  once  a  year. unattend- 
ed, save  by  a  u'room,  wcuild  often  wander 
after  niii'htfall.     Snddenlv  he  would  order 


it  to  be  illuminated,  allowing-  hut  fifteen 
minutes  for  doing  so.  By  machinery  the 
chandeliers  were  simultaneously  lowered 
to  the  floor,  then  lifted  again  when  light- 
ed, and  in  a  few  minutes  the  hall  glowed 
with  alnu")st  intolerable  light,  reflected 
from  the  enormous,  bevelled,  inch-thick 
mirrors,  and  from  the  gleaming  g'old  em- 
brt)idery.  N(Uhing  but  caiuUes  was  em- 
})loyed  in  all  the  apartments,  and  if  light- 
eil  (^ven  for  a  moment  they  were  :iever 
used  again  in  the  ])alace.  This  was  but 
owo  of  the  wasteful  ami  extra vag^ant  fan- 
I'ies  which  nuirked  the  King's  cai'cer. 

It  was  another  fancy  of  Louis  II.  to 
uriive  at  C'iiiemsee  alwa\s  at  midnight. 
On  every  'JiUh  of  September  he  descended 
at  that  hour  at  a  solitary  station  near  the 
banks  o{  the  lake.  A  nuirvellously  beau- 
tiful gondola,  which  was  neviu-  used  on 
any  other  occasion,  ccmveyed  him  to  the 
islaiul.  propelled  by  two  sailoi's  in  roman- 
tic   eostunu'.       No    human    (^ves    wei'e   al- 
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lowed  to  gaze  on  the  King,  save  those  of 
the  few  menials  who  ministered  to  his 
comfort.  Vast  sums  were  spent  in  build- 
ing temporary  continuations  and  eleva 
tions  of  the  castle  walls,  that  Louis  might 
get  an  accurate  idea  of  the  whole  as  it 
would  look  when  coni])leted.  If  he  hap- 
pened to  be  unfavorably  impressed  with 
an  inlaid  floor,  or  a  frescoed  wall,  it 
was  immediately  destroyed,  without  I'e- 
gard  to  the  sum  that  might  have  been 
expended  on  it.  Year  after  year,  how 
ever,  this  enormous  woi'k  ])roceeded,  until 
at  last  the  fortune  and  ci-edit  even  of  a 
King  were  exhausted.  Tlie  various  r'ourts 
of  Europe  refused  to  aid  him,  and  it  is 
said  that  Bismarck  answered  his  appeal 
by  saying,  ''he  could  only  advise  the 
King  to  appeal  to  the  country,  and  under 
the  same  circumstances  he  would  give 
the  same  reply  to  his  own  sovereign." 
Louis  rejected  this  advic(^:  but  at  last  his 
mania  became  so  ])»'onounc('d  that  it  could 
no  lonii'cr  Ix'  concealed.      The  Bavarians, 


much  relieved  to  be  fr<MHl  from  the  awful 
crime  of  rebelling  against  "tlie  Lord's 
anointed,''  under  any  provocation,  gladl}' 
pronounced  it  a  cas(^  for  medical  care, 
and  handed  over  the  eccentric  King  to 
the  charge  of  ))hysicians. 

As  on(^  wanders  to-day  through  the 
halls  on  which  he  bestowtnl  so  much 
thought  and  care,  so  si)lendid  in  their 
adornment,  and  yet  so  uninhabited  and 
so  lonely,  he  cannot  but  feel  a  pang  of 
})ity  at  the  fate  of  their  foi'uier  niastiM-. 
If  he  sinned  nmch,  he  suffered  much  also; 
he  was  in  a  measure  the  victim  of  his  in- 
heritance and  defective  education.  If  he 
thought  that  he  could,  with  all  the  art 
and  gold  and  s})lendor  of  the  world,  ap- 
})ease  the  wild  cravings  of  his  restless  na- 
ture for  tlie  intinite,  he  but  i-epeated  on  a 
grander  scale  the  eternal  experiment  of 
the  ages,  and  in  his  failure  illustrated, 
as  men  will  go  on  doing  through  all  his- 
toi'y.  the  truth  that  no  mortal  remedy 
can  heal  the  maladv  of  an  immoi'tal  soul. 


BIT    YlU"    ARE    Not    LISTKMXG: 


AFTER    ALL. 


B  Y      K  A  T  R  I  N  A     T  HAS  K. 


I)  UT  you  are  not  listening  f 
J  Helen  Fairfax  turned  her  eyes 
back  to  her  lover  with  a  murmured  "For- 
give me."  They  were  earnest  eyes,  shin- 
ing with  a  tremulous  love-light.  Harold 
Ford  would  have  waged  war  with  mighty 
forces  to  rekindle  them  had  their  lamps 
burned  low.  But  man  too  readily  adjusts 
himself  to  blessings;  the  glory  of  life — 
after  the  first  rapturous  surprise — becomes 
too  frequently  a  matter  of  course.  We 
take  the  sun  and  the  moon  and  the  stars 
for  granted,  because  we  see  them  every 
day  and  every  night. 

"  Well,  as  I  was  saying,"  Harold  went 
on,  "it  seems  to  me  tJiat  argument  is  un- 
answerable— but  one  cannot  tell.  At  any 
rate,  whether  I  win  the  case  or  not,  it  will 
be  the  most  important  thing  I  have  done 
so  far." 

"I  know  it,  dear,"  and  Helen's  hand 
wooed  his.  "  How  I  should  love  to  hear 
you!  I  can  see  the  very  way  you  will 
stand — your  head  thrown  back,"  and  she 
looked  proudly  at  tlie  man  before  her. 

He  was  a  man  well  worthy  of  her  look 
— true,  steadfast,  virile,  able.  Whatever 
pride  she  might  have  in  him,  for  the  mo- 
ment, was  always  only  the  reflex  of  a 
larger  pride  which  reached  far  into  his 
future.  '•'  Now,  if  you  are  interested, 
Helen,  I  will  outline  my  speecli  to  you." 

"  'Interested'!  Harold,  how  can  you 
say 'if'?" 

Harold  wondered  himself  how  it  had 
come  about  that  he  could  say  it.  She 
was  in  all  things  his  comrade  as  w'ell  as 
his  love — that  had  been  the  matchless 
wonder  of  their  life;  it  had  not  been  an 
ecstasy  of  sense  only — a  rapturous  delight 
alone.  Their  life  had  been  triune;  each 
side  of  the  man  had  been  met,  shared, 
stimulated.  She  was  a  clever  girl,  with 
keen  mind  and  keener  intuition;  and  he 
had  grown  into  the  habit  of  talking  to  her 
freely  of  his  life,  his  profession,  in  a  way 
that  surprised  himself. 

He  was  honest  enough  and  generous 
enough  to  recognize  the  immense  help 
that  it  was  to  him;  not  only  for  the  strik- 
ing suggestions  born  of  her  intuition,  but 
because  her  concentrated  attention  was  a 
warmth  that  brought  his  own  thought  to 
fuller  blossom. 

But  to-night  her   attention  wandered. 
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To-night  of  all  nights!  To-morrow  he 
was  to  sum  up  his  great  case.  Surely  a 
woman  should  share  the  self-denial  of  a 
man's  destiny.  Was  Helen,  after  all,  like 
other  women— given  to  moods, absorbed  in 
the  subjective — when  the  veil  was  lifted? 

They  had  been  engaged  six  months; 
each  day  had  been  a  fuller  revelation  of 
her  nature.  Was  this  the  neai-er  view? 
Ah,  no!  banish  the  thought.  Helen  was 
Helen— there  was  no  more  to  be  said. 

He  took  up  the  lines  of  the  argument 
of  his  case  and  stated  them  to  her,  clearly, 
concisel}^  as  though  she  were  a  man. 

This  time  her  eyes  did  not  wander  from 
his  face ;  they  deepened,  their  pupils  grow- 
ing larger  as  she  gazed.  How  handsome 
he  looked!  How  alert!  How  alive!  How- 
could  she  keep  at  this  wide  distance?  How 
incidental  and  how  futile  sounded  all  that 
rapid  flow  of  words  !  When  would  he 
have  done,  that  she  might  throw  herself 
upon  his  breast? 

"Don't  you  think  so?"  he  asked  her, 
suddenly. 

"Oh,  Harold !  I  did  not  hear  what  you 
were  saying." 

"  Not  hear  what  I  was  saying?  Haven't 
you  been  following?" 

"Partly." 

"'Partly'?  Heavens!  Helen,  is  it  a 
thing  to  listen  to  in  part  f  A  vroman 
should  share  the  life — the  work  of  a  man 
she  loves."  There  was  an  asperitj^  in  the 
tone  that  tingled  through  Helen  from 
head  to  foot.      Her  spii'it  rose. 

"Do  I  not  feel  that?" 

"  So  I  thought,  always,  but  the  final 
test  is  the  proof.  I  never  needed  your  co- 
operation more — your  intellectual  sym- 
pathy more — than  I  do  to-night.  You  know 
how  hard  I  have  been  working  on  this 
case;  you  know  what  a  notable  case  it  is. 
You  know,  also,  that  the  eyes  of  the  legal 
world  are  upon  me.  My  summing  up  to- 
morrow wall  be  a  crisis  in  the  beginning 
of  my  career.  Could  you  not  follow  me 
— help  me  by  your  sympathy — your  inter- 
est ?"  He  waited  to  see  the  flash  of  pro- 
test in  her  eyes— for  some  little  lance  that 
she  would  thrust  to  cross  his  own. 

Instead,  she  nestled  lier  head  into  the 
curve  of  his  shoulder,  and  whispered,  "I 
love  you — I  love  you." 

This  was  undeniablv  delicious,  but  for 


COS 


llAKJ'KirS    KKW    MONTHLY    MAGAZINE. 


tlio  nionu'iit  to  Ilai'old,  Tiiider  tlie  donii- 
ii:iU())i  of  liis  work,  iiiiislered  wholly  by 
tlic  iiiiMH>diate  sway  of  his  vigoi-ous  iii- 
U'llc'ct,  it  seoincd  ii'relevaiit,  or  —  if  not 
just  that — propitiatory.  Tiiere  was  some- 
tliiijg"  to  be  said  first,  before  lie  yielded 
liimself  to  the  delif;hts  of  love.  He  wait- 
ed a  inomeiit,  wondering  how  to  ])hrase 
it;  she  heli)ed  him  by  her  added  whisper 
before  he  had  time  to  speak: 

•'  Forgive  nie.  I  am  moody  to-night — 
very  moody  and  absent-minded." 

"  We  have  no  right  to  be  moody  nor 
absent-minded,  dear,"  he  ans\vered,  seri- 
ously, "  where  another's  interests  are  in- 
volved. It  is  a  sign  of  Aveakness.''  He 
was  older  than  she — should  he  not  guide 
lier?  Stronger  than  she — should  he  not 
strengthen  her?  ''And — there  is  some- 
tliing  besides  love.  A  strong  woman 
should  keep  even  love  at  bay  when  a  man 
has  work  to  do— not  lure  him  nor  tempt 
him  with  it.  I  do  not  like  to  say  it, 
sweetheart,  but  —  I  love  you  —  and  the 
wounds  of  a  friend  are  faithful.  I  am 
disap])ointed  at  your  failure  to  sympathize 
with  my  work  to-night." 

Two  big  tears  welled  in  her  eyes,  but 
she  sa.d  mo  word.  Had  Harold  Ford 
been  a  hei'o,  a  knight  of  chivalry,  he 
would  have  stopped  not  in  his  quest  until 
lie  had  found  the  soui'ce  of  those  two 
tears;  he  was,  however,  only  a  very  busy 
mail  of  the  nineteenth  century — not  that 
the  two  are  altogether  incomi)atible.  l)ut 
the  combination  is  rare,  and  Harold  did 
not  hapi)eii  to  be  both  in  the  fullest  sense; 
furthermore,  he  was  deeply  absorbed  in 
an  immediate  })ractical  atl'air.  I  grieve 
to  say  her  silence  irritated  him  a  trille. 
It  was  striking  eleven-thirty,  and  time 
for  him  to  leave  her.  Though  he  said  no 
more,  and  his  good-night  salutation  lacked 
nothing  outwardly,  there  was  a  mental 
reservation  which,  to  the  ])sychic  sense 
of  Helen,  robbed  it  of  its  ftillest  bliss. 

"Six  o'clock  lo-morrow.  dear,"  he  I'e- 
peated,  as  he  went  out  the  dooi*. 

"Six  o'clock  tomorrow,"  she  answered. 

Did  her  voice  quiver,  or  was  it  fancy  .^ 
lie  w[is  conscious  of  saying  to  himself,  as 
he   ran  down  the  steps.   "Are  all  women 

;ilike.  I    wondei after    all  —  tears    and 

moods^'" 

The  following  afternoon,  in  the  gath- 
ering dusk,  he  mounted  the  steps  again. 
His  attitude  had  changed.  The  stress 
and  irritation  of  an  absorbing  etVort  had 
given  place  to  a  buoyant  reaction.      He 


liad  won  his  case,  njul  won  it  in  so  brill- 
iant a  way  that  the  triumph  was  the  small- 
est ])art  of  his  self-congratulation.  Even 
the  judge  liad  said  words  to  make  a  youni: 
man's  heart  take  courage.  But  what  wei'- 
the  words,  what  was  the  triumph,  w1j;i! 
was  anything  until  he  had  shared  it  wiili 
Helen:'  He  could  see  her  in  the  gathei 
ing  dusk,  as  he  waited,  her  eyes  glistening 
delight !  He  could  liear  her  vibrant  "Har- 
old I"  Poor  child,  had  he  been  harsh  last 
nighti'  Ah.no!  only  impatient  for  a  mo- 
ment— and  fi-ank.  to  make  her  the  utmost 
that  she  was  capable  of  being.  His 
Avounds  had  been  like  those  strokes  of 
Michael  Angelo  setting  free  the  angel.  If 
they  had  hurt  her.  he  knew  a  potent  balm 
to  heal,  to  make  her  rejoice  at  every  stroke. 

AVhy  was  the  servant  so  eternally  long 
in  oi)ening  the  door^  How  slow  they 
Avere  !     He  rang  again. 

"Tell  ]\Iiss  Fairfax  I  am  here." 

"Yes,  sir."  The  servant  stood  silent 
and  awkward. 

Harold  wanted  to  quicken  him  with  a 
thrust:  Avhat  was  the  matter  with  him? 
Harold  walked  into  the  library;  the  light 
Avas  burning  low;  the  ser^-ant  followed 
him,  and  closed  the  door  Avith  an  air  of 
mystery  that  gaA'e  Harold  a  mingled 
shock  of  impatience  and  of  fear. 

"  I  was  to  give  you  this.  sir.  Aviien  you 
came,"  and  the  man  held  out  a  letter. 

"Is  !Miss  Fairfax  not  at  home?" 

"  She  is  at  home,  sir." 

"  Then  tell  her  at  once  that  I  am  here." 

"  Y'es.  sir." 

Harold  was  alone  Avitli  his  letter;  he 
broke  the  seal  and  read ; 

"  Midnight. 

"  Y'ou  have  gone,  and  yet  you  are  still 
here — so  close  to  me  that  I  can  see  your 
eyes  and  feel  your  touch  —  oh,  Harold  ! 
Forgive  me  that  I  Avas  not  more  as  I 
should  have  been  this  evening. but — I  was 
a  coward.  Y'ou  know.  I  have  not  been 
quite  well  for  some  weeks.  Y'esterday  I 
saw  a  specialist.  He  told  me  I  had  a 
most  serious  dilliculty.  and  that.  I  must 
have  a  dangerous  operation  at  once,  if  I 
would  save  my  life.      To-mori-ow  I 

"I  im}>lored  him  to  wait,  btit  he  leaves 
town  in  a  few  days,  and  if  I  do  not  have 
it  to-morrow,  it  could  not  l)e  jierformed 
for  two  months,  and  that  is  too  long  to 
wait,  he  says;  so  there  was  no  other  Avay. 
To-morrow:  The  di\y—our  dayl — when 
you  are  to  vindicate  my  ])ride  and  hope 
in    vou ;   the  dav  we  have  Avaited   for  so 
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proudly.  There  was  but  one  impulse 
strong'  within  me,  almost  overmastering- 
— to  fly  to  the  shelter  of  your  arms — to 
drink  your  sympathy,  for  which  I  am 
thirsty.  But  how  could  I  tell  you,  when 
it  might  imperil  your  calm,  your  poise — 
undo  all  you  have  worked  for — hamper 
your  ascent,  in  which  to-morrow  will  he 
a  stepping-stone?  No.  You  must  not 
know.  Your  heart  is  too  tender,  I  am 
too  much  your  own  for  you  to  stand  up 
in  court  and  plead  for  legal  abstractions 
when  I  am  lying  under  the  knife. 

"  And  so  I  did  not  tell  you.  And  then 
— I  could  not  be  a  real  heroine  and  make 
no  sign.  I  puzzled  you,  troubled  you, 
seemed-  to  fail  you  to-night — the  night 
of  all  others  when  you  most  needed  my 
help,  my  objective  sympathy. 

"Harold!  I  quite  understand  how  I 
must  have  seemed  to  you  —  how  disap- 
pointing. It  could  not  have  been  other- 
wise, when  you  did  not  know.  And 
though  your  words  hurt  me,  I  honored 
you  for  saying  them;  for  unto  what  end 
is  our  love,  if  we  are  not  to  strengthen 
each  other  in  our  ideals? 

"And  I  failed  so  lamentabl3^  Sliall 
I  tell  you  why?  I  am  afraid,  Harold — 
so  afraid.  I  dread  to-morrow.  If  you  had 
asked  me  to  tell  you  why  I  was  moody,  I 
fear  I  should  have  done  so.  I  was  glad 
you  did  not — and  sorry — can  you  under- 
stand? I  am  only  a  weak  woman,  though 
I  am  your  love. 

"I  half  hoped  you  would  make  me 
tell  you  all  my  heart  —  but  now  I  am 
glad  you  do  not  know!  Y^ou  will  have 
no  shadow  on  your  way  to-morrow,  and 
when  you  receive  this  it  will  be  all  be- 
hind us;   it  will   have  been   over   seven 


hours,   for   the   operation   takes  place   at 
eleven  o'clock. 

"Good-night!  Good-by !  I  love  you 
— it  seems  to  me  that  I  love  you  in  a 
new  way  to-night.  Harold!  Harold!  I 
must  call  you  back  and  tell  you,  and  feel 
your  strength  to  make  me  strong;  but 
no.  I  am  your  love!  I  must  be  brave! 
And  then — why  should  I  fear?— 
•  (JoiTs  in  His  heaven — 
AlPs  rii^ht  with  the  world  !' 

Helen." 

He  cru.shed  the  letter  in  liis  hand,  and 
reached  the  door  with  one  bound,  like  an 
animal  in  chase.  She  was  his  own;  his 
place  was  by  her  side;  no  man  could  keep 
him  from  her.  As  he  opened  the  door 
he  came  face  to  face  with  her  father. 

"  Harold,  my  dear  fellow — " 

"Let  me  go  to  her!"  and  Harold  tried 
to  pass.  Mr.  Fairfax  put  his  arm  across 
the  door, 

"No,  you  must  not  now;  the  doctoi's 
are  with  her;  they  will  let  no  one  in,  not 
even  me,  and  I  am  her  father.  She  has 
not  rallied  as  they  expected  ;  and,  Harold, 
my  boy,  we  must  stand  by  each  other." 

A  withering  quiet,  like  a  blight,  fell 
upon  Harold.  It  seemed  to  paralyze  his 
powers  of  motion  and  of  speech ;  after  a 
moment  he  heard  himself  saying,  in  a 
voice  that  sounded  like  a  stranger's, 

"  What — do — they — the  doctors — say?" 

Mr.  Fairfax  looked  at  him  pityingly, 
his  own  anguish  stamped  white  upon 
his  face.  ' '  Dr.  Gray  says  there  is  no  hope. 
My  God!  Harold!  don't  look  like  that! 
Doctors  aren't  infallible;  and  McMillan, 
the  n)an  who  performed  the  operation, 
says  the  chances  are  in  her  favor." 
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rilHE  maxim  "A  war  never  leaves  a 
JL  nation  where  it  found  it,"  enunci- 
ated long  ago  regarding  the  nations  of 
Europe,  is  no  less  true  regarding  the 
United  States  of  Atnerica.  Each  of  the 
three  conflicts  in  which  the  United  States 
has  been  involved  since  she  became  an  in- 
dependent power  has  been  the  source  of 
great  changes.  I  will  not  stop  to  ex- 
amine those  which  flowed  from  the  war 
of  1812,  important  and  far  -  reaching  as 


they  were,  but  be  content  to  note  that  the 
Mexican  war  of  1845  added  vast  and  rich 
territories  on  the  Pacific  side  of  the  con- 
tinent to  the  domain  of  the  repnblic, 
while  the  war  of  secession,  from  1861  till 
1865,  effected  a  complete  economic  and  so- 
cial revolution  in  the  South,  and  brought 
about  substantial  changes  in  the  Federal 
Constitution.  After  thirty  years  of  peace, 
the  United  States  is  now  engaged  in  an- 
other conflict.     Its  antagonist  is  no  doubt 
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a  power  of  llio  second  ordei',  and  may 
])i'()l)al)ly  be  soon  overniaslered.  But  this 
conllict  lias  already  raised  some  g-rave 
and  diilicult  questions,  and  may  involve 
a<'om})lete  new  departure  in  national  pol- 
icy. The  g-rounds  that  sug-g-est  or  dis- 
suade such  a  new  departure,  and,  still 
more,  the  consequences  to  which  it  may 
lead,  are  of  course  much  canvassed  in 
Euroi)e.  For  us  in  England  they  have  a 
special  interest,  and,  indeed,  a  twofold  in- 
terest, as,  being  Jiear  of  kin  to  the  Ameri- 
can people,  and  united  to  them  by  many 
ties,  social  and  ethical  as  well  as  com- 
mei-cial,  we  are  deeply  concerned  in  their 
welfare.  Their  peace,  their  good  g-overn- 
ment,  their  matei'ial  prosperity,  touch  us 
very  nearly.  And  further,  as  a  great 
colonial  power,  in  relations  of  rivalry, 
possibly  of  antagonism,  to  one  or  more  of 
three  other  great  world  powers— Russia, 
France,  and  Germany  — we  in  England 
should  note  as  a  fact  of  the  highest  inter- 
national significance  the  entrance  of  the 
United  States  upon  that  world-stage  which 
includes  both  hemispheres.  Her  advance 
from  her  own  continent  of  North  Amer- 
ica to  the  position  of  an  oceanic  power, 
holding  transmarine  possessions,  and 
ci'eating  a  huge  navy  to  defend  them, 
cannot  but  profoundly  affect  both  Eng- 
land and  the  three  great  states  I  have 
mentioned. 

The  editor  of  Harpei'^s  Mac/a  zi  tie 
thinks  it  will  interest  American  readers 
to  Icnow  how  these  matters  are  viewed 
in  Euro])e  by  those  who  have  studied 
the  position  of  the  United  States:  so, 
while  fully  sensible  of  the  delicacy  of  the 
task,  I  respond  to  his  invitation  to  put  to- 
gether some  thoughts  regarding  them. 
My  stand-point  (to  use  a  convenient  term) 
is  not  that  of  an  Englishman  thinking 
first  of  English  interests,  but  that  of  a 
disinterested  observer,  who  wishes  to  dis- 
sociate the  problem  which  confronts  Amer- 
ica from  tlie  question  of  its  inlluence  on 
tlie  world -game  which  Britain  and  the 
other  three  ])owers  are  playing,  and  to 
consider  simply  and  solely  what  will  be 
the  best  course  for  America  herself,  for 
her  peace,  her  good  government,  her  wel- 
fare in  every  sense  of  the  Avord. 

The  one  point  in  which  the  foreign  pol- 
icy of  the  United  States  has  been,  from 
the  very  beginning  of  the  history  of  the 
republic,  steadily  and  uniformly  consist- 
ent, has  been  the  avoidance  of  all  enter- 
prises, of  all  responsibilities,  all  interven- 


tion of  any  kind,  beyond  the  limits  of  the      h 
two   American   continents.       Tiie   advice 
delivered  by  George  Washington   in  his 
memorable  farewell  address  of  170G— the 
fruit    of   an    eminently   calm,  sagacious, 
and  dispassionate  judgment — expressed  in 
terms  of  impressive  weight   and  modera- 
tion, produced  a  profound  effect  upon  the 
nation,  and   has  been   ever  since  regard- 
ed  with   the   kind    of    veneration    wliic":. 
dutiful  children  attach  to  the  last  word- 
of   a    father.       The    views   contained    in 
Pi-esident    Monroe's   famous    message   of 
1823  expressly  excluded  the  idea  of  Amer- 
ican  interference  in  European   complica- 
tions: and  though  these  views  have  never 
been  formally  adopted  by  Congress,  the 
message  has  been  practically  recognized 
as  embodying  the  settled  purpose  of  the 
nation.      Attempts  repeatedly  made  to  go 
beyond  the  line    indicated   in  these  two 
documents  have  been  defeated.     For  in- 
stance. President  Grant's  plan  of  annex- 
ing San   Domingo  (1870-1S73)  had   to  be 
dropped;  and  when,  a  few  years  ago,  an 
American  diplomatist  had  taken  part  in 
the  negotiations  for  the  settlement  of  the 
new    Congo    State    in    West    Africa,   the 
United   States    government  withheld   its 
signature  from  the  final  act,  conceiving 
that  any  engagements  relating  to  Africa 
lay  outside  the  traditional  sphere  of  Amer- 
ican action.      So  when,  in  and  since  1895. 
questions  atTecting  trade  in   China  have 
come  up  which  might  have  been  very  im- 
portant to  the  United  States,  it  was  un- 
derstood that  the  administration  then  in 
office  refused   to  take   part  in  adjusting 
them,  gladly  as  one.  at  least,  of  the  Eu- 
ropean   ])owers    concerned    would    have 
welcomed  its  intervention.      Nothing,  in 
fact,  has.  till  very  recently,  seemed  more 
certain  than  that  the  United  States  would 
acquire    no   transmarine   territory   what- 
ever.   But  now.  within  the  last  few  weeks, 
a  prospect  of  such  acquisition  has  arisen 
in  three   quarters,  and   has  arisen   under 
conditions  which  make  it  seem  more  diffi- 
cult to  reject  than  to  accept  these  unex- 
jiected  gifts  of  fortune.     The  Spanish  An- 
tilles will    in  all  probability,  possibly  be- 
fore these  lines  (^whicli   are  written  early 
in  June)  can  be  read  in  America,  fall  en- 
tirely  under  the    control    of  the  United 
States:   and  though  the  official  organs  of 
the  government  have   declared  that  the 
country  did  not  seek  to  annex   Cuba,  at 
least,  events    may  make   annexation    an 
easier  expedient  than  the  ])rotectorate  of 
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a  Cuban  republic.  The  Philippine  Islands 
— large,  populous,  and  fertile — are  to  be 
verj^sliortl 3^  occupied  by  American  troops, 
and  are,  indeed,  already,  since  Admiral 
Dewey's  brilliant  exploit,  virtually  lost  to 
Spain.  The  Hawaiian  Archipelago, > the 
acquisition  of  which  American  public 
opinion  had,  since  1892,  been  more  and 
more  coming  to  discountenance,  will  be 
delivered  over  by  the  small  group  of 
whites  who  have  secured  control  of  it 
as  soon  as  ever  Congress  can  be  got  to 
consent  to  take  it.  These  three  masses  of 
territory  are  unlike  one  another  in  many 
points.  Their  populations  ditfer  in  race, 
and  are  living  under  different  economic 
conditions.  But  the  considerations  which 
affect  the  problem  of  their  annexation  by 
the  United  States  are  substantially  sim- 
ilar. All  are  situated  in  the  tropics,  and 
are  unsuited  for  colonization  by  the  Anglo- 
Saxon  I'ace.  All  are  inhabited  by  a  native 
population  inferior  to  the  white  popula- 
tion of  the  United  States.  All  could  be 
defended  only  by  means  of  a  navy  much 
stronger  than  the  United  States  has 
yet  possessed.  Accordingly,  remote  as 
the  Philippines  are  from  Puerto  Rico,  dif- 
ferent as  are  the  Japanese,  Chinese,  Por- 
tuguese, and  native  Pacific  islanders  of 
Hawaii  from  the  Spaniards  and  negroes 
of  Cuba,  the  general  arguments  which 
must  influence  the  American  people  in 
deciding  whether  or  no  to  annex  these 
territories  have  much  in  common.  In 
all  the  three  cases  it  will  have  to  be  con- 
sidered how  the  territories,  when  annex- 
ed, ought  to  be  governed  and  administer- 
ed, and  in  particular  whether  as  parts  of 
the  Union  or  as  subject  dependencies.  It 
must  be  considered  what  expenditure  of 
men  and  money  will  be  needed  to  bring 
them  into  and  keep  them  in  peace  and 
order.  It  must  be  considered  what  new 
turn  the  holding  of  these  dominions  will 
give  to  the  policy  of  the  United  States, 
and  into  what  new  relations  with  other 
powers  the  republic  will  be  brought.  We 
must  therefore  keep  all  these  three  cases 
in  view  when  we  endeavor  to  discover 
what  are  the  more  obvious  gains  to  be 
expected,  what  are  the  more  obvious  loss- 
es to  be  feared,  from  the  annexation  of  all 
or  any  of  them. 

To  extend  tlie  boundaries  of  a  state 
has,  throughout  history,  been  deemed,  al- 
ways by  monarchs,  and  usually  by  re- 
publics, both  a  glory  and  a  benefit.  All 
men   feel    proud   of   the  growth   of   their 


possessions;  all  nations  think  that  wider 
dominion  and  larger  population  mean 
additional  wealth  and  strength.  As 
regards  the  United  States,  every  exten- 
sion of  territory — and  that  territory  is 
now  far  more  than  twice  as  large  as 
it  was  in  a.d.  1783— has  been  followed 
by  increased  power  and  prosperity.  No- 
thing is  therefore  more  natural  than  that 
conquest  should  be  attractive,  that  the 
prospect  of  founding  colonies  beyond  the 
seas  and  ruling  a  dependent  empire  should 
fascinate  the  imagination  of  a  people  ac- 
customed to  rapid  progress  and  develop- 
ment, confident  in  their  restless  energy 
and  their  abounding  resources.  They 
have,  moreover,  before  their  eyes,  the  ex- 
ample of  four  of  the  greatest  European 
states.  Russia  and  England,  the  one  by 
land,  the  other  by  sea,  have  long  been 
occupied  in  spreading  their  dominion 
over  the  world.  France,  which  once  held 
a  transmarine  empire  in  North  America, 
and  seemed  on  the  point  of  acquiring  one 
in  India,  has  set  herself  to  acquire  terri- 
tory in  Africa  and  the  Far  East.  Ger- 
many has  thrown  herself  eagerly  into  the 
like  enterprise.  Even  Italy  has  been  bit- 
ten by  the  same  passion,  though  she  is 
now  prudently  repressing  it.  Thus  it  has 
come  to  seem  almost  a  necessary  attribute 
of  a  great  state  that  it  should  possess  col- 
onies and  rule  inferior  races,  and  of  a  pro- 
gressive state  that  it  should  go  on  seeking 
for  its  trade  fresh  openings  in  markets, 
which  must  remain  open  to  it  because 
undei*  its  own  political  control.  Trade,  in 
fact,  has  become  the  professed,  if  not  al- 
ways the  really  operative,  motive  for  these 
ad  varices  on  the  part  of  Germany  and 
France,  just  as  religion  was  in  earlier 
centuries  put  forward  as  a  cloak  for  terri- 
torial aggrandizement.  The  example  of 
Russia,  England,  France,  and  Germany 
has  no  doubt  influenced  the  mind,  or  at 
least  touched  the  imagination,  of  many 
aspiring  Americans,  disposing  them  to 
wish  that  their  country  should  follow  in 
the  same  ambitious  track.  But  before  the 
value  of  the  example  can  be  admitted, 
there  ai'e  two  points  to  be  examined.  One 
is.  Have  these  European  countries  done 
well  for  themselves  and  for  humanity  at 
large  in  ])ursuing  this  policy  of  territori- 
al expansion?  The  other  is.  Do  the  cir- 
cumstances of  the  United  States  sufficient- 
ly resemble  those  of  European  nations  to 
make  the  example  of  the  latter  fit  to  be 
followed  bv  the  former?     Let  us  first  in- 
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quire  liow  far  eacli  of  tlie  four  European 
states  lias  ])rofite(l  by  its  acquisitions. 

Russia's  acquisitions  Vie  entii'cly  in  tlie 
teiu])erate  zone,  and  by  far  the  larger  i)ai't 
of  tljeni  wei'e,  when  they  passed  into  her 
hands,  inhabited  only  by  a  few  wander- 
ing- savages.  Tliese  acquisitions  are,  ac- 
cordingly, lit  for  colonization  by  native 
Russians,  and  are  being  in  fact  colonized. 
Southern  (and  especially  southwestern) 
Siberia,  and  the  vast  region  along  the 
l)anks  of  the  Amur  River,  will  one  day 
be  tilled  by  a  large  Russian  population 
engaged  in  agriculture  or  mining  or 
ranching  or  lumbering.  This  ])opulation 
will  probably  be  homogeneous,  and  a 
source  of  strength  to  European  Russia, 
if  a  })olitical  connection  can  be  main- 
tained over  such  great  distances.  One 
})art  of  the  Asiatic  dominions  of  the 
Czar  (viz.,  the  Transcaucasian  ])rovinces) 
was  already  occupied  by  a  civilized  pop- 
ulation when  the  Russians  obtained  it. 
Tiiat  ])art  is  not  becoming  Russiiied,  and, 
except  strategetically.  it  is  not  a  source 
of  strength,  for  the  population  is  not  well 
ait'ected  to  the  government. 

Great  Britain  has,  beyond  her  own 
island  group,  three  sets  of  possessions, 
each  so  unlike  the  others  that  they  can- 
not be  described  without  distinguishing 
between  them.  The  self-governing  col- 
onies all  lie  in  the  temperate  zone,  are 
all  (except  South  Africa)  exclusively  peo- 
pled by  men  of  Bi'itish  i-ace,  and  are 
all  so  cordially  attached  to  the  mother- 
country  that  they  need  no  British  troops 
to  garrison  them.  The  responsibility  of 
defending  them  by  sea  against  a  hostile 
naval  power  is  certainly  heavy  responsi- 
bility, but,  on  the  whole,  they  are  a  source 
of  strength  as  well  as  of  legitimate  pride 
to  the  nation  at  home.  The  crown  col- 
onies (those  which  do  not  enjoy  self- 
government)  lie  (with  trifling  exce})tions) 
in  the  troi)ics.  and  are  ])eoi)led  by  savages 
or  semicivilized  races.  Some  of  them, 
such  as  Singapore  and  Hong-kong  and 
Aden,  are  valuable  as  trading  entrepots 
or  as  coaling-stations.  Others,  such  as 
New  Guinea  or  Uganda  (with  the  ad- 
joining East  African  protectorate),  are 
of  no  ])resent  value,  and  are  kept  cliielly 
in  the  ho})e  that  some  day  or  other  they 
may  be  so  far  developed  as  to  be  worth 
trading  with.  Hardly  any  one  of  these 
colonies  is  fit  for  settlement  by  English- 
men ;  and  those  in  which  the  natives  are 
numerous  and  tin-bulent  may  prove  dilli- 


cult  to  govern.  Thirdly,  there  is  India. 
a  possession  to  dazzle  the  imagination — 
India,  whose  huge  and  industrious  popu- 
lation makes  her  an  important  market  for 
English  goods:  India,  whose  adminis- 
tration su})plies  a  career  for  the  diligence  l 
and  talent  of  a  great  many  Englishmen. 
India,  however,  imposes  enormous  liabili- 
ties upon  Britain,  responsibilities  wliich 
any  check  to  the  prosperity  of  Britain  or 
any  peril  menacing  her  from  European 
enemies  might  make  it  difiicult  to  dis- 
charge. Having  got  India,  Britain  will 
not  voluntarily  abandon  it  —  to  do  so 
would  indeed  be  to  leave  that  vast  penin- 
sula to  anai'chy — but  most  prudent  Eng- 
lish statesmen  have  held  that  had  Britain 
been  able  to  foresee  the  course  of  events 
she  ought  rather  to  have  refrained  from 
conquering  India,  so  great  are  the  risks 
and  liabilities  that  now  attach  to  it.  The 
general  conclusion  to  be  drawn  from 
British  foreign  occupation  or  conquest  is 
that  it  has  gained  in  evei-y  way  from 
those  dominions  which  .she  has  filled  with 
the  outflow  of  her  own  peoj^le,  while  as 
respects  those  which  are  not  fit  for  Anglo- 
Saxon  settlement  some  are  profitable  for 
trade  only,  some  are  unprofitable  alto- 
gether, and  in  some  there  must  be  set 
against  the  profit  from  trade  the  tremen- 
dous responsibilities  which  their  posses- 
sion involves. 

The  cases  of  France  and  Germany  are 
simpler.  So  far.  neither  of  those  coun- 
tries is  the  richer  or  the  stronger  by  any 
of  its  colonial  acquisitions.  Every  piece 
of  land  that  either  France  or  Germany 
has  obtained  in  Africa.*  or  in  Indo-China 
and  the  Eastern  Archipelago,  lies  in  the 
tropics,  is  unhealthy  and  unfit  for  French- 
men or  Germans  to  settle  in,  and  affords 
no  prospect  of  giving  for  many  years  to 
come  a  retui'n  proportionate  to  the  sums 
of  money  which  will  be  needed  to  devel- 
op it.  AVith  all  the  passionate  avidity 
for  acquisition  which  the  German  "co- 
lonial party"  has  lately  shown,  the  only 
spot  they  have  secured  which  holds  out 
a  promise  of  proving  valuable  for  trade 
is  the  port  of  Kiao-chau  in  China.  The 
reason,  of  course,  is  that  before  France 
and  Germany  entered  the  field  all  the 
temperate  zone,  and  all  the  best  parts 
even   of  the   tropics,  were  already  occu- 

*  Excoptiiii:;  tlie  Moditeriwnean  coast  of  Africa, 
though  it  may  be  doubted  whether  the  possession 
even  of  Algeria  is  a  source  of  strength  to  France. 
Iter  people  do  not  settle  there  as  working  colonists. 
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pied  by  other  nations,  whom  it  was  im- 
possible to  displace.  Nothing  worth  hav- 
ing was  left;  and  the  keen  rivalry  now 
shown  to  get  or  to  maintain  a  foothold 
in  China  is  due  to  the  fact  that  China  is 
practically  the  only  region  over  whose 
markets  there  can  be  a  struggle. 

So  far,  therefore,  as  the  examples  of 
France  and  Germany  go,  they  are  ex- 
amples calcuUited  rather  to  dissuade  than 
to  encourage  any  other  nation  from  enter- 
ing on  a  like  course. 

There  is,  however,  a  further  question  to 
be  considered.  How  does  the  United  States 
compare  with  European  nations?  Are 
her  conditions  similar  —  so  similar  that 
we  can  reason  from  one  to  the  other? 
Assuming  that  it  is  the  interest  of  these 
European  nations  to  conquer  and  to  col- 
onize, would  their  example  furnish  an 
example  which  the  United  States  ought 
to  follow?  In  three  of  those  countries — 
viz.,  European  Russia,  England,  and  Ger- 
many— the  population  increases  rapidly, 
and  cannot  find  room  at  home.  Emigra- 
tion is  a  necessary  relief  to  the  constant 
surplus  of  inhabitants.  In  England,  in 
Germany,  and  in  France  the  home  market 
for  goods  is  a  limited  one,  and  therefore 
the  need  is  great  and  the  impulse  strong, 
both  in  England  and  in  Germany,  to  find 
a  foreign  outlet  for  the  manufacturing 
industries  of  the  country.  Indeed,  neither 
country  could  maintain  its  present  posi- 
tion did  not  its  exports  bear  a  high  ratio 
to  its  total  industrial  production.  But  in 
both  these  points  the  position  of  the  Unit- 
ed States  is  quite  different.  So  far  from 
having  any  overflow  of  population  to 
provide  for,  the  United  States  receives  the 
overflow  of  Europe,  and  will  for  many 
years,  possibly  for  several  generations  to 
come,  be  able  to  find  space  in  her  vast 
area  for  the  tide  of  immigration.  She 
has  certainly  no  need  for  any  new  terri- 
tories to  colonize,  nor  any  surplus  capital 
for  which  employment  cannot  be  found 
at  home.  As  regards  trade,  the  United 
States  would  doubtless,  like  every  coun- 
try, gain  by  an  increase  in  her  export  of 
manufactured  goods.  But  such  an  in- 
crease is  not  essential  to  her  prosperity — 
firstly,  because  she  relies  largely  upon  her 
exports  of  foodstuffs  and  such  raw  mate- 
rials as  cotton;  secondl^^  because  she  has 
in  her  enormous  population — a  popula- 
tion rich  in  comparison  with  that  of  any 
European  country — a  splendid  and  swift- 
ly increasing  home  market  for  goods  of 


all  kinds.  Accordingly,  the  reasons  which 
have  chiefly  ui'ged  Russia,  England,  and 
Germany  to  territorial  extension  are  ab- 
sent from  the  United  States.  If  America 
adopts  such  a  policy,  it  must  be  for  other 
reasons,  and  the  example  of  European 
nations  is  practically  without  application 
to  her  quite  dissimilar  situation. 

The  real  motive  which  may  dispose 
American  opinion  towards  a  policy  of 
territorial  aggrandizement  is  that  impulse 
which  every  great  nation  feels  to  keep 
abreast  of  other  great  nations,  to  go  on 
expanding  the  range  of  its  action,  to  make 
its  power  felt  everyw^here  in  the  world. 
It  is  a  motive  which,  like  what  we  call 
ambition  in  the  individual  man,  has  a 
double  aspect.  In  one  sense  it  is  self- 
regarding,  because  it  gratifies  national 
pride  and  intensifies  national  self -con- 
sciousness. In  another  sense  it  is  disin- 
terested, because  it  springs  from  the  wish 
to  bear  a  part  in  the  work  of  developing 
the  backward  parts  of  our  earth  and 
civilizing  its  ruder  or  lower  races.  Every 
people  which  feels  its  strength  desires  to 
find  a  field  in  which  that  strength  can  be 
turned  to  account  for  good;  or,  to  put  the 
same  notion  into  a  conventional  phrase, 
every  such  people  conceives  it  has  a  mis- 
sion to  propagate  its  peculiar  ideas  and 
its  characteristic  t^'pe  of  civilization.  An 
Englishman  should  be  the  last  person  to 
depreciate  this  feeling;  for  though  he  may 
feel  that  British  governments  have  some- 
times endeavored  todra])e  their  ambitious 
schemes  under  the  specious  garb  of  phi- 
lantliroi)y.  he  feels  sure  that  the  desire  to 
use  its  power  and  influence  for  the  spread 
of  civilization  and  in  tiie  interests  of  hu- 
manity and  progress  has  been  genuinely 
felt  by  the  best  part  of  the  British  people. 
Like  feelings  must  and  do  affect  in  a  like 
way  the  mind  and  heart  of  a  people  so 
near  to  us  Englishmen  as  the  Americans 
are. 

These  considerations  are  of  a  general 
nature.  When  we  come  to  details,  and 
an  examination  of  definite  advantages  to 
be  rea])ed.  it  is  suggested  that  Cuba  and 
Puerto  Rico,  Hawaii  and  the  Philippines, 
are  all  positions  of  great  strategical  value 
to  a  power  proposing  to  maintain  a  great 
navy.  This  value  they  unquestionably 
possess.  More  than  any  other  island, 
Cuba  commands  the  Caribbean  Sea  and 
the  Gulf  of  Mexico ;  while  the  fine  harbors 
of  the  Philippines  could  be  made  strong- 
holds of  the  first  rank,  invaluable  for  the 
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cxci'ciso  of  inlliu'iico  on  tlic  coasts  of  east- 
(M'li  Asia.  I>oili  tlie  Antilles  and  tlie 
JMiilii)i)ines,  countries  rich  l)y  tlie  Ijounty 
of  nature,  would  ))e  far  better  oti"  under 
the  ruhi  of  the  United  States  than  under 
that  of  Si)ain,  and  their  natural  re.^^ources 
be  far  nioi'e  fully  developed.  xAmei'ica 
]nif;ht  do  for  the  Philii)))ines  what  Britain 
is  doing-  for  Bunnah,  and  for  Cuba  what 
]>ritaiji  lias  done  for  Egypt.  But  obvious- 
ly the  strateg-ical  value  of  the  Philii)pines 
and  of  Hawaii  d(M)ends  on  whetlier  the 
United  States  desires  to  become  a  great 
naval  i)ower.  If  she  })roposes  to  main- 
tain a  great  Pacific  squadron  and  U)  in- 
terfere in  Chinese  and  Japanese  and 
Korean  questions,  by  all  means  let  her 
have  Luzon  and  Oahu. 

The  very  point,  however,  which  lias  to 
be  settled  is  whether  her  i)eo})le  mean  to 
enter  this  new  field  of  action.  As  to  Cuba, 
while  admitting"  all  that  so  high  an  au- 
thoi'ity  as  Captain  ]\Iahan  has  said  as  to 
its  dominating  jwsition,  one  asks  Avhat 
l)ossible  danger  the  United  States  has  to 
fear  on  her  southern  coasts.  Britain  is 
the  only  naval  power  that  could  l)e  for- 
midable there,  and  Britain  is  the  power 
least  hively  to  be  in  any  antagonism  to 
the  United  States,  since  the  interests  of 
the  two  luitions  are  i)raclically  identical. 
No  Central  American  or  South  American 
state  need  be  consitlered.  for  none  could 
resist  the  United  biates  for  a  month. 

One  other  ground  occui's  to  me  which 
may  disi)Ose  the  United  States  to  retain 
whatevei"  territories  she  acquires  in  this 
war.  It  is  always  hard  to  retire  from  a 
conquest,  always  hard  to  ])ull  down  the 
flag,  even  when  you  ])ull  il  down  of  your 
own  free  will.  We  in  England  have  am- 
])le  ex})ei'ience  of  this.  (.)uf  military  aiul 
naval  advisee's  tf^ll  us  that  Cyi)rus  is  a 
useless  and  Egy])t  a  dangerous  ])osition. 
aiul  that.so  far  as  strategical  considerations 
go,  we  should  be  better  away  from  both 
of  them.  Some  say  that  Gibi'altar  has 
lost  much  of  its  old  value  as  a  naval  for- 
tress, and  that  we  ought  to  try  to  ex- 
change it  for  some  other  arsenal  or  coal- 
ing-statio]i  in  that  i'egi(Mi.  But  the  nation 
does  not  like  the  notion  of  giving  uu  any 
S])ot  with  which  it  has  historical  associa- 
tions, or  where  it  feels  that  it  has  done 
good  woi'k.  Even  the  handing  over  of 
the  Ionian  Islands  to  Greece  l\v  Li^rd 
Palmerston  was  long  and  l»iueriy  cen- 
surcnl,  though  Britain  has  never  since  had 
the  least  reason  to  regret  what   she  then 


did.  It  must  therefore  be  expected  that 
wlien  the  i)resent  war  ends  much  reluc- 
tance will  be  .shown  to  quit  any  lerritorv 
over  wliich  the  stars  and  stripes  may  then 
be  tlying-.  This,  however,  will  be  senti- 
ment, not  business. 

The  practical  question  which  the  Amei  • 
icaii  people  will  have  to  decide  is.  Do 
they  desii-e  to  create  and  maintain  a  first- 
class  navy,  and  become  a  great  colonizing 
and  oceanic  power.'  If  they  do.  they  will 
have  a  vista  of  ambition,  of  adventure, 
of  struggle,  of  achievement,  opened  before 
them  from  which  they  have  hitherto  kept 
aloof. 

The  prospect  is  attractive  to  a  nation  of 
high  spirits  and  immense  resources.  But 
the  greatest  nation  does  well  to  consider 
the  risks  that  are  involved  in  the  ditfi- 
culties  that  may  spring  from  an  entirely 
new  departttre.  foreign  to  its  established 
traditions.  In  this  case  the  difficulties 
are  of  two  kiiuls.  Some  arise  out  of  the 
character  of  the  territories  proposed  to 
be  annexed;  some  out  of  the  nature  of 
the  constitution  and  government  of  the 
United  States.  Of  a  third  kind,  those  con- 
nected with  the  declarations  which  the 
United  States  made  when  the  war  began. 
I  shall  say  nothing.  They  are  })roper 
matter  for  discussion  by  American  citi- 
zens, but  we  do  not  feel  qtialilied  to  ex- 
press an  opinion  on  them.  Moreover. 
declarations  lionestly  nu^de  sometimes 
turn  out.  through  stipervening  events 
and  altered  conditions,  very  hard  to  put 
in  force.  Even  now  one  can  foresee  cir- 
cumstances tinder  which  it  would  be  so 
much  easier  to  stay  in  the  Philippines  or 
in  Cuba  than  to  evactiate  them  that  the 
question  of  declaration  will  be  a  second- 
ary one.  and  the  nuiin  thing  for  the  Unit- 
ed States  to  weig-h  will  be  the  nature  of 
these  ])OSsessions,  and  the  capacity  of  the 
American  system  of  government  to  solve 
the  problems  which  tlieir  annexation  will 
raise. 

The  first  point  that  arises  is  as  to  the 
political  arrangements  that  would  have  to 
be  devised  for  the  management  of  the  isl- 
aiuis  if  annexed.  Suppose  Cuba  should 
turn  out  unfit  for  independence,  so  that 
the  United  States  was  obliged  to  keep 
hold  of  it.  vvdiat  could  she  do  with  it^ 
With  its  crude  and  ignorant  population, 
largely  com]iosed  of  negroes  (and  of  ne- 
groes resembling  those  of  Haiti  more 
than  those  of  Alabama),  a  population 
speaking  a  foreign  language  and   utterly 
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untrained  in  self-government,  it  could  not 
be  made  into  a  State  of  the  Union  without 
inflicting  serious  injury  on  the  Union  it- 
self. Neitiier  is  it  mucli  more  fit  to  re- 
ceive the  qualified  autonomy  of  a  Terri- 
tory in  the  technical  sense  of  that  term. 
It  ought  to  be  treated  as  a  crown  colony, 
to  use  the  British  term  ;  that  is,  as  a  col- 
ony administered  by  officials  sent  from 
home,  with  the  assistance  of  a  local  coun- 
cil having  merely  consultative  functions. 
We  in  England  have  been  driven  to  ap- 
ply that  system  to  our  West-Indian  col- 
onies, English-speaking  though  they  are, 
because  they  are  unfit  for  autonomy.  No 
doubt  the  white  element  in  Cuba  is  larger 
than  in  those  colonies.  But  it  is  not  a 
])romising  element.  The  Philippines  are 
of  course  a  far  less  hoi)eful  field  for  self- 
government  than  even  the  Spanish  An- 
tilles. The  inhabitants  of  Luzon  and 
Mindanao  are,  some  of  them,  primitive 
savages,  some  semi  -  barbarous  Malays, 
fierce,  ignorant,  indocile.  There  are  sup- 
posed to  be  eight  or  ten  millions  of  them, 
a  mass  which  it  would  take  a  long  time 
to  permeate  even  if  white  pcO])le  could 
settle  in  the  country.  Unfortunately, 
however,  it  is  not  only  too  hot  but  too 
feverish  for  white  people  to  colonize. 
Climatic  conditions,  which  it  seen>s  im- 
possible with  the  present  resources  of 
race  science  to  overcome,  forbid  the  white 
to  maintain  his  vigor,  and  most  white 
people  even  to  retain  their  health,  in  the 
Philippine  Isles.  Cuba  and  Puerto  Rico 
are  less  unhealthy  and  not  very  much 
hotter  or  more  malarious  than  the  coasts 
of  the  Gulf  of  Mexico.  Those  coasts,  how- 
ever, are  unfit  for  men  of  the  white  Amer- 
ican stock  to  thrive  in.  Healthy  persons, 
using  constant  care,  can  live  there  as 
merchants  or  overseers.  But  as  they  can- 
not undertake  manual  open-air  laboi', 
they  must  needs  remain  a  small  minority 
of  the  population.  Accordingly,  both  in 
the  Antilles  and  in  the  Philippines,  the 
vast  majority  of  the  inhabitants  will  con- 
tinue to  be  of  the  inferior  races— creole- 
Spanish  and  mulatto  in  the  one  case, 
Malay  in  the  other.  The  saine  thing  will 
hap])en  in  Hawaii,  with  its  mixed  mass  of 
Polynesian  aborigines,  Chinese,  Japanese, 
and  Portuguese. 

From  the  contact  of  such  i-aces  witli 
their  white  American  rulers  there  must 
arise  many  troubles.  The  more  free  and 
democi'atic  is  the  system  of  government 
applied,  th«  greater  will  these  troubles  be, 
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at  least  for  several  generations.  British 
experience,  not  only  in  the  Antilles,  but 
in  some  of  our  Eastern  possessions,  has 
shown  that  the  best  way  of  securing  fair 
treatment  for  the  lower  races  and  peace 
among  all  is  to  commit  power  to  a  gov- 
ernor who  is  locally  a  despot,  though  his 
policy  is  of  course  controlled  and  his  acts 
reviewed  by  the  Colonial  Office,  and  ulti- 
mately by  the  cabinet  and  Parliament  at 
home.  Elective  legislative  bodies  have 
l)roved  a  failure  where  race  and  color 
feeling  I'uns  high.  To  enlarge  on  these 
race  and  color  problems  is,  however,  un- 
necessary, for  every  thoughtful  man  in 
the  United  States  knows  what  trouble 
they  have  caused,  and  how  far  they  still 
are  from  being  settled  in  the  Southern 
States.  Nor  must  we  forget  a  difficulty 
which  would  arise  in  the  Philip})ines,  pos- 
sibly also  in  the  Antilles,  but  which  has 
not  latterly  been  felt  in  the  South,  though 
it  has  been  felt  wherever  there  are  con- 
siderable tribes  of  Indians  in  the  West.  It 
would  be  necessary  to  keep  a  large  body 
of  troops  on  foot  to  repress  native  risings. 
The  natives  of  the  Philippines  and  the 
Antilles  are  turbulent.  They  dift'er  in 
religion  as  well  as  in  race  and  language 
from  the  Americans  who  would  rule  over 
them.  The  habit  of  insurrection  acquired 
under  Spanish  dominion  would  for  some 
time  remain  ;  and  the  new  American  gov- 
ernment, however  kindly  and  pacific, 
would  have  to  wear  not  only  a  despotic 
but  a  military  character. 

The  expense  that  would  be  incurred  in 
keeping  on  foot  an  army  in  the  Philip- 
pines and  another  in  the  Antilles  (should 
Cuba  be  found  incapable  of  standing 
alone)  w^ould  be  heavy.  But  there  would 
be  another  expense  far  heavier — that  of 
maintaining  fleets  adequate  to  the  defence 
of  these  distant  possessions.  It  may  be 
conjectured  that  a  navy  at  least  twice  as 
large  as  "that  of  the  United  States  now  is 
would  be  required.  But  the  cost  would 
not  stop  there.  It  is  quite  true,  as  Ca])- 
tain  Mahan  has  said,  that  even  for  the 
pi'otection  of  the  Philippines  and  to  se- 
cure ascendency  on  the  Caribbean  Sea, 
America  would  not  require  a  vast  navy, 
such  as  that  of  Britain.  But  the  experi- 
ence of  European  naval  powers,  and  es- 
pecially of  Britain,  has  been  that  the  more 
a  navy  grows,  the  more  it  tends  to  grow. 
Every  increase  in  one  class  of  vessels  sug- 
gests corresponding  increases  in  other 
classes.      Every  expansion  of  the  navy  of 
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one  country  causes  eacli  of  its  rivals  to 
redouble  its  etl'orts  to  keep  abreast  or 
ahead.  Thus  the  naval  budget  of  Britain 
has  risen  with  portentous  rapidity  dur- 
ing the  last  ten  years,  and  may  })robably 
rise  still  fuilher  as  France  and  Russia 
strengthen  their  naval  power.  There  is 
therefore  ground  tc>  expect  that  the  Unit- 
ed States  would  erelong  l)e  led  to  de- 
velop her  navy  beyond  the  needs  which 
Captain  Malum  has  indicated,  especially 
as  ever}^  widening  of  a  nation's  sphere  of 
action  and  intluence  brings  with  it  fresh 
occasions  for  friction  orcollision  with  some 
foi'eign  i)ower,  and  thereby  increases  the 
risks  of  war. 

The  dilUculties  I  have  just  indicated 
spring  from  the  geographical  position 
and  the  character  of  the  territories  which 
America  has  now  the  opportunity  of  an- 
nexing, and  would  be  much  the  same 
whatever  the  form  of  her  government. 
They  would  exist  were  she  a  federal 
monarchy  like  the  German  Empire.  But 
there  are  others  which  go  deeper,  because 
they  are  due  to  the  nature  of  her  govern- 
ment and  the  spirit  of  her  constitution. 
The  An  erican  government  is  built  upon 
the  ])rinciples  of  popular  sovereignty  and 
comjdete  self-government,  botli  local  and 
national.  Those  principles  are  applied 
with  unswerving  consistency  all  through 
the  details  of  her  system  and  in  every  part 
of  her  area,  with  the  insignificant  excep- 
tion of  the  tribal  Indians  in  Alaska  and 
in  a  few  corners  of  the  ^Yest.  In  the  Unit- 
ed States  everybody  who  is  a  subject  is 
(or  may  make  himself)  also  a  citizen,  and 
a  citizen  in  the  fullest  sense  of  the  word. 
Popular  elections  prevail  everywhere,  and 
ever}^  man  is  entitled  to  vote  at  every  elec- 
tion.* The  annexation  of  the  Antilles  or 
the  Philipi)ines  would  at  once  create  a 
lai'ge  body  of  subjects  who  would  not  be 
full  citizens,  and  to  whom  the  fundament- 
al principles  of  the  government  could  not 
he  applied.  England  finds  herself  unable 
to  apply  in  India  and  her  crown  colonies 
some  of  the  constitutional  doctrines,  such 
as  the  freedom  of  the  i)ress  and  the  right 
of  public  meeting,  which  she  most  cher- 
ishes at  home,  and  is  often  annoyed  and 
perplexed  by  the  situation  in  which  she 
accordingly  llnds  herself  there  placed. 
All   these  dilUculties  would  arise  in   the 

*  The  methods  by  which  auemin-  iiave  reeontly 
been  made  to  restrict  tlie  sutTi-a<:e  ir.  several  South- 
ern States  illustrate  the  generality  of  the  principle. 
and  the  mischiefs  which  attend  the  evasion  of  it. 


administration  by  Americans  of  snbjec: 
races,  and  would  indeed,  owing  to  ih- 
character  of  the  American  government, 
be  more  serious  than  European  nations 
find  them.  When  the  thirteen  original 
Slates  of  the  Union  began  to  admit  new- 
States. when  the  older  Slates  acquired  vast 
territories  beyond  the  Mississippi,  some 
by  purchase  from  France  and  Spain, 
others  afterwards  by  conquest  and  pur- 
chase from  Mexico,  they  were  able  to  give 
to  the  inhabitants  of  these  territories  their 
own  form  of  government,  their  own  civic 
rights.  Thus  the  new  regions  were  from 
the  first  loyal  and  contented,  and  the 
whole  nation,  twenty-two  times  as  numer- 
ous to-day  as  it  was  in  1776.  is  now  (with 
the  exception  of  a  part  of  the  Southern 
negroes  I  more  homogeneous,  more  equal, 
more  united.so  far  as  government  and  civic 
rights  go.  than  any  other  great  nation  of 
which  history  tells  us.  Therein  lies  no 
small  part  of  its  strength  But  the  inhab- 
itants of  these  islands,  alien  in  blood  and 
speech,  inferior — and  some  of  them  vaslly 
inferior — both  intellectually  and  morally, 
cannot  be  so  incorporated  and  made  a 
part  of  the  American  people. 

It  is  a  further  question  whether  the 
United  States  possesses  the  machinery 
needed  for  the  administration  of  depend- 
ent and  remote  dominions.  Here  the 
experience  of  Great  Britain  is  alone  in 
point,  for  the  Russian  government  of  sub- 
ject countries  is  almost  ptirely  military, 
and  neither  Fi-ance  nor  Germany  has  yet 
had  time  to  make  colonial  administration 
a  success.  Spain  and  Portugal  have  fail- 
ed irretrievably.  The  Congo  State  makes 
a  feeble  attempt.  Holland  mismanaged 
the  Cape,  and  works  Java  simply  as  a 
profitable  estate  from  which  she  draws  a 
revenue.  Britain  has  by  slow  degrees, 
and  after  many  mistakes  and  troubles, 
worked  otit  a  pretty  good  system  for 
India  and  her  crown  colonies.  Slie  has 
done  it  by  creating  a  large  staff  of  train- 
ed administrators,  who  form  a  permanent 
service,  carry  on  a  fixed  body  of  rules, 
maxims,  and  traditions,  and  are  carefully 
supervised  by  the  India  Ofiice  and  the 
Colonial  Office  at  home.  The  largeness 
of  the  field  has  rendered  it  possible  to 
make  Indian  service  and  colonial  service 
careers  which  attract  able  men,  and  in 
which  there  is  plenty  of  promotion,  with 
high  distinction,  to  be  won.  The  United 
States  has  now  nothing  in  the  least  resem- 
blins"    the   India    Office    or   the    Colonial 
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Office  of  Euglaiul,  and  would  liave  to  try 
to  create  them,  and  to  build  up  a  like 
body  of  rules,  maxims,  and  traditions 
which  experience  might  approve.  The 
nearest  approach  in  the  Federal  govern- 
ment to  sometliing  of  the  same  sort  is  to 
be  found  in  the  Governors  of  the  Terri- 
tories and  in  the  Indian  agents,  the  latter 
at  least  (with  a  few  honorable  exce{)tions) 
not  an  encouraging  precedent.  And  the 
comparative  smallness  of  the  field  would 
make  the  career  of  a  colonial  administra- 
tor far  less  attractive  to  talent  than  it  is 
to  the  young  Englishman.  Could  the 
Philippines  or  the  Antilles  be  trusted  to 
the  kind  of  officials  who  now  obtain 
places  on  the  score  of  local  services  ren- 
dered to  their  party  ? 

A  third  point  of  view  from  which  the 
consequences  of  a  new  departure  in  the 
direction  of  transmarine  conquest  ought 
to  be  considered  is  that  of  the  influence  it 
must  have  on  the  foreign  policy,  and,  in- 
deed, on  the  whole  political  life,  of  the 
American  republic.  The  republic  will 
become  a  naval  power,  and  even  a  mil- 
itary power,  in  a  sense  new  to  her  history. 
It  need  not  be  feared  that  the  additional 
army  she  will  have  to  raise  will  be  dan- 
gerous to  domestic  liberty,  any  more  than 
is  the  army  of  England.  That  we  may 
regard  as  a  chimerical  danger.  But  mil- 
itary affairs  may  come  to  occupy  a  much 
larger  part  of  the  thoughts  of  the  people 
and  of  the  time  of  Congress.  Military 
commanders  will  have  a  wider  career  of 
ambition  opened  up  to  them,  especially 
if,  as  may  well  happen,  wars  arise  out  of 
the  new  struggles  with  foreign  powers,  to 
which  the  control  of  new  dominions  may 
lead.  The  foreign  policy  of  the  republic 
has  hitherto  been  a  comparatively  simple 
matter,  for  (with  rare  exceptions)  it  has 
been  practically  confined  to  the  assertion 
of  the  interests  of  the  country  on  its  own 
frontiers  and  in  the  seas  which  wash  its 
coasts.  Dominions  beyond  the  sea  will 
bring  an  entirely  new  set  of  interests,  of 
ambitions,  of  projects  for  protecting  what 
the  nation  has  obtained,  or  of  securing 
new  positions  of  vantage.  The  experi- 
ence of  the  great  European  powers  has 
been  that  each  acquisition  leads  on  to 
others.  The  competition  for  naval  strong- 
holds and  coaling-stations  all  over  the 
world  which  now  occupies  the  great  Eu- 
ropean powers  will  probably  spi'ead  to  the 
United  States  also,  and  the  action  of  those 
powers  in  every  quarter  will  be  watched 


with  the  same  vigilant  suspicion  which 
France,  Germany,  Russia,  and  Britain 
now  apply  to  one  another's  movements. 
This  would  be  a  new  task  for  the  Ameri- 
can people.  It  could  not  but  divert  some 
of  their  attention  from  domestic  ques- 
tions, from  the  reconcilement  of  capital 
and  labor,  from  the  reform  of  the  cur- 
rency, from  the  adjustment  of  the  tariff, 
from  the  improvement  of  city  govern- 
ments. It  is.  moreover,  a  task  in  which 
autocratic  monarchies  succeed  better  than 
popular  governments,  because  it  is  hard 
to  pursue  a  firm  and  skilful  policy  when 
power  is  frequently  shifting  from  one 
ministry  or  party  to  another,  and  when 
momentous  decisions  have  to  be  disclosed 
to  the  public  as  soon  as  they  are  formed, 
unless  the  administration  takes  the  risk 
that  the  legislature  may  subsequently 
disapprove  of  them.  Russia  and  Ger- 
many (for  in  Germany  the  Reichstag 
hardly  interferes  in  foreign  affairs)  have 
in  this  respect  a  great  advantage  over 
Britain  ;  and  America  \vould  be  still  more 
handicapped  than  Britain  is,  because  the 
British  Parliament  often  leaves  a  large 
discretion  to  the  cabinet,  whereas  in 
America  the  Senate  is  by  law  associated 
with  the  President  in  the  conduct  of 
foreign  affairs.  So  long  as  American 
foreign  policy  is  limited  to  the  range 
within  which  it  has  hei'etofore  usually 
worked,  this  is  no  great  disadvantage. 
But  if  America  begins  to  play  the  same 
kind  of  game  that  the  European  powers 
have  been  playing  so  keenly,  the  disad- 
vantage will  be  evident. 

I  have  endeavored  ra})idly  to  indicate, 
rather  than  to  sift  and  discuss,  the  chief 
arguments  which,  in  the  view  of  European 
observers,  deserve  to  be  weighed  by  Amer- 
icans in  deciding  whether  to  retain  the 
territories  whicli  victory  will  place  at 
their  disposal.  At  the  time  of  writing 
these  lines  it  seems  probable  that  Hawaii 
will  be  annexed.  Englishmen  will  not 
regret  this,  so  far  as  England  is  concerned, 
but  many  Englisli  friends  of  America  will 
regret  it  for  America's  sake,  seeing  that 
the  balance  of  advantage  to  America  seems 
to  them  to  incline  against  tlie  acquisition 
of  any  transmarine  possessions.  The  case 
against  the  acquisition  of  Cuba  appears, 
however,  stronger  than  against  that  of 
Hawaii,  and  the  case  against  the  Philip- 
pines the  strongest  of  all.  The  United 
States  will  (so  we  venture  to  think)  render 
a  far  greater  service  to  humanity  by  de- 
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veloping-  a  high  ty})e  of  industrial  civil- 
ization on  lier  own  continent — a  civiliza- 
tion consi)icuously  free,  en ligh tenet! .  and 
])acific — than  by  any  foreign  conquests. 
If  we  were  to  look  at  the  question  from 
the  ])oint  of  view  of  British  interests  (a 
point  of  view  I  liave  sought  in  this  paper 
lo  avoid),  we  might  deem  it — tliis  is,  at  any 
rate,  now  often  argued — a  benefit  to  Brit- 
ain that  America  should  enter  on  a  career 
in  which  the  alliance  of  the  first  naval 
power  in  the  world  would  be  especially 
valuable  to  her,  for  of  course  the  alliance 
of  America  would  be  in  like  manner  valu- 
able to  Britain.  The  point  is  one  which 
I  will  not  attempt  to  discuss.  Yet  I  may 
venture  to  express  an  opinion,  which, 
though  it  does  not  touch  the  question 
dealt  with  in  this  article,  touches  the  gen- 
eral future  policy  of  America.  Here  in 
England  we  are  all  agreed  in  hoping  that 
whether  the  United  States  become  a  con- 
quering power  and  a  naval  power  or  not, 
the  friendliness  w^hich  has  during  the  last 
few  months  found  such  warm  reciprocal 
expression  on  both  sides  of  the  Atlantic 
w^ill  in  any  case  ripen  into  a  permanently 
cordial  relation  between  the  two  great 
branches  of  the  Anglo-Saxon  race.  A 
formal  alliance,  in  the  technical  diplo- 
matic sense,  may  not  be  presently  attain- 
able.    But  in  free  countries  like  Britain 


and  the  United  States  the  settled  mind 
and  purpose  of  the  people  can  create  and 
maintain  what  is  in  substance  an  alliance. 
Let  me  take  an  illustration  from  another 
well-known  rule  of  statecraft.  The  Mon- 
roe doctrine  has  never  been  formally 
adopted  by  Congress.  Technically  it  is 
no  more  than  a  view  of  policy  propound- 
ed long  ago  by  a  President.  But  its  prin- 
ciples have  sunk  so  deep  into  the  thoughts 
and  been  so  distinctly  approved  b\'  the 
judgment  of  the  nation  that  both  Amer- 
icans theniselves  and  other  nations  also 
have  come  to  regard  them  as  fixed  and 
settled  principles  which  theL'nited  States 
government  may  be  expected  consistently 
to  apply.  Now  if.  in  Britain  and  Amer- 
ica alike,  it  were  to  be  established  as  a 
principle  that  the  two  countries  have  in- 
terests virtually  identical,  that  each  will 
endeavor  where  it  fairly  and  properly  can 
to  co-operate  with  the  other,  that  each  will 
give  help  and  comfort  to  the  other  should 
any  grave  peril  arise,  a  vast  step  in  ad- 
vance would  have  been  taken.  Such  an 
understanding  would  make  for  peace  in 
the  world  at  large,  as  well  as  for  peace 
between  the  two  nations.  For  it  would 
be  based  on  that  faith  in  freedom  and 
that  sense  of  duty  to  luimanity  Avhich 
both  peoples  have  cherished  as  the  com- 
mon heritage  and  inspiration  of  the  race. 


MY   ROSE. 


BY  H.  HAWTHORNE. 


ON  a  green  slope,  most  fragrant  with   the  Spring. 
One  sweet,  fair  day  I  planted  a   red   rose. 
That  grew,  beneath   my   tender  nourishing. 

So  tall,  so  riotous  of  bloom,  that  those 
Who  passed  the  little  valley  where  it  grew 

Smiled  at  its  beauty.      All   the  air  was  sweet 
About  it!     Still  I  tended  it.  and  knew 

That  he   would  come,  e'en  as  it  grew  complete. 

And  a  day   brought  him!      Up  I  led   him,  where 

In   the   warm  sun   my   rose  bloomed  gloriously — 
Smiling  and  saying,  Lo,  is  it   not  fair? 

And  all   for  thee — all   thine  I     But   he  passed  by 
Coldly,  and  answered.  Rose.'    I  see  no  rose, — 

Leaving  me  standing   in   the   barren   vale 
Alone!    alone!    feeling   the  darkness  close 

Deep  o'er  my  heart,  and  all  my  being  fail. 


Then  came  one.  gently,  yet   with  eager  tread, 
Beii"2:ing  one  rose-bud — but  mv  rose   was   dead. 
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form  on  paper,  tliree  expeditions  of 
United  States  military  and  naval  forces 
are  being  directed  to  different  colonial  pos- 
sessions of  Spain.  Such  movements,  how- 
ever justified  by  national  interests,  seem 
at  first  sight  abnormal:  that  a  peaceful 
Christian  nation  should  be  despatching 
fleets,  seizing  islands,  sending  troops,  sub- 
verting long-established  colonial  govern- 
ments, and  distributing  dynamite  shells 
among  malcontents  —  all  this  seems  to 
many  minds  an  aggressive  departui'e  from 
our  national  policy. 

We  Americans  live  so  fast  that  we  run 
away  from  our  own  history ;  we  send  men, 
ships,  and  guns  to  the  Caribbean  Sea,  the 
Atlantic,  the  Pacific,  and  Indian  Ocean, 
without  stopping  to  consider  whether  this 
is  the  first  or  the  twentieth  time  w^e  have 
organized  such  expeditions.  Yet  the  his- 
tory of  the  United  States  abounds  in  pre- 
cedents of  armed  interventions  and  occu- 
pation, from  which  we  may  learn  some- 
thing of  the  occasions  for  such  warfare, 
of  the  difficulties  of  the  process,  and  of  the 
method  of  administering  foreign  territory 
after  it  has  been  seized.  So  far  from  the 
expeditions  of  1898  being  abnormal,  an  ex- 
amination of  the  diplomatic  and  military 
records  of  the  United  States  shows  more 
than  sixty  instances  of  actual  or  author- 
ized use  of  force,  outside  our  national  ju- 
risdiction; in  about  forty  of  these,  mili- 
tary or  naval  force  has  been  used  or  dis- 
played; about  thirty  times  there  has  been 
an  occupation  of  territory,  longer  or  short- 
er; in  a  dozen  cases  some  of  the  territory 
thus  affected  has  been  eventually  annexed 
to  the  United  States. 

In  fact,  the  difficulty  in  treating  the 
subject  of  military  expeditions  is  not  to 
find  instances,  but  to  exclude  mere  sugges- 
tions and  threats,  so  as  to  consider  only 
those  cases  in  which  the  responsibility  of 
using  force  outside  our  own  territory  has 
been  distinctly  assumed  by  some  public 
authority.  No  atteinpt  Avill  be  made  to 
discuss  private  filibustering  expeditions; 
nor  the  use  of  force  within  our  bounda- 
ries, whether  against  Indians  or  insur- 
gents or  organized  rebellion.  We  shall 
not  go  beyond  the  temporary  military  ad- 


ministrations set  up  in  conquered  regions 
till  the  will  of  the  home  government  could 
be  ascertained.  The  important  question  of 
the  permanent  colonial  governments  es- 
tablished by  the  United  States  in  annexed 
territory  will  be  reserved  for  a  later  ar- 
ticle. 

With  these  limitations,  the  story  of  the 
armed  interventions  of  a  century  and  a 
quarter  may  be  conveniently  considered 
in  six  periods:  (1)  Military  expeditions 
and  occupations  in  the  Revolutionary  and 
Barbary  wars,  1775-1815.  (2)  Expeditions 
and  occupations  for  territorial  expansion, 
1797-1821.  (3)  Relations  with  European 
countries,  1822-1835.  (4)  Aggressive  ex- 
peditions, 1836-1860.  (5)  Relations  with 
American  neiglibors,  1861-1872.  (6)  Com- 
mercial and  philanthropic  interventions 
and  expeditions,  1873-1898. 

We  are  accustomed  to  think  of  the  war 
of  the  Revolution  only  as  a  defensive 
struggle.  Our  forefathers  did  not  so  re- 
gard it;  for  before  Boston  Harbor  was 
cleared  of  the  invader  they  had  senta dou- 
ble expedition  to  seize  Canada,  and  later 
made  three  other  invasions  of  enemies' 
territory.  Some  of  Washington's  instruc- 
tions to  Benedict  Arnold  as  commander  of 
the  forces  directed  against  Quebec  might 
serve  a  Dewey  or  a  Sampson:  "You  are 
to  endeavor  to  discover  the  real  senti- 
ments of  the  Canadians  towards  our 
cause.  .  .  You  are  to  disperse  a  number  of 
addresses.  .  .  You  are  to  conciliate  the  af- 
fections of  these  people  and  such  Indians 
as  you  may  meet  with.  .  .  Check  any  at- 
tempt to  plunder.  .  .  Spare  neither  pains 
nor  expense  to  gain  all  possible  intelli- 
gence. ,  .  You  are  to  protect  and  support 
the  free  exercise  of  the  religion  of  the 
country."  The  Continental  Congress  gave 
orders  to  establish  "Associations,"  to 
form  ''a  Provincial  Assembly,"  and  to 
choose  "Delegates  to  Congress."  Not- 
withstanding the  capture  of  every  strong 
place  in  Canada  except  Quebec,  and  the 
occupation  of  the  country  for  ten  months, 
the  American  army  retired  in  July,  1776, 
with  heavy  losses. 

It  was  otherwise  in  the  second  foreign 
expedition   of   the  Revolutionary   w^ar — 
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(rcor^o  K()<»-oi'.s  Clark's  invasion  of  I  lie 
Noi'lliwt'st.  Willi  a  force  of  about  200  uumi 
Ik;  descended  the  Ohio  in  1778,  and  took 
the  little  posts  of  Kaskaskia  and  Cahokia. 
lie  tlien  enrolled  many  of  the  French 
Canadian  inhabitants  into  his  little  ai'niy, 
])roniisinf?  them  "all  the  privile.aes  of  the 
American  o-overnment/'  With  the  aid  of 
some  of  these  men  he  captured  Governor 
Hamilton,  in  Vincennes,  in  Fe])ruary,  1779, 
confiscated  and  sold  some  of  the  Govern- 
or's slaves,  and  held  for  Virginia  the  wliole 
vast  i-en-ioii  between  the  lakes,  the  Ohio, 
and  the  Mississippi;  eventually  the  con- 
quest was  turned  over  to  the  United  States. 

A  third  expedition  was  Sullivan's  inva- 
sion of  the  counti'y  of  the  hostile  Six  Na- 
tions in  1779.  He  penetrated  up  the  Sus- 
quehanna— the  town  of  Horseheads  long" 
marked  the  spot  where  his  cavalry  was 
dismounted — and  occu])ied  the  Genesee 
Valley;  but  as  soon  as  he  retired,  the 
Indians  ag'ain  closed  in  upon  the  re_o-ion, 
and  nullified  his  military  success. 

A  fourth  instance  of  armed  invasion, 
and  the  only  case  of  a  landino-  of  Amer- 
ican forces  within  the  United  Kingdom, 
was  tlie  daring'  attack  of  John  Paul  Jones 
on  Whitehaven  and  St.  Mary's  Island  in 
Ai)ril,  1778.  The  princii)al  result  was  the 
"lifting-"  of  the  Earl  of  Selkirk's  plate, 
which  Jones  afterward  gallantly  bought 
in  and  returned  to  Lady  Selkirk. 

From  this  time  for  nearly  twenty  years 
there  was  no  foreign  military  expedition; 
though  some  preparations  were  made  in 
the  French  war  of  1798.  But  from  1801 
to  1804  American  ships  repeatedly  bom- 
barded Tripolitan  towns,  and  even  raised 
the  American  Hag-  over  a  foreign  city. 
At  tirst  the  ])eace-loving  mind  of  Presi- 
dent J(dl"erson  could  not  comprehend  a 
war  wluM-e  ])eople  shot  at  each  other; 
and  when  the  I'J)ife)'prixe  in  1801  ca])- 
tured  an  (Mieniy's  vessel,  the  craft  was 
simply  tui'iuHl  ovei-  to  its  owners  again. 
In  180-4  Ti'i])()li  was  more  vigorously  at- 
tacked, and  then  came  an  episode  whicli 
Americans  should  always  remembei",  in 
order  that  the  like  may  never  befall 
again.  Our  consul.  Eaton,  was  author- 
ized to  set  a  back  tire  by  subsidizing 
Ifamet  Caracalli,  a  banished  predecessor 
and  brother  of  the  reigning  Bashaw. 
Hamet  had  found  a  very  uood  position  in 
a  respectable  predatory  Egyptian  force  as 
a  kind  of 

''A   promising  young  vo'Doer, 
The  lieutenant  of  his  l»,uui." 


Eaton  sought  him  out,  this  g'ood  pirate, 
and  besought  him  to  make  war  on  liis 
brother,  accompanied  him  across  the 
desert  to  attack  the  Tripolitan  town  of 
Derne,  took  it,  and  hoisted  the  American 
tlag.  This  is  almost  the  only  occasion 
when  the  United  States  has  been  in  actual 
])ossession  of  African  soil:  and  up  to  1898 
it  remained  the  only  example  of  a  land 
expedition  marching  across  foreign  ter- 
ritory outside  the  continent  of  North 
America. 

At  this  juncture  Commodore  Rodgei-s, 
who  was  besieging  the  city  of  Trij)oli, 
allowed  a  peace  to  be  made  by  which 
Hamet's  cause  was  abandoned.  Hamet 
himself  was  taken  aboard  a  sliip;  but 
when  his  unhappy  followers  saw  him  de- 
part, and  realized  that  they  were  left  to 
Tripolitan  vengeance.  Eaton  says  that 
"the  shore,  our  camp,  and  batter^'  were 
crowded  with  distracted  soldiery  and 
populace;  some  calling  on  the  Bashaw, 
some  on  me:  some  uttering  shrieks,  some 
execi-ations."  Hamet,  in  a  very  pathetic 
letter,  threw  himself  on  the  generosity  of 
the  United  States,  and  ]dead  for  the  ex- 
ecution of  the  solemn  promise  made  in 
the  new  treaty  that  his  family  should  be 
restored  to  him.  The  poor  fellow  could 
not  realize  that  his  ally  had  made  no 
stipulation  for  his  followers,  and  did  not 
concern  itself  about  his  wives  and  chil- 
dren. 

The  expedition  of  1805  made  tmneces- 
sary  any  furtlier  interventions  among  the 
Barbai'y  powers  till,  in  1815.  the  Dey  of 
Algiers  began  to  ca])ture  American  ves- 
sels, and  defended  the  practice  in  a  letter 
to  "the  hap}\v,  the  great,  the  amiable 
James  ]\Iadison.  Emperor  of  America, 
may  his  I'eign  be  happy  and  glorious." 
The  emperor  thus  addressed,  howevei*, 
preferred  to  answer  by  Decatur's  fleet; 
and  this  naval  force  so  impressed  the  Dey 
til  at  peace  was  forthwith  made.  When 
Decatur  next  went  to  demand  an  indem- 
nity for  in-operty  piratically  taken  by  the 
Dey  of  Tunis,  that  potentate  said  simply: 
'"1  know  that  adnnral."  laid  down  his 
telescope,  combed  his  beard  with  a  tor- 
toise-shell comb  studded  with  diamonds 
— and  paid  the  money. 

The  experience  of  the  period  from  1775 
to  1804  showed  clearly  that  invasions  of 
an  enemy's  country  may  be  a  useful  kind 
of  warfare,  and  that  in  dealing  with  half- 
civilized  powers  force  is  the  only  argu- 
ment that  is  understood;  but  the  govern- 
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ment  learned  that  it  is  easier  to  get  into 
relations  with  insurgents  who  are  fight- 
ing a  common  enemy,  than  to  get  out 
again  honorahly. 

Meanwhile  the  United  States  had  en- 
tered on  a  long  process  of  ascertaining 
and  extending  her  boundaries,  a  process 
in  which  more  than  fifteen  military  oc- 
cupations were  found  necessary.  The 
retention  by  the  Spaniards  of  the  coun- 
try north  of  the  thirty-first  parallel  gave 
rise  to  a  lively  intervention  in  1797. 
Lieutenant  Pope  and  forty  soldiers  came 
to  Natchez;  and  when  the  Spaniards  re- 
fused to  evacuate  the  disputed  strip,  Pope 
notified  them  that  "as  commandant  of 
the  troops  of  the  United  States  at  the 
lower  posts,  I  must  assure  you  that  the 
landing  of  any  troops,  or  the  repairing 
of  the  fortifications  of  the  territory  in 
question,  will  be  considered  as  an  attack 
upon  the  honor  and  dignity  of  my  coun- 
try." Six  months  later  the  Spaniards 
gave  up  the  post. 

Troops  were  authorized  by  Congress  in 
1803  for  the  seizure  of  Louisiana  if  ne- 
cessary, but  the  colony  was  peacefully 
ceded  by  treaty.  Meanwhile  Jefferson 
had  despatched  a  military  expedition, 
under  command  of  Captains  Lewis  and 
Clarke,  to  explore  and  take  possession  of 
Oregon.  In  August,  1805,  the  party  en- 
tered on  the  Pacific  slope — the  only  in- 
stance in  our  federal  history  of  the  mil- 
itary taking  possession  of  a  region  as  yet 
not  occupied  by  an}'  civilized  natioi]. 

The  cession  of  Louisiana  involved  the 
country  in  a  double  controversy,  both 
Texas  and  West  Florida  being  claimed 
by  the  United  States.  In  1806  Wilkin- 
son was  sent  with  an  armed  force  into 
the  Texan  disputed  territory,  and  a  fight 
with  the  Spaniards  seemed  impending; 
but  a  temporary  boundary  was  fixed  at 
the  Sabine  River.  In  the  same  year  Lieu- 
tenant Pike,  with  a  party  of  twenty-three 
men,  was  sent  to  explore  the  western 
country,  and  presently  was  seized  by  the 
Spaniards  in  their  pi'ovince  of  New  Mex- 
ico. Eventually  they  let  him  go  with 
an  admonition;  and  until  1836  there 
was  no  more  intervention  on  this  bor- 
der. 

The  West  Florida  controversy  was  also 
adjusted  by  militai-y  intervention.  In 
1810  President  Madison  sent  the  civilian 
Grovernor  Claiborne  to  take  possession  of 
the  disputed  region   as  far  as  the  Pearl 


River,  as  part  of  his  Teri-itory  of  Orleans. 
The  rest  of  West  Florida,  including  Mo- 
bile, was  still  held  by  Spain;  but  in  Jan- 
uary, 1811,  Congress  took  the  extraordi- 
nary step  —  never  since  repeated  —  of 
passing  a  secret  joint  resolution.  The 
President  was  authorized  to  seize  both  the 
disputed  and  the  undisputed  Spanish  terri- 
tory south  of  Georgia;  nevertheless,  Mad- 
ison held  oft'  till  April,  1813,  when  Mo- 
bile was  at  last  occupied  by  a  military 
force  under  Wilkinson. 

At  this  juncture  the  war  with  Great 
Britain  broke  out.  Although  occasioned 
by  aggressions  on  American  commerce, 
the  immediate  object  was  the  conquest 
of  Canada,  and  therefore  repeated  expe- 
ditions were  sent  across  the  border  in 
1812,  1813,  and  1814.  Hull  attacked  Mai- 
den; Van  Rensselaer  failed  at  Lewistou, 
and  Smyth  at  Chippewa;  Wilkinson 
withdrew  from  Chrysler's  Farm;  Brown 
won  the  battles  of  Chippewa  and  Lundys 
Lane;  but  they  were  all  driven  back  af- 
ter a  brief  occupation — sometimes  of  only 
a  few  hours.  Fort  George,  on  the  Lower 
Niagara,  was  almost  the  only  Canadian 
post  held  for  any  considerable  time;  Wil- 
liam Henry  Harrison  penetrated  to  the 
river  Thames,  but  abandoned  the  terri- 
tory again ;  and  Dearborn  and  Pike  cap- 
tured York  (now  Kingston),  the  first 
provincial  capital  ever  taken  by  the 
Americans.  Unfortunately  during  Dear- 
born's brief  occupancy  the  so-called 
"  Parliament  House"  was  burned,  though 
without  orders:  it  is  a  kind  of  accident 
likely  to  happen  in  such  a  foray. 

The  long -pending  contest  over  the 
Floridas  was  next  adjusted  by  a  strong 
hand:  three  invasions  without  a  declara- 
tion of  war  were  requii-ed  to  convince  the 
Spaniards  that  they  might  make  a  virtue 
of  the  necessity  of  ceding  the  region. 
In  July,  1814,  the  British  forces  seized 
the  Spanish  port  of  Pensacola,  and  made 
it  a  base  for  an  attack  on  Mobile;  the 
American  commandei',  Andrew  Jackson, 
was  not  a  man  to  stand  on  punctilio, 
and  without  orders,  but  with  entire  jus- 
tification, he  pushed  with  3000  men  to 
Pensacola,  and  in  November  stormed  the 
town,  and  held  it  for  some  days  before 
withdrawing. 

Three  years  later  the  thorough-going 
scoundrel  Jones  Aury  seized  Amelia 
Island,  oft'  Florida,  and  made  it  a  centre 
for  smuggling,  slave  trade,  and  piracy. 
President  Monroe  deemed  that  "  the  riffht 
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of  self-(l(3f(Mir(;  never  reuses.  It  is  anionj^- 
the  inost  saered,  and  alike  necessary  to 
nations  and  to  individuals.''  Resting- on 
tliat  right,  and  on  the  secret  act  of  Jan- 
nai-y,  1811,  he  sent  Ca])tain  Henly  with 
IJie  ship  of  war  John  Adams,  and  ]Major 
IJankhead  with  a  land  force,  to  take  ])os- 
session.  When  Aury  wanted  to  negoti- 
ate, the  two  An)ei'icans  answered,  lacon- 
ically; "As  ollicers  in  tlie  service  of  the 
United  States  we  are  bound  to  obey  or- 
dei's  emanating  froni  the  antliorities  of 
our  g-overnment  without  any  discussion 
or  animadversion  on  our  part  as  to  the 
correctness  of  tliem ;  we  propose  to  land 
a  force  to-day,  and  to  lioist  the  American 
flag-;  und<ir  that  flag  no  op])re.ssion  or  un- 
just measures  will  ever  be  witnessed." 
The  R])anisli  minister  ])r()tested,  but  the 
island  was  held  till  ceded  by  the  treaty 
of  1819. 

In  1818  Jackson  was  the  general  in 
command  on  the  Florida  horders.  and 
again  invaded  Spanisli  territory.  Wlieth- 
er  he  was  acting-  under  orders  or  contrary 
to  oi'ders  is  still  a  disputed  question:  he 
had  g-iven  informal  notice  to  the  authori- 
ties in  Washington  that  lie  meant  to  en- 
ter the  territory,  and  to  his  mind  the  pol- 
icy of  the  g-overnment  was  thus  satisfac- 
torily established.  Convinced  that  the 
Si)aniards  were  stiri-ing  up  Indian  hos- 
tilities aci'oss  tlie  l)oundary,  Jackson 
crossed  the  border,  marched  to  the  S{)an- 
ish  post  of  St.  ^Maries,  and  court-nuirtialled 
and  executed  two  Britisli  subjects  found 
in  doubtful  I'ehitioiis  with  the  Indians. 
Up  to  this  episode  tliei'e  had  never  been 
such  rigor  toward  inhabitants  of  tei'ritoiy 
invaded  l)y  the  United  States  trooi)s.  even 
in  time  of  war.  It  was  the  first  time 
also  tliat  a  military  commander  ventured 
to  create  a  territorial  government  on  his 
own  r(^s})()nsibility.  As  a  result  of  what 
he  called  "the  immutable  ])rinciple  of 
self-defence."  Jackson  organized  the  region 
on  the  8i)anish  model,  "  established  ""  tlie 
revenue  laws  of  the  United  States,  and 
even  a})})ointed  a  colU^ctor  of  customs. 
Eventually  Jackson  was  uplield  by  the 
administration,  and  tliough  the  territory 
was  restored  to  Spain,  it  was  tinally  re- 
turned to  the  United  States  under  tlie 
treaty  of  1819.  By  an  opera-boutl'e  fatal- 
ity, the  first  (rovernor  of  Florida  was 
Jackson,  and  he  received,  and  cheerfully 
exercised  for  the  time  l)eino-,  all  the  arbi- 
trary ])owers  of  the  previous  Spanish  Cap- 
tain-General. 


In  the  twenty-two  yeai's  from  IT'.C  to 
1819  there  had  arisen  twenty  cases  of  well- 
detined  expeditions  into  foreign  or  dis- 
puted territory;  of  tliese.  eleven  were  ;:i 
the  midst  of  war;  of  the  rest,  nearly  a.l 
were  forcible  attempts  to  settle  territorial 
controversies  with  Spain,  The  work  wa.s 
so  thoroughly  done  that,  after  ISIS,  there 
was  for  eighty  years  no  exi)edition  direct- 
ed against  Spanish  terrilury. 

Altliough,  after  the  war  of  1S12.  the 
people  of  the  United  States  felt  a  con- 
sciousness of  national  power,  and  a  desire 
to  make  republican  government  and 
American  influence  felt  in  other  parts  of 
the  world,  the  only  cases  of  actual  inter- 
vention between  1820  and  1835  were  in  the 
Falkland  Islands  and  in  Sumatra.  The 
Falklands  were  a  resort  for  sealers,  and 
were  supposed  to  be  a  no-mairs-land,  hut 
in  1831  a  sealing- vessel  was  seized  by  per- 
sons who  had  formed  a  colony  and  purport- 
ed to  act  under  a  commission  from  Bue- 
nos Ayres.  Thereupon  Jackson  sent  the 
ship  Liwiugtou,  commanded  i)y  Captain 
Duncan,  wlio  uprooted  the  colony  com- 
pletely. Two  years  later  Great  Britain 
claimed  the  islands,  and  the  controversy 
ended.  The  next  year  the  Potomac,  Ca])- 
taiii  Downes,  was  sent  toSumati-a  to  pun- 
ish "a  band  of  lawless  pirates'";  and  the 
town  of  Quallah  Batoo  was  effectively 
bombarded. 

The  twenty-five  years  from  1830  to 
18G1  are  marked  by  a  new  spirit  in 
American  foreign  relations:  it  was  a  time 
of  conquest  and  desire  for  more  con- 
quests :  Texas.  New  ^lexico.  and  Cali- 
fornia wei-e  acquired  by  the  Union  through 
military  and  naval  expeditions,  andserions 
efforts  were  made  to  annex  Cuba,  Mexico, 
and  parts  of  Central  America;  the  de- 
velopment of  California  created  new  in- 
terest in  a  route  across  the  Isthmus,  and 
hence  kd  to  new  interventions;  China 
and  Jajian  were  o])ened  to  American  trade 
by  a  ])ressure  which  several  times  ended 
in  armed  violence:  there  was  an  effort 
to  raise  the  American  tlag  in  Hawaii,  and 
President  Buchanan  formed  a  plan  of  sys- 
tematic interventions.  The  great  histori- 
an von  Hoist  sees  in  all  this  only  the  hand 
of  the  malignant  slave  power.  It  is  true 
that  the  defenders  of  slavery  were  advo- 
cates of  a  "  vigorous  foreign  policy";  but 
the  movement  had  deeper  roots  even  than 
the  purpose  to  gain   slave-holding  terri- 
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tory.  The  young  giant  among  nations 
was  becoming  conscious  of  his  strength, 
and  liked  to  stretch  out  his  arms  to  the 
uttermost  parts  of  the  eartli. 

The  first  episode  in  this  period  of  aggres- 
sive intervention  was  Jackson's  sending 
a  force  into  Texas,  then,  in  1836,  a  part  of 
Mexico.  The  alleged  occasion  was  Indian 
depredations  sixty  miles  from  the  frontier; 
the  real  occasion  was  the  desire  to  give 
encouragement  to  the  revolution  in  Texas. 
General  Gaines  not  only  entered  Texas, 
he  also  called  on  the  Governors  of  four 
States  to  send  him  militia.  This  was  too 
much  for  Jackson,  who  had  strong  opin- 
ions against  other  people  who  acted  with- 
out orders,  and  he  withdrew  the  troops 
with  "impressive  warnings." 

President  Tyler  early  began  a  series  of 
military  expeditions,  which  ended  with 
the  conquest  of  California.  In  October, 
1842,  Commodore  Thomas  Ap  Catesby 
Jones  entered  the  harbor  of  Monterey, 
California,  hauled  down  the  Mexican 
flag,  and  ran  up  the  American;  his  only 
excuse  was  that  he  had  read  a  newspaper 
report  that  war  had  been  declared  by 
Mexico  on  the  United  States.  The  next 
day  he  saw  the  ei-ror  of  his  ways,  took 
down  the  flag,  and  withdrew;  later  the 
government  at  Washington  disavowed  the 
act,  and  made  an  apology  to  justly  of- 
fended Mexico. 

In  the  same  year,  1842,  however,  Tyler 
sent  young  Captain  Fremont  to  explore 
the  stretch  of  country  about  the  head- 
waters of  the  Platte  River.  With  about 
twenty  hired  civilians  he  crossed  over, 
uninvited,  to  Mexican  territory  on  the 
upper  tributaries  of  the  Colorado,  but  re- 
turned without  any  encounter.  A  year 
later  Fremont  was  despatched  ostensibly 
"to  connect  the  reconnoissance  of  1842 
with  the  surveys  on  the  coast  of  the 
Pacific";  but  his  party  of  fifty  included 
three  artillerj^men,  who  handled  a  gov- 
ernment howitzer.  Early  in  1844  he 
reached  California,  without  permission 
from  Mexico;  and  again  made  his  way 
unmolested  over  the  mountains  eastward. 
Meanwhile  a  treaty  was  on  foot  for  the 
annexation  of  Texas,  and  in  February, 
1844,  our  minister  to  the  "  lone-star  State  " 
took  the  responsibility  of  declaring  that 
Mexico  should  not  be  permitted  to  invade 
Texas  as  a  punishment  for  the  negotiation. 
President  Tyler  disavowed  him  on  the 
ground  that  "  the  employment  of  the 
army  and  navy  against  a  foreign  power 
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with  which  the  United  States  are  at  peace 
is  not  within  the  competency  of  the  Presi- 
dent." Nevertheless,  a  month  later,  Cal- 
houn, then  Secretary  of  State,  promised, 
"during  the  pendency  of  the  treaty,  to 
use  all  the  means  placed  within  his  power 
to  protect  Texas  from  foreign  invasion." 
No  actual  force  was  employed,  because 
Mexico  made  no  resistance  to  the  annexa- 
tion of  Texas;  but  the  principle  of  armed 
intervention  had  been  cynically  avowed, 
and  was  soon  to  be  put  into  active  ser- 
vice. 

In  the  years  1845  '46  eight  different  ex- 
peditions were  sent  out  into  Mexican  ter- 
ritory. In  1845  instructions  were  issued 
to  naval  officers  to  be  i-eady  to  seize  Cali- 
fornia in  case  of  war;  and  Fremont  was 
again  despatched  for  his  third  and  most 
belligerent  entry  into  foreign  regions.  He 
had  an  armed  party  of  sixty  men,  and  on 
his  arrival  in  California  was  warned  oflp 
by  the  Mexican  authorities,  and  betook 
himself  for  the  time  to  Oregon. 

When  war  broke  out  with  Mexico  in 
May,  1846,  land  expeditions  were  at  once 
despatched  to  California  and  New  Mexi- 
co, and  naval  forces  to  the  Gulf  and  the 
Pacific.  Colonel  Kearny  marched  in- 
land to  Santa  Fe,  and  in  August  seized 
New  Mexico;  ^lence  he  marched  to  Cali- 
fornia with  sixty  men.  He  found  on  ar- 
rival in  December  that,  without  waiting 
for  news  of  war  or  for  orders,  Fremont 
had  come  back,  had  aided  the  American 
residents  in  California  to  assert  their  in- 
dependence, and  had  been  fighting  the 
Mexicans ;  and  Commodore  Sloat  had 
also  occupied  Monterey.  A  few  weeks 
later  the  Mexican  troops  were  driven  out 
of  the  country. 

Meanwhile  the  war  had  been  carried 
into  Mexico  itself.  Under  orders  from 
Polk,  General  Taylor  marched  through 
the  disputed  strip  of  territoiy  west  of  the 
Nueces,  and  in  April,  1846,  closed  the  Rio 
Grande  to  navigation.  The  Mexicans 
were  justified  in  considering  this  an  in- 
vasion, and  attacked  Taylor  then  and 
there.  Three  later  invasions— Doniphan's 
into  Chihuahua,  Taylor's  southward  to 
Buena  Vista,  and  Scott's  to  the  Cify  of 
Mexico — were  simple  acts  of  declared  war 
in  undoubted  foreign  territory. 

The  political  status  of  the  four  regions 
thus  occupied— the  Rio  Grande  strip,  New 
Mexico,  California,  and  old  Mexico  —  is 
most  interesting  in  itself,  and  is  a  signifi- 
cant precedent  for  our  relations  with  the 
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]^liili])])ines  ami  Antilles.  Kearny,  willi- 
out  waitinfr  for  orders  or  for  a  treaty  of 
peace,  proclaimed  New  Mexico  not  only  a 
})art  of  the  Uiiitod  States,  but  also  a  "Ter- 
ritory," appointed  a  civil  Governor,  and 
declared  tlie  Mexicans  to  be  subjects  of 
the  United  States.  Commodore  Sloat  pro- 
claimed California  to  be  a  permanent  part 
of  the  United  States,  and  his  successor, 
Stockton,  declared  it  a  Territory,  and  made 
Fremont  "  Governor."  Then,  under  or- 
ders from  the  President,  Fremont  set  up 
a  si)ecial  taritf  and  tonnage  duty  in  Cali- 
fornia. General  Scott  in  Mexico  levied 
military  contributions,  took  charge  of  the 
custom-house,  and  designated  courts. 

Late  in  the  war  the  administration 
found  itself  in  the  position  of  the  foreign- 
er who  attempted  to  fight  the  wild-cat. 
When  a  friend  asked,  '*  Shall  I  come  and 
help  you  catch  him?"  the  belligerent  an- 
swered, "  No;  but  I  wish  you  would  come 
and  help  me  let  him  go.''  The  Mexican 
administration  was  so  disrupted  that,  for  a 
time,  no  one  could  be  found  with  author- 
ity to  make  peace,  and  it  was  soberly  pro- 
posed to  annex  the  whole  country.  A 
peace  '-as  at  last  adjusted  early  in  18-48; 
the  L^nited  States  troops  were  shortly 
withdrawn  from  the  present  territory  of 
Mexico,  and  the  ordinary  revenue  system 
of  the  United  States  was  applied  to  all  the 
annexed  regions. 

In  1853  came  a  very  unusual  demon- 
stration of  naval  force  in  the  Mediterra- 
nean Sea.  Martin  Koszta.  a  Hungarian 
who  had  declared  his  intention  to  become 
an  American  citizen,  was  seized  at  Smyr- 
na and  put  on  l)oard  an  Austrian  man-of- 
war.  Commodore  Ingraham,  of  the  L'ni- 
ted  States  ship  St.  Louis,  under  directions 
from  our  charge  at  Constantinople,  de- 
clared that  he  would  recover  Koszta  by 
force  of  arms,  if  necessary:  and  the  man 
was  thereupon  released. 

The  process  of  military  expeditions  was 
now  applied  to  force  open  tlie  gates  of 
Eastern  commerce.  Up  to  1844  Ameri- 
cans had  no  treaty  rights  in  China,  and 
Japan  was  still  a  sealed  country,  where 
even  shipwrecked  sailors  were  treated 
with  inhospitality  or  cruelty.  Between 
1849  and  1854  four  naval  expeditions  were 
sent  to  Japan  to  exert  a  pressure  on  that 
country;  and  Commodore  Matthew  C. 
Perry  at  length  obtained  the  long-desired 
Japanese  treaty. 

The  internal  revolutions  in  China  and 
Japan  gave  rise,  between  1857  and  1804.  to 


four  cases  of  actual  figliting.  In  1S54.  and 
again  in  1855,  American  forces  were  land- 
ed in  China,  first  to  protect  and  then  to 
oppose  the  Taiping  rebels.  In  1857  Com- 
modore Armstrong  in  the  Portsmouth 
attacked  and  destroyed  four  Chinese  bar- 
rier forts  near  Canton,  without  any  spe- 
cific orders  from  home.  Two  years  later 
Commodore  Tattnall  saw  the  Bi'itish  Ad- 
miral Hope  worsted  in  a  fight  with  the 
forts;  whereupon  he  exclaimed,  "Blood  is 
thicker  than  water, "  and  went  to  the  assist- 
ance of  his  fellow  Anglo-Saxon.  A  third 
episode  is  not  a  source  of  pride  to  Ameri- 
cans. The  American  steamer  Pembroke 
was  fired  upon  in  June,  1863,  while  at- 
tempting to  pass  through  the  channel 
of  Shimonoseki,  then  blockaded  by  Jap- 
anese insurgents.  Captain  McDougall, 
of  the  L^nited  States  ship  Wyoming,  at- 
tacked the  batteries,  and  sank  two  Jap- 
anese vessels.  The  next  year,  1864,  the 
forts  were  again  attacked  and  destroj'ed 
by  a  combined  Dutch.  French,  English, 
and  American  force,  the  latter  consisting 
of  a  chartered  steamer  with  one  gun.  A 
very  disproportionate  indemnity  was  ex- 
acted from  the  Imperial  government, 
which  had  disavowed  responsibility,  but 
many  years  later  the  L'nited  States  hon- 
orably refunded  its  share,  and  thus  atoned 
for  the  injustice  of  the  money  fine. 

The  decade  from  1850  to  1860  was  a 
time  when  expeditions  became  familiar 
engines  of  diplomacy  in  America.  The 
first  instance  was  an  order,  in  1852,  to  pro- 
tect from  Peruvian  interference  American 
vessels  loading  guano  in  the  Lobos  Isl- 
ands, an  order  soon  countermanded.  In 
1854  came  the  bombardment  of  Grey  town, 
a  place  held  by  a  band  of  adventurers  in 
territory  disputed  between  Nicaragua  and 
the  King  of  the  Mosquito  Indians.  Len- 
der authority  of  Congress.  Captain  Hol- 
lins  trained  the  guns  of  the  ship  Cyane 
on  Grey  town ;  no  satisfaction  being  given, 
he  bombarded  and  nearly  destroyed  the 
place,  and  a  landing  party  set  the  remain- 
ing houses  on  fire. 

At  another  point  in  Central  America 
intervention  was  proposed  for  the  protec- 
tion of  travel  across  the  Isthmus.  The 
Ignited  States  of  Colombia  attempted  to 
lay  a  tonnage  tax.  which  the  United  States 
of  America  considered  a  breach  of  the 
treaty.  Hence,  in  1857,  President  Bu- 
chanan sent  naval  vessels  to  both  sides  of 
the  Isthmus,  but  there  was  no  landing  of 
troops  at  that  time. 
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The  year  1857  witnessed  a  very  pic- 
turesque case  of  military  intervention — 
this  time  to  aid  a  friendly  power.  Wil- 
liam Wali^er,  who  had  several  times  in- 
vaded Nicarag-ua  as  a  filibuster,  sailed 
from  New  Orleans  to  Saltillo,  and  began 
to  capture  vessels  and  kill  men  under  the 
very  nose  of  Commodore  Paulding.  That 
officer  promptly  used  his  naval  force  to 
arrest  Walker,  and  sent  liim  home  for 
trial.  By  what  seems  like  the  plot  of  a 
Bowery  farce,  the  commodore  was  cen- 
sured for  exceeding-  his  authority,  and 
Walker  was  set  free;  but  the  Nicaraguan 
government  was  duly  grateful  for  rid- 
dance from  a  knave. 

One  more  episode  needs  to  be  men- 
tioned in  this  decade.  The  United  States 
steamer  Water  Witch  was  fired  upon  in 
1855  in  a  channel  of  the  river  Para- 
guay; about  three  years  later  Congress 
authorized  tlie  President  "  to  adopt  such 
measures  and  use  such  force  as,  in  his 
judgment,  may  be  necessary  and  desira- 
ble." An  expedition  of  nineteen  vessels 
and  twenty-five  hundred  men  was  sent 
out,  and,  1859,  without  firing  a  gun  ob- 
tained apologies  and  treaties. 

The  successful  interventions  in  China, 
Grreytown,  and  Paraguay,  together  with  a 
naval  expedition  to  Syria  in  1858,  seem 
to  have  turned  Buchanan's  head;  for  he 
came  before  Congress  again  and  again 
to  request  that  he  receive  general  powders 
to  intervene  outside  our  boundary,  inas- 
much as  "the  Executive  cannot  legiti- 
mately resort  to  force  without  the  direct 
authority  of  Congress,  except  in  resisting 
and  repelling  hostile  attacks."  He  want- 
ed to  use  troops  to  keep  the  Isthmus  route 
open;  he  wanted  "  a  temporary  protector- 
ate over  the  northern  provinces  of  Mex- 
ico"; he  even  tried  to  arrange  with  one 
of  the  factions  in  Mexico  to  invite  his 
intervention ;  he  thought  he  ought  to 
have  general  authority  "to  enter  the 
territory  of  Mexico,  Nicaragua,  and  New 
Granada  for  the  purpose  of  defending 
the  persons  and  property  of  American 
citizens."  The  scheme  of  Buchanan  would 
have  made  the  President  the  dictator  of 
Latin  America,  backed  up  by  the  army 
and  navy  and  resources  of  the  United 
States:  it  marks  the  high  tide  of  the  pol- 
icy of  intervention.  Though  there  has 
been  but  one  foreign  war  in  the  period 
since  1836,  there  were  about  twenty- five 
cases  of  armed  intervention:  the  United 
States  was  rapidly  becoming  the  police- 


man of  the  Americas  and  the  terror  of 
the  Orientals. 

The  civil  war  put  an  end  to  the  wild 
ambitions  of  Buchanan  and  his  friends, 
for  there  were  too  many  "alarums  and 
incursions  "  at  home.  Nevertheless,  there 
were  some  instances  of  intervention,  be- 
sides the  seizure  of  the  Confederate  com- 
missioners on  the  Troit  in  1861.  Force 
was  threatened  against  Colombia  in  1862 
on  the  old  question  of  tonnage  duties. 
General  Dix  ordered  his  troops  in  1864 
to  follow  across  the  borders  into  Canada 
any  persons  who  might  invade  the  United 
States,  and  he  was  promptly  disavowed 
by  Lincoln  ;  but  in  the  same  year  Lincoln 
seemed  to  favor  pursuing  hostile  Indians 
into  the  British  Northwestern  territory. 

All  these  were  minor  questions;  the 
two  really  serious  occasions  for  interven- 
tion were  both  in  Mexico.  In  1865  France 
was  firmly  and  finally  warned  that  the 
further  maintenance  of  a  force  intended 
to  overawe  the  Mexicans  and  destroy 
their  republican  government  was  an  act 
unfriendly  towai'd  the  United  States;  and 
the  following  year  Austria  was  clearly 
given  to  understand  that  no  levies  from 
that  country  would  be  permitted  to  re- 
place the  French.  Fortunately  these  ex- 
pressive hints  were  enough  to  cause  the 
withdrawal  of  the  French  troops. 

It  is  certainly  remarkable  that,  with 
the  most  powerful  army  and  navy  of  its 
whole  history  at  its  command,  the  gov- 
ernment of  the  United  States  from  1861 
to  1872  forbore  to  follow  u])  the  policy 
of  interference  practised  during  the  pre- 
vious quarter-century.  Apparently  both 
Lincoln,  "the  great  war  President,"  and 
Grant,  "the  citizen-soldier,"  were  averse 
to  actual  intervention  in  the  affairs  of 
neighbors,  and  found  means  of  securing 
their  ends  without  foreign  expeditions. 

Since  1873  interventions  have  again 
become  an  active  part  of  the  foreign  pol- 
icy of  the  country;  but  the  field  has  been 
widened  :  the  western  coast  of  South 
America  has  been  included ;  the  sphere 
of  American  influence  in  the  Pacific  has 
extended  beyond  Hawaii  to  Samoa;  and 
the  spicy  islands  of  the  fartliest  East 
have  heard  the  thunder  of  American 
guns. 

In  1873  Grant  made  an  attempt  to 
secui'e  from  Euro})ean  governments  a  joint 
intervention  in  order  to  adjust  the  per- 
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plexiiif^  Cuban  question;  but  the  trouble 
was  bai)i)ily  settled  without  carrying  the 
suggestion  into  effect.  In  Isthmus  atf'airs 
the  principal  incident  was  President  Ar- 
thur's treaty  with  Nicaragua  in  1884,  by 
wliich  the  United  States  was  to  have  a 
standing  right  to  intervene  for  the  protec- 
tion of  a  canal ;  and  that  treaty  was  wnth- 
drawn  by  President  Cleveland  in  1885. 
Toward  Canada  there  w^as,  in  1881,  a 
threat  of  pursuing  Sitting  Bull  across  the 
border;  and  from  1886  to  1890  Canadian 
sealers  were  captured  in  Bering  Sea;  the 
Paris  ^Arbitration  Commission  of  1893 
held  these  captures  to  be  unwarranted, 
and  allowed  an  indemnity  to  Great  Brit- 
ain. In  Mexico,  from  1874  to  1886,  there 
w^ere  half  a  dozen  cases  of  pursuit  of  In- 
dians over  the  border,  in  one  of  wliich  the 
responsible  ofRcer  was  Colonel  Shafter; 
and  in  1882  a  treaty  authorized  such  pur- 
suit. 

In  Chile  we  have  thrice  proposed  in- 
tervention. After  the  Chilian  conquest 
of  Peru  in  1881,  Mr.  Hurlbut.  our  minis- 
ter to  Peru,  Avarned  Chile  that  "  the  Unit- 
ed States  would  deeply  regret  if  she 
should  change  her  purpose  and  be  carried 
away  in  a  career  of  conquest."  Secretary 
Blaine  disavowed  the  phrase,  but  restated 
the  principle  in  the  form:  "the  exercise 
of  the  right  of  absolute  conquest  is  danger- 
ous to  the  best  interests  of  all  the  republics 
of  this  continent."  This  rather  belligerent 
intimation  was  withdrawn  a  few  months 
later  by  Secretary  Frelinghuysen.  In  1891 
the  United  States  government  authorized 
thepursuit  of  theChilian  insurgent  steamer 
Itata,  which  had  slipped  out  of  an  Amer- 
ican port  without  clearance  papers;  event- 
ually the  vessel  returned  voluntarily,  and 
tlie  Federal  courts  held  that  there  was  not 
ground  for  naval  capture.  A  few  months 
later  occurred  the  painful  incident  of  the 
attack  on  the  sailors  of  the  United  States 
ship  BaJtimorc  in  the  streets  of  Valpa- 
raiso. Since  proper  redress  was  delayed. 
President  Harrison,  in  January.  1892,  re- 
commended military  action  by  Congress, 
but  the  Chilian  government  hastened  to 
make  suitable  a])ologies  and  re})aration. 

Of  the  Venezuelan  incident  in  1895-96 
it  is  unnecessary  here  to  speak  further 
than  to  say  that  President  Cleveland 
plainly  intimated  that  the  United  States 
might  have  to  fight  for  its  principles  of 
peace  and  good-will:  and  the  matter  was 
adjusted  by  concessions  on  the  part  of 
England. 


Interventions  in  the  Pacific  have  kept 
pace  with  those  in  America,  and  both 
Hawaii  and  Samoa  have  been  the  scenes 
of  repeated  landings  and  occupations. 
Webster  promised,  in  1851,  that  ''the 
Navy  Department  will  receive  instruc- 
tions to  place  and  keep  the  naval  arma- 
ment of  the  United  States  in  the  Pacific 
Ocean  in  such  a  state  of  strength  and 
preparation  as  will  be  required  for  the 
preservation  of  the  honor  and  dignity  of 
the  United  States  and  the  safet}^  of  the 
government  of  the  Hawaiian  Islands." 
This  pledge  was  carried  out  in  1874. when 
a  new  sovereign  was  to  be  chosen  at  Hon- 
olulu and  violence  was  feared;  for  the 
American  minister,  at  the  request  of  the 
Hawaiian  authorities,  called  on  Com- 
mander Belknap  to  land  a  hundred  and 
fifty  men  from  the  Tuscarora  and  Forfs- 
moutJi,  and  tliej^  remained  eight  days  on 
guard,  alongside  a  similar  British  force. 
Again,  in  1889,  Commodore  Woodward,  at 
the  request  of  the  American  minister, 
landed  marines  at  Honolulu  to  protect 
the  legation — and,  incidentally,  to  have 
"a  favorable  etfect  on  the  population."' 

When  a  still  more  serious  revolution 
broke  out  at  Honolulu  on  January  16, 
1893,  the  American  minister,  Stevens,  at 
the  request  of  a  revolutionary  committee, 
called  on  Captain  Wiltse  of  the  Boston 
to  land  a  force.  Among  the  unusual  cir- 
cumstances of  this  intervention  was  the 
request  of  the  insurgents  that  Captain 
Wiltse  take  command  of  their  troops  as 
well  as  his  own ;  the  quartering  of  a  large 
body  of  the  Americans  in  a  hall  away 
from  the  legation  and  near  the  govern- 
ment buildings;  the  oflfer  of  annexation 
by  the  new  government:  and  the  formal 
'*  protection  of  the  United  States,"'  which 
Stevens  announced  on  his  own  responsi- 
bility on  February  1,  and  emphasized  by 
raising  the  American  flag  over  the  islands. 
By  order  of  President  Cleveland  the  flag 
was  withdrawn  March  31;  and  an  unsuc- 
cessful attempt  w^as  made  to  restore  the 
political  conditions  of  Hawaii  as  they  had 
been  before  the  revolution. 

The  history  of  intervention  in  Samoa 
is  very  similar:  three  times,  in  1877, 1878, 
and  1886,  American  consuls  raised  their 
flag  over  that  group  of  islands ;  but  though 
the  home  government  never  accepted  the 
proposed  cessions,  it  insisted  on  a  joint  in- 
terest in  Samoa,  with  England  and  Ger- 
many: and  in  1889  sent  out  war-ships  to 
assert  that  interest.     The  trouble  was  ad- 
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justed  by  a  tripartite  treaty,  establishing-  a 
triune  g-overnment  in  the  islands.  When, 
in  1893,  the  natives  engaged  in  civil  war, 
the  United  States  again  authorized  a  ves- 
sel of  our  navy  to  take  part  in  a  joint 
military  demonstration. 

Several  opportunities  have  arisen  in 
the  last  thirty  years  for  interventions  in 
Europe,  but  none  of  them  liave  been 
used.  The  Cretans,  in  1867,  drew  on  Amer- 
ican sympathies ;  the  trouble  of  Roumania 
interested  us  in  1872.  Some  persons  de- 
sired to  intervene  in  behalf  of  the  Arme- 
nians in  1895,  and  in  behalf  of  the  Greeks 
in  1896.  The  only  Asiatic  expedition  was 
an  armed  intervention  in  Korea  in  1871. 
All  these  hints  and  sympathies  are  insig- 
nificant in  comparison  with  the  actual 
occupation  of  the  Philippines  in  1898,  just 
as  all  recent  American  interventions  yield 
in  importance  to  the  powerful  expeditions 
to  Cuba  and  Puerto  Rico. 

Many  of  the  incidents  which  have  just 
been  described  have  no  great  significance 
in  themselves,  but  they  enable  us  to  judge 
of  the  purposes  and  methods  of  armed  in- 
terventions during  the  last  century  and  a 
quarter,  and  to  make  some  generalizations 
as  to  causes,  g-eographical  distribution, 
methods,  and  results. 

The  most  frequent  occasion  for  the  ex- 
ercise of  military  force  has,  of  course,  been 
the  desire  to  take  the  territory  or  damage 
the  defences  of  a  public  enemy:  Canada 
in  1775  and  1812,  Tripoli  in  1804,  Califor- 
nia in  1846,  and  the  Philippines  in  1898, 
are  sufficient  examples.  In  times  of  peace 
a  predisposing  cause  for  intervention  is 
the  wish  to  cut  the  Gordian  knot  of  terri- 
torial disputes,  as  in  the  occupation  of 
West  Florida  in  1813,  and  of  the  Rio 
Grande  in  1846.  Border  difficulties  and 
Indian  troubles  account  for  at  least  a 
third  of  all  the  interventions:  such  are 
Jackson's  Seminole  War  of  1818,  and  the 
Mexican  border  raids  from  1874  to  1882. 
The  protection  of  Americans  and  their 
property  has  given  rise  to  most  of  the  in- 
terventions in  other  than  border  countries, 
as  in  the  Falklands  in  1831,  and  in  Japan 
in  1852.  The  special  question  of  the  Isth- 
mus has  led  to  several  such  episodes  as 
the  bombardment  of  Greytown  in  1854. 
For  another  group  of  interventions  the 
only  explanation  is  the  desire  of  adminis- 
trations or  of  our  ministers  or  consuls  to 
increase  the  area  and  prestige  of  the  Union, 
as  in  the  cases  of  Samoa  and  Haw^aii. 


In  general,  interventions  are  a  remedy 
for  trouble  with  feeble  powers,  though 
there  have  been  repeated  expeditions  into 
British  territory  or  against  British  claims. 
Spain  and  Mexico,  as  weak  and  rather 
disorderly  near  neighbors,  have  come  in 
for  nearly  thirty  interventions,  and  the 
Isthmus  states  for  six  or  eight  more. 
Samoa  has  been  the  object  of  controversy 
at  least  four  times;  Hawaii  four  times; 
Japan  and  China  five  or  six  times;  Par- 
aguay twice;  Chile  three  times;  the  east- 
ern coasts  of  Asia  seven  or  eight  times. 
The  only  interventions  in  or  near  Euro- 
pean countries  have  been  the  landing  of 
Jones  in  England  in  1778;  the  Barbary 
wars;  and  the  difficulty  with  Austria  in 
1853. 

Expeditions  into  bordering  countries 
have  been  made  by  land  forces,  supported 
in  many  cases  by  the  navy,  as  on  Lake 
Erie  in  1813,  and  in  the  Gulf  and  Pacific 
in  1846.  In  distant  countries  and  their 
seaports,  the  principal  w^ork  has  fallen  on 
the  navy;  there  had  never  been  a*n  or- 
ganized auxiliary  landing  force  of  sol- 
diers before  the  expeditions  to  Cuba  and 
Puerto  Rico  and  Manila. 

Most  of  the  interventions  have  been 
made  under  the  orders  of  the  President, 
or  his  authorized  subordinates,  on  the 
general  principle  of  the  duty  of  the  Ex- 
ecutive to  protect  American  citizens  and 
their  property  everywhere;  but  zealous 
consuls  and  ministers  have  often  gone 
beyond  their  instructions,  as  in  Hawaii 
in  1851,  and  in  Samoa  in  1886 ;  and  naval 
officers  have  sometimes  been  as  injudi- 
cious as  was  Commodore  Jones  in  the 
year  1842. 

The  expeditions  of  1775-79,  1803-4, 
1812-14,  and  1846  were  niade  under  for- 
mal declarations  of  war;  and  Congress 
has  also  repeatedly  given  special  authori- 
ty for  the  use  of  force:  this  was  the  case 
in  the  Florida  acts  of  1811  to  1813,  the 
expedition  to  Paraguay  in  1858-59,  and 
the  Cuban  intervention  of  1898. 

A  question  most  interesting  in  the  pres- 
ent crisis  is,  what  has  been  the  nature  of 
the  authority  exercised  by  commanders 
of  expeditions  over  the  people  of  the  oc- 
cupied countries?  Very  few  of  them  car- 
ried any  specific  orders ;  the  exceptions  are 
Arnold  and  his  colleagues  in  Canada, 
Claiborne  in  West  Florida,  Jackson  in 
East  Florida  in  1821,  Kearny  in  Califor- 
nia, and  the  consuls  in  Samoa.  Several 
commanders  seemed  to  have  usurped  civil 
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p(>\v(3rs,  as  Clark  in  tlio  Nortliwest,  Dear- 
born ill  Canada,  Fremont  in  1846,  and 
Scott  in  Mexico.  In  one  instance  only, 
tliat  of  Quebec  in  1775,  has  a  conunittee 
of  Congress  gone  out  to  supervise  the  mil- 
itary and  civil  operations,  though  there 
\vas  something  very  like  it  in  our  civil 
\vai'. 

In  the  cases  where  territory  has  been 
held  for  a  time  long  enough  to  require 
any  civil  government,  the  command- 
ei's  have  usually  proclaimed  the  tem- 
porary or  permanent  sovereignty  of  the 
United  States;  they  have  also  deposed 
and  appointed  civil  ofTicials,  and  have 
even  set  uj)  temporary  revenue  systems. 
In  a  few  instances,  as  Quebec  in  1775, 
A^incennes  in  1779,  Derne  in  1804,  Texas 
in  18:36,  California  in  1846,  New  Mexico 
in  1846,  Hawaii  in  1851  and  1893,  and  Sa- 
moa in  1886,  the  United  States  has  sought 
to  come  into  relations  witli  local  insur- 
gents, and  has  promised  them  protection, 
and  sometimes  incorporation  into  the 
Union.  In  not  one  of  these  cases,  except 
Texas,  liave  the  natives  really  rallied  to 
the  aid  of  the  invading  troops,  or  taken 
any  important  independent  part  in  mili- 
tary operations. 

The  reasons  which  brought  about  the 
earlier  interventions  have  now  almost 
ceased  to  exist;  our  boundaries  are  estab- 
lished, our  flag  is  respected,  the  most 
tem})ting  near-by  territory  has  been  gain- 
ed, the  Isthmus  question  no  longer  re- 
quires mucli  interference,  and  commerce 
is  opened  up  all  over  the  world.  But  as 
fast  as  one  set  of  causes  ceases  to  be  ef- 


fective, another  arises.  The  necessity  of 
dealing  imi)ressively  with  imperfectly 
civilized  nations  grows  stronger  as  we 
come  in  contact  with  more  of  them,  for 
to  such  people  intervention  is  a  swifi 
and  certain  argument  sure  to  be  remem- 
bered. The  appetite  for  annexation  of 
foreign  teri'itory  is  hard  to  assuage:  and 
interventions  having  annexations  in  view 
are  war,  and  breed  wars.  Interventions 
in  conjunction  with  otlier  powers  liave 
so  far  been  little  known  to  our  system  — 
and  our  experience  in  Samoa  is  not  reas- 
suring. 

Looking  back  over  the  course  of  mili- 
tary interventions  since  the  L'nited  States 
became  a  nation,  thi-ee  conclusions  stand 
out  clearly.  The  first  is  tlie  remarkable 
success  of  all  the  serious  interventions 
and  expeditions  authorized  by  the  federal 
government,  with  the  exception  of  the 
invasions  of  Canada.  The  second  is  the 
increase  of  territoi'y  and  prestige  which 
the  expeditions  have  brought  to  the  na- 
tion, even  when  unrigliteously  under- 
taken. The  third  is  the  free  hand  wliich 
the  United  States  has  so  far  enjoyed  in 
entering  either  American,  Pacific,  or  Ori- 
enial  teri'itory.  But  this  last  favorable 
condition  has  come  to  an  end  ;  hence- 
forth whenever  we  send  our  ships  and 
troo])s  far  outside  of  America  we  must 
confront  a  highly  organized  system  of 
jealous  foreign  powers;  and  we  must  ex- 
pect to  find  that  no  nation  can  share  in 
the  mastery  of  other  hemispheres,  and  at 
the  same  time  l)e  sole  master  in  its  own 
hemispliere. 


TJIE    ONE    THING    NEEDFUL. 

1;Y    ALICE    DUER. 


SIXTY  years  ago  there  was  an  insig- 
niticant  village  in  New  Jersey  which 
to-day  has  risen  to  be  one  of  the  most  im- 
})ortant  towns  of  the  State.  A  railway 
now  binds  it  to  the  great  city,  and  trains 
go  screeching  tli rough  its  streets  at  all 
hours  of  the  day  ami  night.  In  those 
days,  too,  it  was  considered  wonderfully 
accessible,  for  only  three  miles  away  there 
was  a  river,  and  twice  a  day  the  boat  came 
and  went  to  New  York,  across  the  bay, 
past  Staten  Island,  and  tlien  tlirough  miles 
of  green  meadows.  To-day,  the  less  said 
about  those  meadows  the  belter. 


Sixty  years  ago  it  was  near  enough  to 
New  York  to  receive  a  mail  every  day — 
postage  twelve  cents,  double  that  for  en- 
velopes. To-day  it  has  risen,  or  sunk,  to 
the  rank  of  a  suburb,  with  its  electric 
lights  and  asjihalted  avenues,  but  in  those 
days  its  long  main  street,  leading  up  to 
the  white  Presbyterian  church  on  the 
hill,  was  made  of  no  better  material  than 
New  Jei'.sey  clay,  which  varied  in  color 
from  a  light  pink  in  dry  weather  to  a 
reddish  ])urple  in  the  rain. 

L^pon  this  main  street  stood  a  square 
white  house,  with    fan  -  shaped  windows 
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beneath  the  gables  of  the  roof,  and  a  fan- 
light above  its  doorway.  Here  Mrs.  Phil- 
lips lived,  the  widow  of  the  village  doc- 
tor. The  family  had  been  known  as  well- 
to-do  Presbyterian  folk  since  before  the 
Revolution,  and  Mrs.  Phillips  held  a  posi- 
tion of  some  prominence  in  the  village. 
She  herself  was  a  New  England  woman, 
and  had  inherited  all  the  rigidity  of  prin- 
ciple of  her  Puritan  ancestors.  It  had 
been  a  matter  of  great  rejoicing  to  her 
when  her  elder  daughter  had  married  the 
pastor  of  the  church,  the  Reverend  Elias 
Webster.  Sarah  was  particularly  well 
fitted  to  fulfil  her  new  duties.  She  was 
unselfish,  docile,  industrious,  interested 
in  the  work  of  the  church — everything 
that  her  mother  could  wish  her  to  be;  and 
yet,  in  spite  of  this,  Mrs.  Phillips  knew 
that  her  deepest  affection  went  to  her 
younger  daughter,  Jane — Jane,  with  the 
beauty  of  youth,  and  brilliance  of  color- 
ing; indifferent  to  sewing-circles,  but  en- 
thusiastic over  picnics ;  an  idle  member  of 
the  household,  but  now  and  then  notable 
enough  over  a  new  dress.  Jane  was  the 
only  person  on  earth  for  whom  Mrs.  Phil- 
lips felt  tempted  to  balance  the  material 
and  spiritual  welfare.  Now  and  then  a 
wave  of  desire  would  sweep  over  her  that 
her  younger  daughter  should  have  all  the 
good  things  of  life,  and  feeling  this,  she 
frowned  all  the  more  sternly  on  Jane's 
love  of  enjoyment.  The  consequence  was 
that  the  girl  grew  up  to  believe  herself 
misunderstood  and  condemned,  and  be- 
came restless  and  discontented. 

Strange  to  say,  in  spite  of  the  reputa- 
tion for  unhousewifeliness  which  Jane 
bore  in  the  village,  she  had  not  been  with- 
out lovers.  Indeed,  her  refusal  of  the  suit 
of  the  doctor  Avho  had  succeeded  to  her 
father's  practice  had  caused  unpleasant 
complications  for  her  family,  for  be  had 
taken  it  hard,  and  he  was  the  only  medi- 
cal man  within  miles.  As  a  matter  of 
fact,  Jane  had  not  rejected  his  addresses 
without  a  pang,  for  not  only  did  she  find 
her  life  at  home  almost  unbearable,  but 
she  was  not  without  a  sneaking  fondness 
for  him.  To  one  thing,  however,  she  had 
made  up  her  mind:  whomever  she  mar- 
ried, halt,  blind,  or  lame  he  might  be,  but 
lie  must  take  her  away  from  her  birth- 
place and  let  her  see  the  world.  Yet, 
since  she  could  have  counted  the  stran- 
gers whom  she  had  ever  seen,  she  seemed 
likely  to  remain  Jane  Phillips  to  the  end 
of  her  days. 


One  afternoon  in  June,  sixty  years  ago, 
this  discontented  girl  was  sitting  in  the 
garden  behind  the  house.  During  the 
past  week  the  village  had  been  astir  and 
aflutter  at  the  approaching  visit  of  a  mis- 
sionary, who  had  lately  returned  from  the 
scenes  of  adventurous  labors  among  the 
islands  of  the  Pacific.  For  a  week  Jane 
had  heard  him  spoken  of  as  of  some  suc- 
cessful general  or  great  military  hero,  and 
for  a. week  every  time  she  had  heard  his 
name  mentioned  the  same  idea  had  ob- 
truded itself  upon  her  attention. 

In  those  days  missionary  marriages 
were  not  uncommon.  Many  an  enthusi- 
astic preacher,  who  m:ght  never  have  had 
time  to  woo  a  bride  nor  the  power  to  win 
one,  found  himself  leading  to  the  altar 
some  well-recommended  and  often  un- 
known woman,  whose  sole  attraction  was 
a  readiness  to  accompany  him  to  parts 
unknown. 

Jane's  own  aunt  had  made  such  a  mar- 
riage. In  her  enthusiasm  for  spreading 
the  gospel  she  had  consented  to  become 
the  wife  of  an  elderly  missionary,  so  that 
she  might  join  him  in  his  work.  It  had 
been  arranged  through  the  clergyman  of 
her  church,  and  the  second  time  they 
met  they  had  been  married.  This  was 
the  story  that  kept  recurring  to  Jane  on 
this  June  afternoon — recurring  again  and 
again,  until  suddenly  she  leaped  to  her 
feet  and  ran  out  of  the  garden. 

Elias  Webster,  D.D.,  was  sitting  in  his 
study  considering  the  text,  "Cry  aloud, 
spare  not,  lift  up  your  voice  like  a  trump- 
et, and  show  my  people  their  transgres- 
sion," with  reference  to  his  discourse  for 
the  Sabbatli,  when  the  door  burst  open 
and  his  sister-in-law  entered. 

He  had  never  before  been  disturbed 
while  writing  his  sermon  except  in  cases 
of  the  greatest  emergency,  and  Jane  was 
the  last  person  in  the  world  to  venture 
on  such  a  liberty.  They  had  never  been 
on  cordial  terms.  She  had  always  taken 
a  childish  pleasure  in  disregarding  his 
opinion,  and  he  had  never  made  any  secret 
of  his  disapproval. 

''Elias,"  she  said,  panting  a  little,  for 
she  had  run  all  the  wa}^  from  the  garden 
— "Elias,  I  want  to  marry  a  mission- 
ary." 

For  an  instant  words  failed  Dr.  Web- 
ster, but  only  for  an  instant. 

"Would  you  have  me  believe,  Jane," 
he  said,  "that  one  whose  cold-hearted- 
ness  has  been  the  one  reproach  of  a  pious 
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family — ojic  who  lias  always  neglected 
even  the  sacred  duties  of  her  liorne  life, 
and  never  souglit  to  join  the  church — 
would  you  have  me  believe—'' 

"Oh  yes,  I  know,  Elias/' Jane  inter- 
ru])ted,  soothing-ly;  "but  Tm  going-  to  be 
very  good.  H  you  only  knew  how  good 
I  was  going  to  be!" 

"  I  am  rejoiced  to  hear  it,"  he  i-eturned, 
nnsoftened.  "  Wlien  I  have  seen  the 
change,  it  will  be  time  enough  to  speak 
of  so  serious  a  matter.  Until  then  I  must 
j-efuse  to  discuss  it  with  you." 

Jane  sighed.  She  feared  she  had  not 
begun  in  the  best  way.  It  was  almost 
the  first  time  she  had  ever  been  in  his 
study,  and  meek  as  she  wanted  to  appear, 
her  youth  itself  stood  out  with  imperti- 
nent brilliance  against  rows  of  musty 
sermons  and  darkly  bound  church  his- 
tories. 

"But  it  will  be  too  late  if  you  wait," 
she  said  at  length,  in  desperation;  '"Mr. 
West  will  be  gone." 

"  Mr.  West!  Mr.  West!"  cried  Dr.  Web- 
ster, his  eyebrows  almost  meeting.  "  M}' 
child,  do  you  know^  that  Mr.  West  is  to- 
day one  of  the  most  prominent  men  in  the 
great  field  of  foreign  missions !  It  is  mere 
levity  to  speak  of  yourself  in  connection 
with  such  a  man." 

Jane  was  a  little  alarmed  at  the  storm 
she  had  raised. 

"I  know — I  know  it  is  presumptuous, 
Elias,"she  said,  hastily.  "Some  people 
thought  even  Sai-ah  was  presumptuous, 
good  as  she  is,  when  she  aspired  to  being 
your  wife;  but  can  I  disregard  the  in- 
estimable spiritual  benefit  she  has  re- 
ceived from  your  constant  companion- 
ship?" 

Dr.  Webster's  frown  relaxed  slightly, 
and  Jane,  new  to  diplomacy',  was  so  child- 
ishly delighted  at  her  success  that  she 
could  scarcely  forbear  from  sharing  her 
enjoyment  with  him. 

She  conquered  her  impulse,  however, 
and  became  more  gentle  without  relin- 
quishing her  point.  They  talked  on  for 
an  hour  or  more.  When  she  went  away, 
Dr.  Webster  had  so  far  yielded  as  to 
promise  to  put  the  case  before  Mr.  West. 
Further  than  this  he  would  not  go.  He 
absolutely  refused  to  be  anything  but  ex- 
plicit concerning  her  former  unregener- 
acy,  or  to  use  his  influence  in  her  fa- 
vor. 

She  was  content  with  this  much,  how- 
ever;  indeed,  in  the  privacy  of  her  own 


room  she  executed  a  dance  of  triumph  in 
front  of  her  high,  gilt-framed  glass,  which 
reflected  her  in  libellous  distortion.  She 
felt  the  game,  if  not  won,  was  at  least  well 
begun,  and  she  twirled  up  and  down,  and 
then  stopped  as  a  dreadful  thought  struck 
her.  Suppose  Mr.  West  should  be  will- 
ing, suppose  it  should  all  be  arranged,  and 
suppose  lie  should  be  so  hideously  repul- 
sive that  not  even  her  freedom  could  re- 
pay her?  But  no;  whatever  he  might 
be,  he  could  give  her  something  better 
than  her  seventeen  years  of  stagnation 
had  ever  known. 

But,  unfortunately  for  Jane,  her  diplo- 
macy was  overthrown  and  brought  to 
naught  by  an  unforeseeable  circumstance, 
as  may  happen  to  the  most  diplomatic. 
Scarcely  had  she  left  the  study  when  the 
mail  brought  news  to  Elias  of  the  serious 
illness  of  his  brother.  In  those  days  even 
bad  news  travelled  slowly,  and  by  the 
time  the  letter  had  reached  him  Dr.  Web- 
ster knew^  that  there  was  no  time  to 
lose.  So  Sarah  packed  his  bag,  bedewing 
his  clothes  with  her  tears  (she  had  never 
seen  her  brotlier- in  -  law,  but  slie  loved 
where  her  duty  demanded  she  should 
love),  and  Elias  just  caught  the  boat;  and 
Mr.  West,  who  had  been  coming  to  rest 
and  recuperate,  was  asked  to  fill  Dr.  Web- 
ster's place  until  his  retui-n. 

In  the  few  days  which  followed  Elias's 
departure,  Mrs.  Phillips  noted,  with  sur- 
prise and  doubt,  that  a  change  had  begun 
to  come  over  Jane.  Her  demeanor  was 
more  gentle;  she  evinced  a  wish  to  be  of 
use  in  the  house,  and  otfered  to  help  her 
mother  in  the  annual  rite  of  sweetmeat- 
making, which  was  then  in  progress;  she 
even  accompanied  Sarah  on  a  charitable 
visit,  and  on  Sunday  she  was  read}"  for 
church  before  any  one — standing  in  the 
old-fashioned  hallway,  clad  in  her  best 
china-blue  print,  large  in  the  sleeves  and 
low  in  the  neck,  but  supplemented  by  a 
deep  embroidered  muslin  cape.  Jane  nev- 
er forgot  those  minutes  she  waited  at  the 
foot  of  the  stairs,  nor  the  slow  walk  up 
the  steep  hill  to  the  church,  nor,  most  of 
all,  the  time  of  breathless  anticipation 
after  they  were  seated  in  their  pew,  be- 
fore the  service  began.  For  the  first  time 
she  was  to  see  this  man  with  whom  she 
had  volunteered  to  cast  in  her  lot.  One 
second  she  imagined  that  he  would  be 
young  and  perhaps  bearable,  and  then 
she  felt  convinced  that  he  would  have  no 
need  of  her  assistance;   the  next  she  pic- 
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tured  him  to  herself  as  old  and  austere, 
and  then  she  knew  he  would  accept  her 
proposition. 

An  indescribable  stir  and  rustle  rippled 
over  the  congregation,  and  Jane  raising 
her  eyes  found  that  she  was  looking  at 
the  goodliest  man  it  had  ever  been  her 
lot  to  behold. 

He  was  apparently  a  little  over  thirty, 
taller  and  stronger  than  the  men  she  had 
been  accustomed  to  see  wearing  the  long 
coat  and  high  white  stock,  which  were 
then  the  distinguishing  marks  of  a 
clergyman.  Nature  had  originally  in- 
tended him  for  a  blond,  but  he  was  so 
browned  by  the  sun  that  it  was  almost 
startling  to  be  met  by  the  vivid  blue  of 
his  eyes. 

Jane  waited  anxiously  for  the  sermon, 
but  when  he  came  forward  and,  leaning 
on  the  high  reading-desk,  began  to  speak, 
she  forgot  to  think  critically  of  the  man 
in  listening  to  what  he  was  saying.  He 
spoke  without  the  slightest  attempt  at  elo- 
quence, but  with  a  literary  ability  which 
Jane  had  never  heard  before.  Tliei'e  were 
none  of  those  misunderstandings  and 
complications  with  the  English  language 
which  made  Dr.  Webster's  discourses 
more  like  combats  than  sermons.  She 
felt  instinctively  that  Mr.  West  was  not 
a  teacher,  but  a  worker,  and  it  was  of  his 
work  he  spoke,  with  a  calm  of  manner 
rather  at  variance  with  the  subject,  and 
now  and  then  flatly  contradicted  by  the 
flare  of  enthusiasiTi  in  his  eyes. 

Coming  out  of  church  she  heard,  as  if 
with  the  pride  of  proprietorship,  the  open- 
ly expressed  approval  of  the  congregation. 
By  the  time  they  reached  the  door  Mr. 
West  himself  was  standing  there.  Sarah 
introduced  him  to  her  mother,  but  quite 
forgot  Jane,  until  he  himself  reminded  her 
of  the  omission.  Then  he  walked  home 
with  them,  and  Jane's  blue  dress  caught 
on  a  nail  in  the  gate,  and  he  helped  her 
to  disentangle  it  with  somewhat  laborious 
care,  saying  that  it  would  be  a  pity  for 
anything  so  pretty  to  be  torn,  and  Sarah 
murmured  to  her  mother  that  she  should 
think  a  man  of  Mr.  AVest's  perception 
might  see  that  Jane's  thought  ran  quite 
enough  on  her  clothes  as  it  w^as.  Mrs. 
Phillips,  however,  was  not  displeased,  for 
she  asked  the  offender  to  come  to  supper 
that  evening,  and  when  he  declined,  w^itli 
evident  regret,  on  the  ground  that  he  had 
already  accepted  an  invitation  from  one  of 
the  elders  of  the  church,  it  was  arranged 
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that  he  was  to  come  to  the  Phillipses'  the 
following  Sunday. 

xlltogether,  the  day  had  been  a  thrill- 
ing one  for  Jane;  nor  did  the  week  that 
followed  prove  less  so.  She  saw  Mr. 
West  constantly,  and  though  sometimes 
they  did  not  exchange  a  word,  and  often 
when  they  did  only  a  conventional  greet- 
ing passed  between  them,  it  did  not  seem 
strange  to  Jane  that  his  individuality  was 
beginning  to  shut  out  all  other  objects  in 
her  thoughts. 

One  memorable  afternoon  she  w^ent  to 
fetch  the  mail,  and  coming  out  of  the 
post-office  she  met  the  missionary.  Aban- 
doning one  of  the  most  prominent  mem- 
bers of  the  church  with  whom  he  had 
been  in  conversation,  he  came  to  speak  to 
Jane,  and  then  asked  if  he  might  walk 
home  with  her,  and  the  permission  hav- 
ing been  obtained  without  much  difficul- 
ty, he  straightway  accompanied  her  down 
the  wnde  main  street,  in  the  sight  of  a 
large  number  of  the  congregation  who 
had  assembled  to  get  their  letters. 

It  is  true  that  their  dialogue  turned 
only  upon  the  postal  facilities,  the  state 
of  the  weather,  and  other  subjects  of  to- 
tal indifference  to  both  of  them ;  but 
there  are  some  situations  where  what  is 
said  matters  very  little,  and  this — for  Jane, 
at  least — was  one  of  them. 

When  he  left  her  at  her  door  her  head 
was  in  a  whirl,  while,  saving  her  from 
too  sudden  I'caction,  she  had  the  thought 
that  on  Sunday  he  w^as  coming  to  tea. 

It  was  not  usual  for  Jane  to  long  ar- 
dently for  the  Sabbath,  yet  when  Satur- 
day night  came,  the  thought  uppermost 
in  her  mind,  as  she  bade  her  mother  good- 
night, was  that  after  a  few  hours  of  sleep 
she  would  open  her  eyes  with  joy  on  Sun- 
day morning. 

]Mrs.  Philli})s  had  just  returned  from  an 
evening  visit  to  her  married  daughter. 

"  Elias  got  back  this  afternoon,'"  she 
said.      *'  His  brother  is  quite  w^ell  again." 

Jane  gave  a  gasp.  "Already?"  she 
said.  "I  thought  he  would  not  be  back 
for  weeks." 

Mrs.  Phillips  looked  up  in  sur})rise  at 
the  terror  in  her  daughter's  tone  ;  but 
Jane  had  fled. 

She  fled  to  her  own  room,  and  locked 
the  door. 

For  the  past  week  she  had  been  drift- 
ing. For  the  last  few  days,  whenever 
she  thought  of  her  conversation  with 
Elias,   she    thoue'lit  of   it  not   as   an  ac- 
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tioii  wliicli  \v(Mil(l  ever  liave  dolinite  re- 
siills.  l)iit  as  a  ranciful  bond  between  her- 
self and  Mr.  West,  Icnown  only  to  bei'self. 
Now  Tor  the  fii'st  time  slie  felt  frightened 
and  shocked  at  wliat  slie  had  done.  She 
would  give  anything  in  tlie  world  to 
keej)  ]\lr.  West  from  liearing  about  it; 
she  felt  she  could  never  liold  up  her  liead 
again  if  he  knew;  and  yet,  even  if  Elias 
had  not  already  spoken,  she  knew  she 
would  never  have  the  courage  to  teil  liim 
she  had  changed  her  mind. 

As  we  grow  older  most  of  us  have  be- 
come familiar  with  the  spectres  that  walk 
l)y  night — fear, and  ])overty,  and  jeah)usy, 
and  thousands  of  others — a  sleej^less  night 
is  no  uncommon  experience  to  most  of 
us.  But.  oh  :  the  first  time  we  meet  one; 
the  first  time  when  in  a  })aroxysm  of  de- 
s])air  we  do  not  even  go  through  the  form 
of  seeking  slee]) ! 

Jane  tlirew  herself  face  downwards  on 
the  l)ed,  and  lay  there  without  moving, 
though  downstairs  the  tall  hall  clock 
struck  hour  after  hour.  Yet.  strange  to 
say,  the  spectre  at  her  side  was  not  fear, 
but  regret. 

For  the  first  time  in  her  life  sympathy 
had  come  near  her.  and  she  had  built  up 
her  hypocrisy  like  a  wall;  it  had  come 
near  her,  but  she  could  not  take  it  for 
herself,  since  it  had  been  given  to  another 
])erson — to  the  person  she  had  appeared 
to  be.  Tliis  man  might  have  been  her 
friend;  it  made  no  difference  that  she 
had  known  him  l)ut  a  week,  her  spirit  had 
recognized  him  as  an  old  comrade;  yet. 
after  all.  he  was  not  her  friend,  for  he  had 
never  known  lier.  If  only  she  had  the 
courage  to  s})eak  the  truth  to  him.  the  re- 
sult W(Kild  be  disastrous,  but  whatever 
she  saved  from  the  wreck  would  be  in- 
deed her  own. 

Who  can  give  an  idea  of  the  length  of 
nights  like  theso  :  Jane,  sitting  u]"»  at 
last,  saw  tliat  the  room  was  no  longer  in 
total  darkne>s.  and  that  the  short  June 
night  was  over:  and  so  she  rose  to  begin 
a  new  day.  still  exiiausted  by  the  strug- 
gle with  tlie  old  one. 

It  was  a  very  ditl'erent  Sunday  from  the 
])receding  one,  and  a  very  ditYerent  Jane 
who  went  hagu-ard  and  liollow-eyed  to 
church.  After  the  service  fiiere  was  no 
one  waiting  to  si)eak  to  the  Phillipses  as 
they  came  out,  ami  Jane  waited  through 
an  agonizing  day  for  the  evening. 

But  even  when  supper-time  came. bring- 
ing with  it  Mr.  West    and    the  Websters. 


she  felt  as  if  the  strain  had  only  begun, 
after  all.  She  did  not  know  wliether 
Elias  had  forgotten  the  whole  matter  or 
whether  he  had  already  si)oken  to  tlie 
missionary;  slie  only  knewthat  Mr. West. 
having  once  greeted  her.  had  neither 
looked  at  her  nor  addressed  her  again.  It 
is  so  dreadful  to  be  ignored.  Whether 
his  neglect  arose  from  forgetfulness  or 
disapproval,  Jane  felt  it  was  equally  bit- 
ter. Between  excitement  and  distress  she 
could  scarcely  choke  down  any  food,  and 
as  soon  as  supper  was  over  she  sli]>ped 
away  to  the  garden,  where  she  might  be 
as  miserable  as  she  liked. 

She  sat  there  a  long  time.  AVhen  she 
came  out  it  had  been  still  daylight,  but 
as  she  sat  there  the  moon  changed  from 
white  to  silver,  and  the  garden  which  had 
been  green  grew  slowly  gray  in  the 
moonlight  and  black  under  the  trees,  and 
a  large  square  of  yellow  light  from  the 
kitchen  window  fell  on  the  grass  behind 
her. 

A  shadow  crossed  tliis  brilliant  patch, 
a  step  crunched  the  gravel  on  the  path, 
and  Jane,  looking  up.  saw  that  Mr.  West 
was  standing  beside  her. 

There  was  a  short  silence;  then  he  said, 
somewhat  constrainedly. 

'"I  have  been  having  a  talk  with  Dr. 
Webster  this  afternoon."  He  came  to  a 
dead  stop. 

■'  Are  you  going  to  help  me :"'  said  Jane, 
scarcely  recognizing  her  own  voice,  and 
finding  no  meaning  in  her  words. 

'■  I  am  going  to  scold  you."  he  said, 
and  smiled.  "1  don't  know  whether 
you  will  find  that  very  helpful  or  not."" 

"It  is  a  kind  of  help  I"ve  had  all  my 
life."  answered  Jane,  rather  bitterly. 
■"What  has  Elias  been  telling  you  to 
scold  me  about:"" 

"  Elias  has  been  uncommunicative  to  a 
fault."  he  said,  and  sitting  down  beside 
her  he  went  on,  righteous  indignation 
lending  him  words.  "If  1  did  not  feel 
in  a  way  so  near  to  your  enthusiasm  it 
would  not  anger  me  so  that  you  should 
be  willing  to  degrade  your  work  as  well 
as  yourself  by  marrying  a  man  you  do 
not  love,  a  thing  no  good  woman  should 
be  willing  to  do."" 

Jane  was  silent.  There  were  a  thou- 
sand phrases  taught  her  by  her  surround- 
ings which  she  had  meant  to  make  use 
of.  Imt  somehow  they  would  not  come  in 
the  nresence  of  this  man.  whose  own  sin- 
cerity accepted  hers  so  unquestioningly. 


thp:  one  thing  npiedful. 


"Many  of  the  best  women  have  done 
as  I  wish  to  do,"  slie  said  at  length. 

"Yes,"  he  retorted,  hotly,  '"  women  at 
the  end  of  their  lives  ?iave  done  so — older 
women  with  their  eyes  open — but  not 
beautiful  children  like  3'ou.*' 

All  the  rest  of  the  conversation  dropped 
from  Jane  like  a  cloak. 

"No  one  ever  told  me  I  v/as  beautiful 
before,"  she  said. 

Mr.  West's  eyes  smiled,  but  his  rnouth 
was  not  allowed  to  reciprocate  it.  "It  is 
an  undeniable  fact,"'  he  said,  "but  not 
one  of  the  things  I  came  out  here  to  tell 
vou." 

There  was  a  pause.  She  was  looking 
pa.st  liim  at  the  rose-bushes.  In  many 
conversations  these  sudden  silences  are 
danger-signals.  Perhaps  Mr.  West  felt 
this  to  be  one,  for  he  went  on  speak- 
ing: 

'"Keep  your  ambition.  Live  your  ev- 
ery-day  life  with  enthusiasm,  and  if  you 
are  the  right  person  to  do  mission-work, 
some  day  you  will  do  it.  and  tiien  I  think 
you  will  be  glad  you  did  not  begin  vrith 
a  niistake." 

Ambition — enthusiasm.  Jane  hung  her 
head,  even  when,  having  had  his  say.  he 
stood  up  to  go.  She  felt  that  in  a  minute 
he  would  be  gQne:  she  v.ould  hear  the 
click  of  the  garden  gate,  and  all  would 
be  over — all  would  be  over.  She  kept 
repeating  ttie  words  stupidly  over  and 
over  in  her  mind.  Perhaps  he  felt  that 
he  was  in  the  presence  of  more  suffering 
than  he  knew,  for  he  said : 

■'  I  am  afraid  I  have  said  more  than  I 
should,  have.  I  did  not  mean  to  'hurt 
you."" 

"It  does  not  matter."'  answered  Jane, 
without  moving. 

"It  mattei-s  very  much  to  me."  said 
Mr.  West,  and  for  the  first  time  it  occurred 
to  her  that  his  voice  was  no:  as  calm  as 
his  words.  "Perhaps  you  will  under- 
stand better  if  I  te'.l  you  that  I  couM 
"isli  nothing  h>et:er  than  to  ask  you  to 
-  my  wife,  if  I  could  feel  that  you 
would  consent  for  n\Y  sake  and  not  for 
my  work's  sake.  But  since  I  cannot  feel 
this.  I  should  not  think  it  right."" 

There  was  no  answer,  and  he  turned 
away.  She  watched  him  as  he  walked 
down  the  path  until  iiis  hand  was  on 
the  gate,  and  then,  almost  in  a  bound. 
she  was  at  his  side. 

"Don't    go.""    she    said,    incoherentlv. 


"  Dont  you  see  I  can't  bear  it  if  you  go 
away  r* 

And  so,  after  all,  slie  never  heard  the 
dreadful  click  of  t'ne  gate. 

In  the  mean  time  things  had  not  been 
at  a  standstill  \u  tne  liouse.  After  Mr. 
West  had  bidden  his  iiostess  good-night, 
and  avo'/.'ed  his  intention  of  Hhf^k'iri^ 
"Miss  Jane  "  irj  tiie  ^_ixr(\hx\  to  make  his 
adieu X  to  lier.  Kiias  sav/  a  good  opportu- 
nity for  coniidiii^  to  his  wife  and  mother- 
in-law  v,-}jat  }:e  felt  they  should  have 
known  Vjefore.  namely,  tlie  sudden  awak- 
ening of  Jane. 

Sarah,  v/hose  opinion  of  "ner  .feilov/- 
creatures  v/as  of  inbX  biessed  kind  tnat 
does  not  learn  'oy  experience,  was  vol  able 
in  her  rejoicing  at  the  idea  that  Jane's 
heart  had  finally  softened,  but  Mrs.  Phi^ 
lips  said  nothing  from  the  beginning  to 
the  end  of  E]ias"s  recital.  She  sat  look- 
ing erect  and  austere  until  he  had  flnisii- 
ed.  and  then  left  the  room.  In  a  fia>.h 
all  the  method  and  object  of  Jane's  con- 
duct for  the  last  two  weeks  vras  clear  to 
iier. 

When  she  came  into  the  garden  trie 
lovers  -vere  stiil  standing  hy  t'r^e  gate, 
and  if  she  had  entertained  any  dou'ot  as 
to  how  matters  stood  between  them  it 
was  dispelled  when  they  turned,  still  riand 
in  'nana,  to  meet  lier.  She  did  no:  so 
much  as  look  at  her  daughter.  She 
spoke  only  to  Mr.  West. 

"I  can  no:  let  yoi  'oe  deceived.  "  =;he 
said.  "Yo.!  think  my  daughter's  rf.:r.i 
is  turned  to  spiritual  things.  I:  Is  ii\y 
duty  to  tell  you  that  she  has  never  even 
joined  the  Church.  You  think  she  :s  in- 
terested in  your  soul-sa.T:ng  work.  Until 
you  came  she  never  o:  'i.er  own  free  will 
as  much  as  at:ended  a  missionary  mee:- 
ing.  I  am  her  mo:her.  and  ha-e  water- 
ed her  grow  up.  and  I  know  tna:  she  has 
not  one  quality  which  nts  her  to  be  the 
wife  o:  a  n:an  in  your  posi:lon."' 

"  Tnere  Is  one  thing  which  nts  any 
woD^an  :o  he  :he  wire  o:  any  man  In  any 
position."  Mr.  West  answered,  gently. 

Mrs.  Phillips  looked  at  him  blanklr. 
"Don":  you  understand  what  I  have  told 

tried  to  deceive  you.  " 

Mr.  Wes:  drew  a  long  breath  :ha:  ^as 
a.n^t'S:  a  sign. 

•Yes.  Mrs.  Pnillips."  he  said.  "I  un- 
derst'»ii  ':>e:ore.  Jane  has  jus:  ':een  :ell- 
mz  nre  a^^  ao<ju:  i:. 
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I. 

rpiIE  ^loliammedau  Turk  is  not  merely 
X  a  .slraii<;er  to  us  in  everything-  tliat 
makes  for  llie  mutual  understanding-  of 
modern  man,  but  he  rigidly  refuses  to  de- 
])art  from  his  ])eculiar  methods  of  tiiought 
and  action.  For  tliese  in  themselves  are 
as  (irmly  and  legitimately  rooted  in  his 
nast  history  as  ours  are  in  our  own.  He 
lias  developed  a  code  of  laws  and  ethics 
in  over  a  hundred  years  without  ever 
liaving-  sought  or  obtained  the  slightest 
touch  with  our  modern  world.  And  in 
many  of  his  ways  and  methods  he  is 
still  living-  under  conditions  not  far  re- 
moved from  those  which  prevailed  in 
Euroi)e  at  the  time  of  the  Crusades,  if  not 
earlier.  How  can  we  do  justice  lo  bin], 
unless  we  are  prepared  to  take  into  con- 
sideration these  differences  of  time,  cir- 
cumstance, creed,  and  culture? 

How  are  vv-e  to  be  impartial,  -when  we 
naturally  prefer  our  own  conditions  of 
life,  our  o^wn  methods  of  thought — the 
habits  and  customs  of  which  we  are  as 
much  the  product  as  of  the  manifold 
environment  of  our  being-  and  develop- 
ment? It  is.  indeed,  next  to  impossible. 
In  the  following-  notes  I  have  therefore, 
whilst  openly  avowing  my  sympathy 
with  the  Turk,  endeavored,  as  far  as  I  was 
able,  to  let  others  have  their  say,  leaving 
the  reader  to  gain  his  own  impression 
and  form  his  own  judgment.  For,  with- 
out for  one  moment  lKiri)oring-  the  thought 
tliat  Turkey  has  not  got  much  to  answer 
for.  I  honestly  believe  she  has  been  gross- 
Iv  slandered,  inasmuch  as  she  has  never 
been  able  to  jnit  her  side  of  the  questions 
at  issue  plainly  before  the  world  at  large. 

II. 

The  scene  is  the  uiniuu--room  of  the 
Hotel  dTtalie.  at  Trelnzond.  looking  out 
upon  the  Black  Sea,  the  dark  waves  o( 
which  roll  menacingly  far  away  to  the 
horizon.  All  sons  and  conditions  ol  men 
are  here  assembled. 

There  sits  a  dark-beariled.  slimly  built 
man.  with  a  low  forehead  and  ferret  like 
eyes — a  peculiar  Armenian  cast  of  fea- 
tures. He  is  a  r\u>>ian  Armenian,  a  doc- 
tor of  medicine,  who  lias  come  to  Trebi- 


zond  to  set  up  in  practice.  He  does  not 
care  a  tig  for  politics,  and  is  silent.  He 
is  absorbed  in  his  own  profession — his 
business — that  of  getting  on  in  the  world. 
He  strikes  the  key-note  of  our  modern 
existence;  he  is  out  of  place  in  Turkey  of 
the  past,  where  we  may  leave  him  to 
make  a  fortune  and  get  out  of  it.  Promi- 
nent in  his  quaint  costume  and  manner- 
ism is  a  young-  professor  of  philology 
from  a  university  of  nortliern  Europe. 
He  is  about  twenty-five  years  of  age.  and 
thinks  he  knows  everything  worth  know- 
ing in  geography,  philology,  and  politics, 
and  is  evidently  well  satisfied  with  his 
capacity  for  assimilating  all  such  know- 
ledge. He  once  sat  next  to  a  patriarch 
at  dinner,  and  his  passionate  sympathies 
are  all  with  the  Ciiristian  '"brothers." 
He  has  come  over  from  Russia,  where,  in 
the  ptirsuit  of  his  philological  calling,  he 
has  been  rummaging  over  the  worm-eaten 
parchments  of  sundry  Christian  monas- 
teries, and  has  "catight  on"  the  signifi- 
cant current  term  of  "brothers" — mean- 
ing that  the  meanest  Christian  is  a  "  bro- 
ther." and  the  ^Moslem  Turk  at  best  a 
barbarian.  He  lays  down  the  law  with- 
out hesitation.  "  I  never  condemn  a 
whole  people."  he  exclaims.  "  I  say  tliat 
the  vices  of  a  people  are  always  the  fatilt 
of  an  autocratic  government."  Thus  the 
"cocksure"  one.  who  is  evidently  of 
opinion  that,  notwithstanding  the  teach- 
ing of  history,  the  peo})le  in  democracies 
are  fvee  from  every  form  of  vice. 

An  Austrian  physician  present  sa3"S 
casually  that  the  fact  ought  at  least  to  be 
credited  to  the  Turks  that  during  all  the 
excitement  of  the  Gncco-Turkish  war  no 
Greek  living  in.  Turkey  was  molested, 
where  as  in  Christian  countries,  even  in 
our  time,  critical  situations  have  often 
produced  violent  outbursts  of  hatred  for 
obnoxious  foreigners. 

"  That  is  not  true."  tiie  professor  excit- 
edly exclaims.  But  the  subsequent  dis- 
cussion goes  to  prove  that  what  the  Aus- 
trian physician  had  asserted  icas  and  is 
substantially  true. 

The  professor  thereupon  somewhat  cool- 
ed down,  and  ofi'ered  to  give  somebody 
present    an    introduction    to    one   of    the 
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"brothers"  somewhere  in  the  interior— 
an  offer  which  was  politely  declined. 

Thus  a  brilliant  specimen  of  the  learn- 
ed European,  who  is  caug-ht  young  in 
Turkey,  returns  home  with  all  the  kudos 
which  a  few  months' — or  even  years' — 
stay  in  the  East  and  a  smattering  famil- 
iarity w4th  Oriental  languages  can  confer, 
to  be  looked  upon  by  his  friends  as  an  au- 
thority on  the  Eastern  question,  and  pos- 
sibly, later  on,  to  champion  the  claims  of 
the  suffering  "brothers"  in  the  East  in 
the  legislative  chamber  of  his  native  land ! 

Marshal  Chakir  Pacha,  Imperial  In- 
spector-General of  Asiatic  Turkey,  hap- 
pened to  be  at  Trebizond  at  the  time,  and 
several  of  his  official  staff  were  staying  at 
the  Hotel  d'ltalie — among  them  Demeter 
Mavrocordato  Effendi,  Turkish  conseAller 
d'etat,  and  the  adjunct  inspector  who  was 
appointed  by  the  Porte  (in  consequence 
of  the  pressure  of  the  powers)  to  assist 
Chakir  Pacha  in  his  labors. 

Mavrocordato  Effendi  is  an  orthodox 
Catholic,  related  to  the  well-known  Greek 
princely  family  of  that  name.  He  has 
previously  been  Turkish  consul-general 
at  Liverpool  and  at  Barcelona,  secretary 
of  the  Turkish  embassy  at  Paris,  etc.,  etc. ; 
in  fact,  he  is  a  cultured  European,  who 
speaks  English  like  an  Englishman. 
Community  of  meals  in  depressing  wea- 
ther for  days  together  brings  about  mu- 
tual confidence  and  expansion  of  ideas. 

Mavrocordato  has  not  been  able  to  see 
his  young  wife  and  child  for  fifteen 
months.  He  has  accompanied  Cliakir 
Pacha  in  his  mission  right  through  Ana- 
tolia, or  Kurdistan — a  country  many  Eu- 
ropeans will  persist  in  calling  "Armenia," 
although  barely  one  million  of  Armeni- 
ans are  sparsely  distributed  over  an  area 
equal  in  extent  to  half  the  continent  of 
Europe.  He  is  a  hard-worked  and  zeal- 
ous Turkish  official,  with  the  breadth  of 
view  of  a  cultured  man  of  the  world. 

"Yes,  the  reforms,  as  desired  by  the 
powers,  are  now  introduced  throughout 
Asiatic  Turkey,  and  in  full  work.  But  I 
do  not  think  much  of  their  practical  value. 
Their  spirit  is  already  contained  in  Turk- 
ish law — which  is  excellently  adapted  to 
the  needs  of  this  Eastern  part  of  the 
world.  Of  course  we  have  had  abuses: 
what  country,  particularly^  what  Eastern 
country,  has  not?  But  we  are  on  the  road 
to  improvement.  The  principal  thing  we 
want  is  a  body  of  honest  and  capable 
administrators  and  minor  functionaries, 


and  on  your  journey  through  the  coun- 
try you  will  be  able  to  convince  yourself 
that  among  Turkish  officials  in  Anatolia 
the  great  majority,  especially  among  the 
new  appointments,  are  good  men— a  great 
improvement  on  the  old  order  of  things." 

"But  how  about  the  rumors  I  hear  of 
api)ointments  depending  on  bribery  of 
officials  at  the  palace  in  Constantinople?" 

"Stuff  and  nonsense!  Do  I  look  like 
a  man  who  has  bribed  his  way  through 
palace  officials?  There  may  be  single 
instances  of  bribery  and  peculation,  but 
certainly  not  for  the  benefit  of  palace  of- 
ficials. What  Asiatic  Turkey  is  next  most 
pressingly  in  need  of  are  good  roads  and 
railways.  At  the  present  moment  the 
Mussulman  population,  which  is  far  worse 
off  than  the  Christian,  is  very  poor.  And 
the  richer  the  harvest,  the  poorer  they  are ; 
for,  where  there  is  plenty,  prices  go  to  no- 
thing, as  there  are  no  adequate  means  of 
transport — no  markets.  But  another  diffi- 
culty the  government  has  to  contend  with 
in  all  its  attempts  at  reform  is  the  innate 
conservatism  which  seems  ingrained  in 
everything  and  everybody  Asiatic.  It  is 
this  that  the  diplomatists  of  Europe  lose 
sight  of  when  they,  Penelope-like,  elabo- 
rate one  plan  of  reform  after  another  for 
the  Turkish  Empire,  over  a  green -baize 
table  in  some  kiosque  on  the  Bosporus. 
A  little  incident  will  illustrate  this.  The 
Sultan  sends  a  capable  official  to  some  dis- 
tant province  as  Kaimakan,  or  governor. 
He  has  been  educated  at  Constantinople, 
at  the  Ecole  Civile.  He  is  scrupulously 
honest,  in  touch  with  modern  ideas,  en- 
thusiastically devoted  to  his  w^ork,  and 
anxious  to  benefit  the  people  under  his 
care.  He  endeavors  to  introduce  modern 
improvements — above  all,  improvements 
of  the  roads  of  the  town  where  he  officially 
resides.  He  calls  upon  the  inhabitants  to 
contril^ute  towards  this  good  work.  Re- 
sult: the  Mohammedan  and  the  Armenian 
population  join  hands  and  petition  the 
government  to  have  the  Kaimakan  re- 
moved. He  is  a  modern  man ;  they  pre- 
fer the  old-fashioned  do-nothing  type  of 
official." 

Our  conversation  extended  to  other  top- 
ics, and  included  an  offer  to  introduce  me 
to  Marshal  Chakir  Pacha,  of  which  I  glad- 
ly availed  myself  later  on. 

The  sun  has  sunk  in  the  west.  Twi- 
light and  solitude  dominate  the  situation. 
Enter  an  American  missionary. 

A  few  preliminaries  reveal  the  fact  that 
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1  li;ivc  to  do  witli  a  wortliy,  exccUcnL  mail,  that    they  sliall    ii«")t    prosper:    tiiat   tlie;: 

past  ini(hl]e  a,<4<' — a  teacher  of  tlie  nospel  very   seed    shall    be    wasted.       And    now 

whose  raii.i;'e  ol'  interests  does   not  neces-  they  have  found  victims  in  tlie  long-suf- 

sarily  exclude  politics.  fering\  stupid  Turks." 

'•  Y'es,  sir,  it   is   a    hard,  laborious    life, 
but  we  kee])  pe<;-g-ing-  away.      No  news})a-  ^^^ 

])ers,  i-ailways,  or  telegraphs;    no   means  Among    the    men    who    have    liitherto 
of  communication  with  one's  friends.      It  been   credited   with  a  large   siiare   in  the 
is  like  living  in  another  world.     And  what  severe  measures  of  rei)ression  supposed  to 
a  cess})()ol    it   is     Mfty  feet   deej),  and,  do  have  been  carried  out  by  different  Turk- 
wliat  we  may,  we  can  only  disinfect  the  ish  high  otHcials  against  the  i-evolution- 
surface!      Formerly,   when    I    lirst   came  ary  Armenians    and    their   innocent   vic- 
her(^,  thirty  years  ago,  it  was  very  differ-  tims,  the  name  of  ^Marslial  Chakir  Pacha, 
ent.      AVe  w^ere  (Micouraged  to  work,  and  imperial   commissioner  for  the  introduc- 
(Mijoyed    every  liberty;    also,  we    largely  tion    of    reforms    in    Anatolia,  has    stood 
increased  the  number  of  our  Hock;   but  foremost— or,  if  I  may  use  the  expression, 
now,''  he  added,  des})Oiidently,  "it  is  all  looked  blackest.      The  story  that  the  mar- 
j-eaction  I"  siial,  who  was  at  Erzeroum  in  the  month 
"No  wonder,"   I   rejoined;    "the   past  of  October.  1895.  at  the  time  of  the  Ar- 
has  bred  revolution."  menian  I'ising.  had.  like  a  human  blood- 
"  Yes,  I  admit  there  has  been  a  i-evolu-  lionnd,  stood,  watch  in  hand,  when  asked 
tionary  movement,  but  not  fostered  by  us.  for  orders,  and  decided  that  the  work  of 
We  have  always  inculcated  obedience  to  knocking  the  Armenians  on  the  head  was 
the  authorities."  to  continue  for  another  hour  and  a  half— 
"But  do  1  understand  you  rightly  that  some  versions  say  two  hours — this  story 
Thoumayan  was  one  of  your  pu})ilsr'  has  nearly  gone  the  I'onnd  of  the  world. 
"  Y^es;  and  I  always  refused  to  believe  It  was  told  to  me  in  Constantinople  the 
that  he  had  anything  to  do  with  the  rev-  year  before   last  i)y  a  person  of  distinc- 
olutionists."  tion  and  impartiality,  and  although  this 
"Do  you  refuse  to  believe  so  now?"  did  not  amount  to  proof  i)ositive,  I  could 
"  No,  I  am  grieved  to  say."  hardly  resist    the    conviction    that    there 
"Now  tell  me,"  I  continued,  "how  are  must  be  something  in  it.  bearing  in  mind 
things  over  in  Russia — a  Christian  coun-  the    exce])tional    source   of   my   informa- 
try^''  tion.      Also,  unless  I  am  very  much  mis- 
Missionary  (in  an  excited  tone):  "Far  taken,  more  than    one  of  the  diplomatic 
worse  than  here.     AVhy,  the  Kussian  gov-  representatives    of    the    great    powers    at 
ernment  is  far  more  intolerant,  far  more  Constantino]>]e.  notably  Sir  Phili})  Currie, 
i-eactionary,  than  the  Turks.     Why.  if  the  repeatedly  but  vainly  urged  the  Sultan  to 
Russians   ever  come  here,  they  will  turn  recall  the  marslial.      I  was  therefore  in  a 
all  us  missionaries,  neck  and  crop,  out  of  somewhat  ex]iectant  frame  of  mind  when, 
the  country!"  on  my  arrival  at  Trebizond.  I  learnt  that 
"  And  so  a  deeper  cess})ool."  I  rejoined,  the  redoubtable  i)acha  was  staying  there 
sadly.  too,  with   his  whole  staff.      Its  principal 
Tliereu])on  we  pi^rled.  and  I  left  the  ho-  members    consisted    of    Hassib    Effendi, 
tel  in  search  of  a  breath  of  fresh  air  after  formerly  Turkish  consul-general  at  Tiflis 
all  these  disclosures;  and  from  Chary bdis  in   tiie  Caucasus,  and   since   at   Teheran: 
I  tumbled  upon  an  Israelite.  Danisli  Bey,  formerly  tirst  secretary  of  the 
"AVhy,  sir,"   he  began,  "those   Arme-  Turkish   embassy  at    St.  Petersl)urg;   De- 
nians  are  an  accursed  race.      To  think  of  meter  Mavrocordato   Eil'endi,  already  re- 
tlie  position  they  used  to  occu])y  in  Tur-  ferred  to. 

key — after  haviim-  in  the  c(nirse  of  gener-  ^larshal  Chakir  Pacha  has  had  a  very 

ations  got  ail  tlu^  wealili  of  the  country  distinguished    carcH'r.       Educated    at    the 

into  their  hands  and  occupied  some  of  the  military  school   of  Pancaldi.  at  Constan- 

highest  ])ositions!     If  they  had  ventured  tinople,  he   was    thence  attached    to  the 

to  play  their  revolutionary  game  in  Rus-  Turkish   (fat-))taJor.      Quitting  that  post 

sia,  the  Russians   would   not   have  left  a  after  a  time,  he  entered  the  administra- 

man  of  them  alive.      I  tell  you  they  are  five  department,  and  became  in  course  of 

accursed.      In  our  Jewish  books  it  is  writ-  time,   in    rapid     succession,  governor    of 

ten — written  three  thousand  vears  au'O—  Bosnia.   Bula'aria.  and    Bagdad.       Subse- 
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qiiently  he  rejoined  the  army,  and  held 
a  command  in  Montenegro  during  the 
war,  and  later  on  was  present  during  the 
memorable  Shipka  Pass  engagements. 
After  the  Russo-Turkish  war  Chakir  re- 
turned to  Constantinople,  and  was  sent 
as  Turkish  ambassador  to  St.  Petersburg, 
where  he  remained  for  twelve  years,  and 
where  the  Russian  consul  -  general  at 
Erzeroum  assured  me  that  he  saw  the 
marshal, as  doyen  of  the  diplomatic  corps, 
leading  the  polonaise  with  the  Empress 
Dagmar  as  a  partner. 

Since  then  Chakir  Pacha  has  been  civil 
and  military  governor  of  Crete,  and  pre- 
vious to  his  present  appointment  he  was 
nominated  member  of  the  High  Military 
Commission  of  Inspection,  which  sits  per- 
manently, under  the  presidency  of  the 
Sultan,  at  the  palace  of  Yildiz.  He  is 
also  one  of  the  few  subjects  of  the  Sultan 
who  have  received  the  order  of  the  "  Im- 
tiaz"  in  brilliants — a  distinction  usually 
reserved  for  crowned  heads. 

I  confess  that  after  taking  cognizance 
of  these  interesting  details  I  felt  some- 
what abashed  at  the  thought  of  asking 
the  marshal  a  series  of  questions  closely 
affecting  his  personal  lionor.  But  Chakir 
himself  made  my  task  easy  by  his  well- 
bred  urbanity. 

He  is  a  short,  stout,  full-bearded,  dis- 
tinguished-looking man  of  about  sixty 
years  of  age,  with  massive  features  and 
bright  keen  eyes,  denoting  intelligence 
and  capacity  for  hard  work.  I  called  on 
him  at  his  official  residence  with  Mavro- 
cordato  Effendi,  and  found  him  in  a 
small,  sparely  furnished  apartment,  sit- 
ting at  a  plain  writing-table,  the  other 
members  of  his  staff  being  also  present, 
and  seated  round  the  room. 

After  coffee  and  a  few  preliminary  re- 
marks, I  told  the  marshal  point-blank 
that  I  had  heard  the  story  of  the  watch, 
and  that  I  hoped  he  would  kindly  excuse 
my  asking  him  the  true  facts  of  the  case. 
He  took  my  question  in  very  good  part, 
and  said  in  reply  that  he  was  perfectly 
cognizant  of  the  tale,  but  that  he  had 
never  considered  it  incumbent  upon  him- 
self to  take  official  notice  of  it — an\"  othei' 
notice  being,  of  course,  in  his  position, 
out  of  the  question.  However,  he  could 
assure  me,  he  added,  with  a  smile,  that 
when  the  story  first  reached  Erzeroum, 
people  who  knew  tlie  facts  of  the  case 
smiled  at  the  idea.  He  could  only  advise 
me  not  to  take  his  assurance  one  wav  or 


the  other,  but,  as  I  was  going  to  Erzeroum, 
to  make  my  own  inquiries. 

This  is  exactly  what  I  did,  as  the  read- 
er will  subsequently  learn. 

Encouraged  by  the  marshal's  kind  man- 
ner, I  then  asked  him,  "I  have  been  told 
that  a  large  amount  of  the  trouble  in 
Kurdistan  was  owing  to  the  Kurds  hav- 
ing been  armed  by  the  Turkish  govern- 
ment, and  that  it  was  your  Excellency 
with  whom  this  measure  originated." 

"As  a  matter  of  fact,  the  Kurds  have 
always  been  more  or  less  armed,  and  have 
often  used  their  arms  against  the  Turkish 
government,  as  you  are  doubtless  aware. 
The  idea  of  arming  tlie  Kurds  in  a  homo- 
geneous military  fashion,  which  has  led 
to  the  formation  of  the  Hamadie  cavalry 
regiments  (about  40,000  to  50,000  strong), 
belongs  to  Marshal  Zeki  Paclia,  the  com- 
mander of  Erzingan.  The  Sultan  ap- 
proved of  the  idea,  which  was  intended 
to  furnish  a  counterpoise  to  the  Russian 
Cossack  regiments,  and  asked  me  to  work 
out  the  plan,  which  I  did  at  Constanti- 
nople in  my  capacity  of  member  of  the 
military  commission  at  Yildiz.  But  I 
candidly  admit  that  my  sympathies  are 
with  these  regiments — J'avoue  franche- 
ment  que  mes  sympathies  sont  cwec  ces 
regiments — ce  sont  apres  tout  mes  com- 
patriotes.^^  The  marshal  repeated  this 
in  a  quiet  tone  of  almost  apologetic  mod- 
esty, which  had  something  quaintly  touch- 
ing in  its  simplicity,  and  set  me  thinking 
how  very  few  men  In  a  similar  high  po- 
sition in  other  countries  would  have  con- 
descended to  enter  thus  into  details.  I 
could  not  help  feeling  drawn  towards  the 
much-maligned  old  soldier. 

Chakir  Pacha  is  not  a  man  of  many 
words,  and  several  of  those  present  now 
joined  in  the  conversation,  which  became 
general.  Only  once  did  the  marshal  in- 
terpose, in  a  quiet  but  decisiv^e  manner. 
Danish  Bey  was  in  the  midst  of  relating 
some  incident,  and  suddenly  stopped  short 
for  some  reason  or  other,  whereupon  the 
marshal  said,  "Continue;  tell  him  ev- 
erything— il  nij  a  rien  a  cac/icr." 

As  I  happened  to  be  personally  ac- 
quainted with  many  well-known  Turkish 
officers  and  diplomatists,  our  conversation 
had  plenty  of  points  of  mutual  interest. 
However,  in  the  following  I  only  give 
a  resume  of  what  may  interest  the  out- 
side world.  Part  of  it  was  held  in  the 
marshal's  presence,  he  now  and  then  put- 
tino'   in  a   word  or  makiiis:  some  verbal 
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correction,  whilst  some  of  the  details  wero 
oivcn  me  later  m  the  evening-  at  the  ho- 
tel by  the  abore-mentioned  members  of 
Ills  stalf,  and  again  by  persons  at  Erze- 
roum,  as  ex})lained  in  the  text.  I  give 
the  facts  exactly  as  they  were  stated  to 
]ne  by  men  (one  of  them  Mavrocordato,  a 
Christian)  who,  one  and  all,  liold  respon- 
sible positions,  and  who,  in  our  personal 
intei'course,  which  lasted  several  days, 
made  the  impression  upon  me  of  being- 
honorable,  cultivated  men  of  the  world. 

"The  troubles  —  or  massacres,  if  you 
will — at  Trebizond  began  two  years  ago 
by  members  of  the  Armenian  revolution- 
ary committee  firing  in  broad  daylight 
on  Hamdi  Pacha,  the  commander  of  the 
garrison,  and  Baliri  Pacha,  governor-gen- 
eral at  Van,  who  hap])ened  to  be  at  Trebi- 
zond at  the  time,  and  was  walking  with 
Razi  Khan,  the  Persian  consul-general. 
Both  pachas  w^ere  wounded. 

"With  regard  to  the  interior,  signs  of 
coming  trouble  were  apparent  a  long  time 
back.  In  some  districts,  where  the  Kurd- 
ish chiefs  used  to  do  all  their  business 
for  centuries  i)ast  with  the  Armenian 
merchants  and  bankers  in  the  towns, 
their  mutual  relations  were  of  the  most 
cordial  character.  Tlie  Kurds  were  even 
in  the  habit  of  staying  in  the  houses 
of  their  Armenian  friends  when  they 
came  to  town.  Gradually  a  change  came 
over  the  scene.  The  Kiii'ds  met  strange 
faces  in  the  towns,  and  the  manner  of 
the  Armenian  merchants  visibly  changed. 
Russian-Armenian  journalists  from  Tiflis 
became  regular  visitors,  and  the  assump- 
tioji  is  that  they  iniluenced  the  Armenian 
element  in  the  direction  of  discontent  and 
revolt.  This  is  all  the  more  unaccount- 
able since  the  Armenian  language  and 
the  Armenian  scliools  have  always  been 
entirely  free.  In  Turkey  the  Armenians 
themselves  are  exonei'ated  from  military 
service — a  most  distasteful  ])rofession  to 
them — by  paying  a  nominal  sum,  which, 
as  often  as  not,  has  not  heen  })aid.  And 
besides  this,  the  Armenians  have  l)een 
able  in  the  course  of  centuries  to  gather 
the  greater  part  of  the  wealth  of  the  coun- 
try into  their  hands.  The  Armenian 
"  bakal,"  or  village  grocer,  holds  a  great 
number  of  the  Turkish  peasantry  in  the 
perpetual  bondage  of  usury.  AVhereas. 
on  the  other  hand,  the  Armenians  in 
Russia  are  rigorously  drafted  into  the 
army,  and  generally  sent  to  sei-ve  tlieir 
time    in    districts    kw    a\yav    from    their 


homes;  and  besides,  their  schools  and 
their  language  are  interfered  with  by  a 
rigorous  censorship. 

"  When  the  insurrectionai-y  movement 
was  ripe,  the  men  who  appeared  on  the 
scene  gave  themselves  the  name  of  '  Fe- 
dais,'  or  the  'Sacrificed  for  the  Country." 
This  is  the  sol»'iqiief  which  the  noto- 
rious Armenian  revolutionist  Daniel 
Tschoueh  aiiplied  to  himself.  Under  the 
pretext  of  saving  his  country,  he  roamed 
through  the  vilayet  of  Sivas,  where  he 
simply  committed  acts  of  brigandage. 
And  3-et  this  very  man  was  so  deficient 
in  ])hysical  courage  that  he  died  of  feai- 
the  very  day  he  was  brought  before  the 
gendarmerie  of  Sivas.  He  was  original- 
ly a  miner  in  the  mines  of  Kara  Hissar 
Charki,  in  the  district  of  the  vilayet  of 
Sivas.  Among  other  atrocities  which  he 
committed  he  killed  the  representative  of 
the  procureur  gtutvcd  of  Kara  Hissar 
Charki,  as  well  as  his  wife  and  children, 
on  the  road  to  Sivas. 

"With  regard  to  the  reforms  which 
have  since  been  introduced,  it  is  as  Avell 
the  world  should  know  that  tlie  Arme- 
nians are  only  willing  to  accept  such  as 
comport  easiest  with  their  idiosyncrasies. 
But  when  it  is  a  question  of  their  fulfill- 
ing obligations  which  involve  certain 
hardships,  such  as  the  post  of  gendarme, 
they  simpl}'  refuse  to  serve  the  imperial 
government.  Thus  it  is  extremely  diffi- 
cult to  find  Armenians  to  serve  as  gen- 
darmes. And  this  notwithstanding  that 
the  imperial  government  ofi'ers  them  all 
sorts  of  facilities.  Thus  not  only  are  they 
well  paid  [/.).  but  they  are  held  to  be  do- 
ing military  service  in  acting  as  gen- 
darmes, aiul  are  thus  freed  from  the  tax 
of  exoneration  from  military  service.  In- 
stead of  serving  in  the  above  capacity, 
they  prefer  posts  which  ofi'er  clumces  of 
making  money  without  hard  work.  Thus 
they  are  very  eager  to  be  appointed  ad- 
junct [jnuavin)  to  the  Kaimakan,  or  oth- 
er more  or  less  lucrative  official  posts."' 

Chakir  Pacha's  mission  has  been  to 
travel  all  through  Kurdistan  for  the  last 
two  years  and  a  quarter,  and  the  follow- 
ing interesting  statements  occurred  spo- 
radically in  the  further  course  of  my  con- 
versation with  his  suite: 

*'  One  of  the  most  remarkable  features 
of  this  Armenian  rebellion  was  the  mar- 
vellous rapidity  with  which  news  spread, 
among  Mussulmans  and  Armenians  alike. 
Thus  hardly  had  Sir  Philip  Currie  in  the 
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autumn  of  1895  telegraphed  to  Erzeroum, 
to  the  locum  tenens  of  the  English  consul, 
that  the  Sultan  had  accepted  the  propo- 
sals of  the  powers — (the  Turks  assert,  and 
must  accept  the  responsibility  for  the 
statement,  that  the  gentleman  in  charge 
asked  for  the  telegram,  and  interpreted 
it  as  portending  Armenian  autonomy) 
— hardly  had  Mr.  X,  the  correspondent 

of  the   T ,  telegraphed  from   London 

to  Givon  Schismanian,  the  Archbishop 
of  Erzeroum,  '  Victoire  complete '  (Arme- 
nian, '  iV/oMza/erz'a^  herke  mar), —  than 
the  news  spread  to  the  farthest  limits  of 
Kurdistan.  In  some  places  the  Kurds 
decided  to  make  a  clean  sweep  of  the  Ar- 
menians. Cbakir  Pacba  started  imme- 
diately for  Khinis,  on  the  road  between 
Erzeroum  and  Bitlis,  and  persuaded  the 
Kurdish  beys  to  remain  quiet.  Twenty- 
four  hours  later  it  might  have  been  too 
late.  In  fact,  according  to  statements  of 
Chakir  Pacha's  suite,  both  here  and  else- 
wbere  he  saved  many  hundred  lives  by 
bis  prompt  measures." 

The  Armenians,  on  tbeir  side,  so  I  am 
assured,  feted  Mr.  X,  who  had  champion- 
ed their  cause  in  the  T ,  as  a  national 

hero,  "Le  Sauveur  de  TArmenie."  The 
Armenians  of  Erzeroum  presented  liim 
with  a  pen  set  in  brilliants;  the  Arme- 
nians of  Tiflis  gave  him  whole  cases  full 
of  presentation  plate.  The  following  was 
subsequently  told  me  by  Mavrocordato 
Effendi : 

"  We  were  at  the  government-house  of 
Konak  Van  with  Chakir  Pacha  at  the  end 
of  September,  '96,  when  we  were  suddenly 
informed  that  the  hiding-place  of  the  Ar- 
menian insurgents  had  been  discovered. 
They  had  intrenched  themselves  in  the 
gardens  of  the  Armenian  quarter  of  tbe 
town,  and  it  would  have  been  extremely 
difficult  to  get  at  them  without  artillery. 
Chakir,  fearing  that  the  Mussulman  pop- 
ulation might  get  beyond  control  if  fight- 
ing was  at  once  commenced,  told  oft'  a 
large  body  of  troops  to  cut  off  the  Arme- 
nian quarter  from  the  other  part  of  the 
town.  After  this  was  done  the  Arme- 
nian revolutionists  were  driven  out  of 
the  town,  losing  a  number  of  killed  and 
wounded.  In  the  mean  time  the  repre- 
sentative of  the  Armenian  Bishop  of  Van 
called  upon  Chakir  Pacha,  and  showed 
him  a  telegram  which  he  proposed  to  send 
at  once  to  Monsignor  Khrimyan.  the  Ar- 
menian CatlwUkos  of  Etchmiadzin  (in 
Russia),  in  which  he  said  that  while  the 
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Armenians  had  for  six  hundred  years 
been  contented  under  the  dominion  of  the 
Turks,  people  from  abroad  were  now  com- 
ing to  trouble  their  tranquillity,  and  he 
begged  Monsignor  Khrimyan  to  use  his 
influence  to  prevent  such  people  from 
coming  into  the  country,  as  they  could 
only  do  tlie  Armenians  harm.  To  this 
Chakir  Pacha  replied  that  the  telegram  in 
itself  was  excellent.  But  it  ought  to  have 
been  sent  long  ago,  and  not  at  the  very 
moment  when  the  insurgents  had  been 
discovered  by  the  authorities.  That  it  was 
a  matter  of  public  notoriety  that  these 
very  people  had  been  in  Van  for  two 
months  past;  that  the  Armenian  commu- 
nity had  been  well  aware  of  the  fact,  and 
ought  to  have  apprised  the  authorities, 
so  that  they  might  distinguish  who  were 
their  friends  and  who  their  enemies." 

Such  is  the  testimony  of  Chakir  Pa- 
cha's suite.  However,  I  was  naturally 
anxious  to  have  a  more  independent  ver- 
sion, at  least  of  what  concerned  the  mar- 
shal personally,  particularly  as  I  was 
bound  to  make  every  allowance  for  the 
strong  feeling  of  personal  attachment, 
even  of  affection,  for  their  chief  which 
these  gentlemen  evinced.  Therefore  I 
lost  no  time  on  my  arrival  at  Erzeroum 
in  calling  successively  upon  Mohamed 
Cherif  Reouf  Pacha,  the  governor-gen- 
eral (Vali),  who,  I  had  heard,  was  no  friend 
of  Chakir  Pacha's;  Mr.  Graves,  the  well- 
known  British  consul;  M.  Roqueferrier, 
the  French  consul;  and  M.  V.  Maxiniov, 
the  Russian  consul  -  general.  To  each 
of  these  gentlemen  I  put  the  question 
whether  they  believed  the  story  of  Chakir 
Pacha  and  the  watch-in-hand  episode.  M. 
Roqueferrier  ridiculed  the  story.  "Cc  sont 
des  Jiistoires  i)ive)itees  aplaisirS''  he  said, 
and  added  a  few  words  of  high  personal 
appreciation  of  Chakir  Pacha,  as  also  of 
Reouf  Pacha,  the  Vali  of  Erzeroum,  who 
was  also  at  Ei'zeroum  at  the  time. 

The  Russian  consul.  M.  Maximov,  said: 
"It  is  not  my  business  to  deny  the  truth 
of  such  stories.  All  I  can  tell  you  is  que 
Chakir  Pacha  est  tin  brave  homme — uu 
homnie  de  tres  bon  coeiir.  I  have  known 
him  for  years;  he  is  a  friend  of  mine." 
The  English  consul  said:  "I  was  not 
here  at  the  time,  nor  have  I  asked  Chakir 
Pacha  personally  about  that  story.  But 
the  Vali  assured  me  that  it  was  not  true, 
and  that  is  quite  sufficient  for  me,  as  I 
should  believe  any  personal  statement  of 
Reouf  Pacha  as  I  would  the  gospel." 
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Aft(M'  tlic  above  it  would,  I  think,  be 
su])(U'lliiou.s  to  add  the  statement  of  the 
A'ali  liiinself.  Let  it  suflice  tliat  I  did  not 
rneetasin<;le  person  in  Erzeroiun,of  what- 
ever nationality,  race,  or  creed,  who  at- 
tached the  slio-htest  credence  to  a  story 
which,  cuiinin<>-ly  invented  and  circulated 
from  })ole  to  pole,  has  not  only  cruelly 
slandered  a  man  of  integrity,  but  done 
a  deal  of  harm  to  his  country  in  the  pub- 
lic oi)inion  of  the  world. 

IV. 

It  is  ]\rark  Twain,  if  I  nm  not  mistaken, 
who,  in  one  of  his  charming'  books,  tells 
us  that  his  ti-avelling  party  in  the  East 
was  dirty  at  Constantinople,  dirtier  at 
Damascus,  but  dirtiest  of  all  at  Jerusa- 
lem. 

Our  party  had  already  attained  the  Jeru- 
salemic  stage  of  uncleanliness,  and  conse- 
quent ungodliness,  a  few  days  after  leav- 
ing Trebizond.  A  true  statement  this, 
and  yet  one  which  calls  for  a  certain 
amount  of  i-eservation.  Dirt  is  in  itself 
a  thing  that  ditt'ers  according  to  the  cli- 
mate and  conditions  in  which  it  is  met 
with.  The  sour  ingrained  dirt  of  the  gin 
or  whiskey  swilling  workman  in  some 
begrimed  "civilized''  factory  town  is  un- 
known in  Asia.  Our  condition  was  one 
of  a  more  natural  kind — a  concomitant 
of  the  nomadic  state  of  things  in  which 
for  the  moment  we  found  ourselves.  There 
was  no  smoke  and  no  adulterated  alcohol. 
Thus  our  unwashed  faces  merely  assumed 
that  inimitable  mellow  tint  which  is  so 
much  admired  in  pictures  hy  the  old  mas- 
ters. We  went  Avithout  soap  and  water, 
and  gained  the  hue  of  one  of  Rembrandt's 
masterpieces  in  return.  At  the  same  time 
it  is  as  well  to  mention  that  if  our  con- 
dition became  general  in  a  *"  civilized" 
country,  it  wouhl  spell  bankruptcy  to  the 
most  ilourishing  soaj)  -  factory  extant. 
This  result  did  not  come  about  at  once: 
it  was  the  gradual  product  of  force  ))U(- 
jeure  of  an  irresistible  kind. 

Armed  with  India-rubber  sheeting — an 
article  which  our  tiny  nocturnal  assail- 
ants are  said  to  hold  in  i)eculiar  abhor- 
rence— and  several  boxes  of  insect-powder. 
we  set  out.  But  Asiatics  are  nothing  if 
not  cunning.  Tliey  formed  themselves 
into  engineei'ing  parties,  escaladed  om* 
camp-beds:  and  an  aerial  column,  opera- 
ting simultaneously  above  us  from  the 
wooden  roof  of  the  sheds  in  wliich  we 
were    mostly    forced   to   pass    the    night. 


fell,  ov  i-ather  droi)ped.  down  upon  us. 
We  therefore  came  to  a  compromise.  We 
gave  up  the  India-rubber  sheeting,  dis- 
carded the  insect-powder,  and  resigned 
ourselves  to  the  possibility  of  bringing  a 
few  of  the  Sultan's  Asiatic  subjects  bacK 
to  Constantino})le  on  our  bodies. 

I  have  hinted  that  we  wei-e  among  no- 
mads, leading  the  life  of  nomads.  And 
such  was  indeed  the  case.  Domestic  uten- 
sils, even  of  the  kind  most  necessary  to 
European  taste,  were  entirely  wanting. 
But  a  two-foot  hand  looking-glass  in  a 
massive  silver  frame  richly  gilt  is  brought 
in  to  us  in  the  morning  to  enable  us  to 
admire  the  mellow  tint  above  referred  to. 
Omnia  mecum  is  the  nomad's  motto. 
Thus  he  carries  his  loaf-sugar,  coffee, 
tobacco,  wearing  apparel,  and  grandfa- 
ther's clock  all  huddled  together  promis- 
cuously in  a  big  box.  which  is  tied  upon 
the  back  of  a  horse  or  nuile.  and  with 
which  he  starts  on  his  journey,  and  at 
sunset  kneels  down  to  prayer,  looking  in 
the  direction  of  Mecca — the  holy  shrine 
of  the  Kaaba : 

But  if  the  Asiatic  Turk  is  still  much 
of  a  nomad,  he  also  possesses  the  strong 
points  of  this  primitive  stage  of  civiliza- 
tion. Indolent  by  nature,  put  him  on  a 
horse  and  he  will  shame  by  his  endur- 
ance the  picked  cavalry  of  the  civilized 
world.  Set  him  on  the  highroad  and 
he  is  lord  and  master— supreme  artificer 
there.  Thus  the  })ostal  service  between 
Trebizond  and  the  interior,  particularly 
between  Trebizond  and  Erzeroum,  is  a 
perfect  marvel  of  nomadic  endurance  and 
skill.  On  our  road  to  Erzeroum  we  were 
])assed  by  the  Turkish  "  tatar,"  or  postal 
horseman,  who  pilots  the  postal  caravan 
of  horses  carrying  the  mail-bags.  They 
traverse  the  whole  distance  of  two  hun- 
dred miles,  including  the  passage  of  two 
dangerous  passes,  in  the  incredibly  short 
time  of  forty-eight  hours.  The  horses  are 
specially  trained  for  the  i)urpose.  and  are 
changed  every  six  houi's:  also  the  two 
cavalrymen  who  act  as  escort  are  fre- 
quently changed.  The  "  tatar  "  alone  does 
the  whole  forty-eight  hours'  journey  twice 
a  week  in  one  break.  It  is  a  wonderful 
feat,  and  a  most  interesting  sight  to  see 
him  coming  along  at  a  gallo]),  swinging 
his  "  kamschik  "  (whip)  wildly  in  the  air, 
and  thus  controlling  by  a  sign  the  dozen 
])ack-horses,  which,  thoroughly  trained  to 
the  business,  career  along  at  a  sharp  con- 
tinuous trot,  without  bridle  or  string,  free 
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as  the  air,  g-etting  out  of  the  way  for  nei- 
ther man  nor  beast.  "  Ha  ha !"  is  the  shrill 
call  of  the  "  tata^i' "  by  day  and  througli 
tlie  starlit  night,  and  tells  the  caravan 
leader  or  other  travellers,  pachas  and  mus- 
chirs  included,  that  they  must  draw  up  and 
get  out  of  the  way,  even  on  the  narrow 
bridle-path  above  the  precipice,  and  make 
room  for  the  imperial  ])ost.  The  post 
is  master  supreme  of  the  highroad.  Only 
the  traveller  recognizes  a  higher  power — 
the  grandeur,  the  al mightiness,  of  na- 
ture, as  witnessed,  for  instance,  in  the 
marvellous  scenery  of  the  two  high  pass- 
es Zigana  and  Kop  Dagh.  As  the  sun 
breaks  in  the  early  morning  on  the  Kop 
Dagh,  8000  feet  above  the  level  of  the 
sea,  it  is,  indeed,  a  vision  as  of  the  burst- 
ing forth  of  the  light  of  heaven,  remind- 
ing us  of  some  of  the  most  magnificent 
efforts  of  Gustave  Dore  in  his  illustrations 
of  the  Bible.  Arrived  at  the  summit,  the 
endless  panorama  is  as  of  a  mythical 
world  beneath  our  feet — an  infinite  sur- 
face of  undulating  hills,  suggesting  the 
manifold  bosoms  of  Ceres,  as  the  ancient 
Egyptians  conceived  the  Goddess  of  Plen- 
ty— a  magnificent  symbol  of  the  earth's 
fecundity.  It  might  also  be  the  surface 
of  the  moon,  as  revealed  to  us  by  photog- 
raphy— weird  in  its  namelessness,  but  all 
covered  with  the  chaste  mantle  of  peer- 
less snow. 

V. 

The  position  of  Vali,  or  governor-gen- 
eral, of  a  Turkish  province  has,  in  conse- 
quence of  recent  political  events,  come  to 
be  associated  with  a  certain  unenviable 
notoriety  in  the  estimate  of  a  large  sec- 
tion of  the  European  public.  Not  un- 
naturally, a  great  share  of  the  responsibil- 
ity for  what  cannot  be  otherwise  termed 
than  the  wild  lawless  vengeance  of  the 
mob  rests  with  those  invested  with  su- 
preme autliority.  And  where  the  person 
wielding  this  authority  has  been  unequal 
to  its  grave  responsibilities,  rumor  has 
stepped  in,  and  has  credited  Valis  in  gen- 
eral with  every  imaginable  sin. 

There  are  doubtless  bad  Valis  as  there 
are  bad  men  in  other  stations  of  life,  and 
I  have  been  on  the  lookout  for  such  a 
one,  in  order  to  make  an  example  of  him. 
To-day  I  can  only  give  my  experience  and 
information  about  a  good  Vali,  Mohamed 
Cherif  Reouf  Pacha,  governor-general  of 
the  first-class  vilayet  of  Erzeroum. 

Erzeroum  is  the  second  large  province 
I  ])assed  througli  after   landing  at  Trebi- 


zond,  on  my  way,  vid  Erzeroum,  Bitlis, 
Diarbekir,  Biredjik,  Aintab,  to  the  Medi- 
terranean at  Alexandretta.  There  is  also 
a  Vali  at  Trebizond,  whom,  however,  I 
was  unfortunately  unable  to  see.  Yet  he 
too  appears  to  be  a  capable  and  honorable 
man,  for  he  was  extremely  well  spoken  of 
by  an  American  missionary  I  met  there. 
And  so,  as  I  said,  although  I  am  bound  to 
believe  there  are  and  undoubtedly  have 
been  bad  Valis,  my  subject  faute  de 
mieux  is  a  good  Vali.  I  should  have  even 
preferred  a  "  bad  one,"  if  only  to  show 
my  capacity  for  describing  a  bad  Turk— 
though  others  have  done  that  for  me. 

When  General  Grani:  visited  Jerusa- 
lem, he  found  Reouf  Pacha  in  the  posi- 
tion of  governor  of  that  wonderful  city. 
A  strong  friendship  sprang  up  between 
the  thin-lipped,  taciturn  genei-al  and  the 
suave,  courtly,  and  yet  most  simple-man- 
nered pacha.  It  is  many  years  ago  now, 
but  Reouf  still  loves  to  talk  of  his  meet- 
ing with  Grant  as  one  of  the  few  truly 
great  men  he  has  met  in  his  life.  And 
as  for  Grant's  opinion  of  Reouf,  I  under- 
stand from  a  good  source  that,  before 
leaving  Jerusalem,  Grant  assured  him 
that  if  lie  were  again  elected  President  of 
the  United  States,  he  would  ask  the  Sul- 
tan to  send  him  as  Turkish  minister  to 
Washington. 

Reouf  Pacha  belongs  to  one  of  the  old- 
est Turkish  families.  His  father,  Osman 
Pacha,  was  governor -general  of  Bosnia 
during  the  last  ten  years  of  his  life. 
Reouf  Pacha  was  educated  at  home,  under 
the  care  of  special  tutors,  and  later  on  his 
father  sent  him  to  Paris  to  complete  his 
studies.  Among  the  successive  appoint- 
ments of  a  long  and  honorable  career  may 
be  mentioned  those  of  Kaimakan  and 
Montesarrif  in  Roumelia,  Bosnia,  and 
Syria,  as  also  during  twelve  years  the 
governorship  of  Jerusalem  —  one  of  the 
most  delicate  positions  in  the  empire. 
From  thence  Reouf  Pacha  was  sent 
to  Beirut  as  governor -general,  then  to 
Damascus  in  Syria,  Bitlis,  and  lastly  to 
Kharput,  displaying  everywhere  the  qual- 
ities of  order,  activity,  justice,  and  mercy. 
He  was  appointed  to  his  present  very  re- 
sponsible and  onerous  position  just  one 
week  prior  to  the  breaking  out  of  the 
Armenian  rebellion  in  October,  1895. 

In  the  following  words  I  have  endea- 
vored to  sum  up  the  result  of  the  infor- 
mation I  have  gained  from  all  sorts  of 
sources,  notablv  the  consular  representa- 
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tivo  liere,  about  Reouf  Pacha's  activity  as 
Vali  of  Erzerourn.  The  extraordinarily 
hi<>]i  testimony  to  tlie  paclia's  personal 
cliaracter,  voluntai'ily  vouchsafed  to  nie 
by  Mr.  Graves,  the  British  consul  at 
Erzerouni,  that  whatever  the  Vali  niig-lit 
tell  him  as  a  personal  statement  he  would 
accept  as  thoug-h  it  were  the  gospel — this 
I  have  already  mentioned  in  reference  to 
Chakir  Pacha. 

"Those  who  have  carefully  watched 
the  g-overnor-general  at  work  in  his  en- 
deavors to  arrest  the  progress  of  the  mis- 
fortunes of  that  dreadful  period,  to  limit 
their  area  and  repair  the  damage  done, 
cannot  resist  the  impression  that  no  trou- 
ble whatever  would  have  taken  place  if 
he  had  had  time  to  guard  against  it. 

"But  when  he  was  appointed  to  Erze- 
rouni it  was  already  too  late.  He  did 
everything  in  his  power  to  stop  the  evil — 
for  instance,  by  sending  soldiers  and  gen- 
darmes to  the  most  threatened  spots,  in 
arresting  pillaging  Kurds  and  having 
them  summarily  shot — notably  those  who 
had  come  from  the  vilayet  of  Bitlis  and 
had  advanced  as  far  as  Kighi.''  I  am  as- 
sured that  Reouf  Pacha  caused  between 
eighty  and  ninety  Mohammedan  Turks 
to  be  shot  during  those  critical  days. 

"  As  soon  as  the  murderous  crisis  had 
subsided,  Reouf  Pacha  did  all  in  his  pow- 
er to  make  amends  for  the  damage  done. 
He  caused  searching  investigations  to  be 
made  all  over  Erzeroum,  and  wherever 
stolen  property  was  found  it  was  restored 
to  its  original  owners.  By  this  means,  as 
a  matter  of  fact,  a  large  proportion  of  what 
had  been  pillaged  was  taken  away  from 
the  pillagers  and  delivered  back.  He 
also  organized  a  public  subscription,  the 
amount  of  which  enabled  over  four  hun- 
dred mechanics  to  resume  their  livelihood. 

"  Once  tranquillity  was  restored,  Reouf 
Pacha  reorganized  the  gendarmerie  and 
the  police  so  effectually  that  whilst  they 
are  kept  more  severely  in  hand  than  ever 
before,  they  were  most  successful  in  ar- 
resting a  number  of  Armenian  agents, 
provocateurs,  and  revolutionary  emissa- 
ries—such notably  as  Aram  x^ramian  and 
Armenak  Dermonprejan.  In  the  affair 
of  Alidjekrek,  in  1896,  a  number  of  Ar- 
menian revolutionists  came  over  the  Rus- 
sian frontier  towards  Alaskird.  Reouf 
Pacha,  informed  in  time,  sent  a  body  of 
gendarmes  to  meet  them,  with  the  result 
that  three  were  killed  and  the  remainder 
took  flight  back  to  Russia. 


"  Also  a  number  of  secret  stores  of  arms 
in  different  places — Passen.  Sitaouk.  etc. 
— have  been  discovered  by  the  vigilance 
of  Reouf's  police,  and  are  now  safely 
stowed  away  here."  I  myself  saw  some 
of  the  muskets  seized — they  bore  a  Rus- 
sian inscription. 

"  All  these  results  are  most  satisfactory, 
and  have  been  obtained  quietly,  without 
exciting  the  feelings  of  the  Mohammedan 
population.  Since  Reouf  Pacha  has  been 
here  it  can  be  said  that  justice  is  handled 
in  the  most  satisfactory  manner.  Several 
of  the  courts  of  justice  which  were  in  need 
of  a  broom  have  been  swept,  and  Avork 
perfectly.  Several  corrupt  officials  have 
been  made  an  example  of — notabh'  the 
former  commissary  of  police.  In  one 
word,  all  classes  of  the  population  unite 
in  recognizing  the  beneficent  activity  of 
the  present  Vali  of  Erzeroum,  respecting 
whose  government  an  English  Blue-Book 
contains  the  following:  'The  vilayet  of 
Erzeroum  maybe  given  as  a  model  of  ad- 
ministration among  the  vilayets  of  Asiatic 
Turkey.'" 

Thus  fai*  the  infornuition  vouchsafed  to 
me.  the  main  correctness  of  which  I  feel 
I  can  vouch  for. 

The  following  stray  item  of  informa- 
tion was  significant  news  to  me,  and  may 
therefore  perhaps  be  of  interest.  The 
second  commissary  of  police  at  Erzeroum 
is  an  Armenian.  He  has  proved  himself 
to  be  so  efficient  an  officer  all  through  the 
political  troubles  that  Reouf  Pacha  pro- 
cured him  the  distinction  of  Commander 
of  the  Order  of  Medjedieh,  and  also  a 
brevet  rank  equal  to  that  of  major  in  the 
army. 

I  was  privileged  to  meet  his  Excellency 
on  several  occasions  during  my  stay  in 
Erzeroum.  and  nothing  could  exceed  his 
unvaried  courtesy  and  affability.  Even 
more  than  this — he  showed  a  positive 
anxiety  that  I  should  accept  no  state- 
ment from  him  uncorroborated  by  inde- 
pendent testimony.  Through  his  kind- 
ness every  channel  of  infoi-mation, 
whether  Armenian,  Greek,  Hebrew,  or 
Turk,  was  unreservedly  set  at  mj-  dis- 
posal. His  pet  phrase  was, '*Si  c'est  une 
verite.  dites-le." 

In  my  own  personal  intercourse  with 
Reouf  Pacha  I  was  much  struck  by  the 
extraordinary  contrast  between  his  quiet, 
even  gentle,  manners  and  the  great  en- 
ergy he  is  credited  with.  In  fact,  I  was 
told  that  there  is  little  love  lost  between 
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him  and  Chakir  Pacha.  In  the  mind  of 
the  mild,  gentle  -  voiced  administrator, 
the  hardy  soldier  who  has  been  credited 
with  all  sorts  of  dreadful  energy  is  by  a 
long  way  not  energetic  enough.  But  the 
quality  of  energy,  is  it  not  itself  a  Pro- 
tean compound?  The  characteristic  fea- 
ture of  Reouf  Pacha's  energy  seems  to  be 
that  it  enables  him  to  conciliate — to  turn 
an  enemy  into  a  friend. 

YI. 

I  have  been  told  that  the  American 
mind  may  be  trusted  to  find  the  shortest 
and  straightest  road  from  one  given  point 
— logical  or  material — to  another  more 
quickly  than  almost  any  other.  The  Eng- 
lishman may  possibly  come  next  to  the 
American  in  this;  the  German  is  slower, 
but  he  is  infallible  in  the  long-run,  for  he 
stolidly  works  out  the  problem  with  the 
assistance  of  trigonometry.  As  you  near 
the  East,  the  practical  capacity  for  discov- 
ering the  short,  straight,  logical  line  de- 
creases alarmingly — the  Austro-Hunga- 
rian  finds  it  sometimes,  the  Turk  hardly 
ever. 

Tins  constitutional  inability  to  seize 
the  value  of  an  established  fact  or  series 
of  facts  and  to  draw  the  obvious  logical 
conclusion  therefrom  has  all  along  ham- 
pered the  Turic  in  putting  his  case  before 
the  world,  even  in  instances  where  nine 
facts  out  of  ten  were  in  his  favor.  If 
some  of  the  arguments  of  a  Cicero  would 
fail  to  convince  a  jury  to-day,  some  of 
tlie  logical  methods  of  the  Turk  would 
liave  failed  a  thousand  years  before  Cice- 
I'o.  I  have  known  a  higlily  intellectual 
Turk  seriously  cite  to  me  the  case  of  an 
Armenian  tailor  who  deserted  his  wife 
and  ran  away  with  another  woman  as 
<'orroborative  proof  of  the  iniquity  of  that 
interesting  race. 

A  highly  placed  Turkish  friend  of 
mine  once  admitted  as  much  to  me  at 
Constantinople.  "  Mon  cher,^''  he  said, 
'  ■  nous  sonunes  iinpeuple  tacituvne—noiis 
lie  pouvons  pas  nous  defendre  par  ecrit. 
Nous  souffrons  plutdt  en  silence.^^^ 

Why,  I  have  known  Americans,  Eng- 
lishmen, Germans — 3^es,  even  missionaries 
—to  give  the  Turks  a  "  fairer  show  ''  than 
all  the  Turks  themselves  put  together 
with  whom  I  have  conversed  during  my 
several  and  prolonged  visits  to  Turkey. 

*  "  My  dear,  we  are  a  taciturn  peopk^ — we  cannot 
■fend  ourselves  in  writing.     We  suffer  rather  in 
-Mence." 


Yes,  you  must  remember  this  question 
has  two  sides.  There  is  a  deal  to  be  said 
for  the  Turks;  the  Armenians  are  not  all 
angels."  Thus  the  spontaneous  admission 
to  me  of  an  American  missionary  in  An- 
atolia. I  could  even  mention  his  name, 
but  I  will  not  run  the  risk  of  getting  him 
into  trouble  for  speaking  the  truth,  fear- 
less man  though  he  is.  For,  let  there  be 
no  mistake  about  it,  it  is  but  our  Christian 
Pharisaism  which  bids  us  fancy  that  the 
priests  of  Baal  have  only  erected  altars 
among  the  Turks.  Yes,  indeed,  there  is 
something  to  be  said  on  the  Turkish  side. 

"Do  you  believe  that  any  massacres 
would  have  taken  place  if  no  Armenian 
revolutionaries  had  come  into  the  coun- 
try and  incited  the  Armenian  population 
to  rebellion?"  I  asked  Mr.  Graves,  the 
able  and  by  no  means  Turcophile  English 
consul  at  Erzeroum. 

"  Certainly  not,"  he  replied.  ''  I  do  not 
believe  that  a  single  Armenian  would 
have  been  killed." 

Mr.  Graves  is  a  high  authority,  besides 
being  a  cultivated  gentleman,  and  I  feel 
sure  he  will  not  object  to  my  citing  him 
in  this  most  important  matter.  But  even 
if  I  were  not  able  to  quote  this  most 
weighty  opinion,  I  could  cite  a  number 
of  others,  consular,  missionary,  and  lay- 
man authorities  of  divers  nationalities, 
and  one  and  all  have  only  been  able  to 
give  me  the  same  reply  to  my  simple  but 
pregnant  question.  More  than  this,  many 
of  the  best  judges  of  the  state  of  affairs  in 
Asiatic  Turkey  not  only  admit  this,  but 
they  saw  long  beforeiiand  that  the  ac- 
tion of  the  Armenian  revolutionary  com- 
mittees would  infallibly  result  in  bringing 
about  the  wholesale  shedding  of  human 
blood.  Mr.  Dawson,  the  missionary  at 
Khai'put,  frankly  and  deploringlj^  said  as 
much  years  ago  to  Reouf  Pacha,  the  Vali 
of  Erzeroum.  And  with  his  permission  I 
mention  this  significant  fact.  "Mr.  Daw- 
son will  not  contradict  this,"  said  Reouf, 
"  for  he  is  a  man  of  high  personal  honor." 

Then  I  contend  that  the  first  and  prime 
responsibility  for  all  the  horrors  which 
have  taken  place  in  Asia  Minor  rests  with 
the  Armenian  revolutionists,  and  not  with 
the  Turks,  who  are  an  Asiatic  people  like 
the  Russians  and  the  Persians,  and  whose 
methods  of  repression  are  not  very  differ- 
ent from  those  of  either.  The  Armenian 
revolutionists  are  responsible  for  the  suf- 
fering of  the  innocent  for  the  guilty.  I 
have  seen  and  read  their  pamphlets,  their 
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u<^  circiilai's  ui-<:-iii<r  tlie  li('li)]('.ss  Ar- 
,,n  IkiiikiI  (porlcr),  peasant,  and  ar- 
t,,  j-isc  and  throw  oil"  tlie  Turkisli 
Tlicsc  dociunents  are  as  criminal 
cir  mendacity  as  the  first  means  of 
i('|)i-essi(>n  were  only  too  often  rntliless 
;iii<l  indefensible  in  their  unhridled  law- 
lessness. The  Armenian  revolutionists 
slate  that  it  is  impossible  to  h()])e  for 
anylhin;4-  but  {)ersecution 
grounds  from  the  Tui'k 
Ai-menian  lan<i-uaf^e.  creed,  and  schools 
ai'e  jHM'fectly  free  in  Turkey,  and  })ersist- 
ently  interfered  with  in  Russia.  They 
accuse  the  Turk  of  i-eligious  fanaticism, 
wh<'r(^as  tlie  lii<;-hroad  from  Trebizond  to 
Eiv.eroum  is  lined  on  both  sides  with 
Christian  monasteries  and  chuirhes  of 
vai'ious  denominations.  These  Christian 
monasteries  and  churches  have  existed 
])eacefully  and  unmolested,  been  protected 
even  by  impei-ial  iirman,  throu<ihout  ages 
durinfj:  which  it  was  a  capital  olfence  in 
Eniiland  for  a  Roman  Catholic  priest  to 
read  the  mass:  during  which  Irish  Protes- 
tants ruthlessly  slaughtered  Catholics,  re- 
gai'dless  t)f  age  or  sex  :  during  \vhich  Jews 
were  burnt  at  the  stake  in  Spain  in  their 
thousands,  those  that  escaped  Hying  to 
Turkey,  where  they  found  an  asylum; 
during  which  the  centre  of  Europe  was  so 
frightfully  devastated  by  religions  fanat- 
icism that  the  dead  were  torn  from  their 
graves  to  U'ed  the  starving  ]-)opulation. 
[llistonjofilie  Tliirty  Years"  War.)  And 
yet  these  Armenian  inciters  to  rebellion 
do  not  hesitate  to  say  that  it  is  hopeless 
to  expect  the  Moslem  Turk  to  be  just  to 
the  Christian  as  such,  l^ut  an  even  more 
untenable  statement  is  that  the  Armenians 
ai-e  a  "nation,"  and  as  such  are  entitled 
to  autonomy.  The  Armenians  are  ne»t  a 
nation,  but  an  Asiatic  I'ace.  among  many 
othei-  races  forming  the  renniants  of  what 
wereonce  kingdoms  in  anti(piity.  If  these 
lialf  or  ])erhai)s  three-quarters  of  a  million 
of  Asiatic  Armenians  now  sporadically 
distributed  over  an  area  half  the  size  of 
Euro])e  form  a  natio)),  what  are  we  to  say 
of  tlie  live  million  Ivussian  ,'e\vs  cooped 
within  tli(>  i)ale  assigned  t(.  them  hy  a 
strong  g()vei-mn(Mit .'  AVliy  does  not  Eu- 
roi)e  take  up  their  (\ise.'  AVliat  answer 
would  she  get  from  Holy  Ivussia  if  she  did 
so."  ]hit  this  does  not  exhaust  ilie  ques- 
tion. The  ethical  sentiment  o(  Europe, 
rightly  or  wrongly,  lu\  u\  every  case 
armed  witn  enormous  power,  steps  in  and 
says:    "Even  if  these   facts  are  admitted. 


they  do  not  excuse,  much  less  justify, 
Turkey  in  using  the  means  she  adopted  to 
crush  a  rebellion  in  our  enlightened  Chris- 
tian age."  Certainly  not.  Neither  was 
that  in  accordance  with  the  spirit  of  an 
enlightened  age  which  Russia  has  perpe- 
ti'ated  in  Poland  and  in  Central  Asia  in 
our  time,  nor  what  French  soldiers  com- 
mitted at  the  taking  of  Communist  Paris. 
Or  is  it  perhaps  in  accordance  with  the 
spirit  of  our  age  that  hundreds  of  villages 
have  been  burnt  to  the  ground  during  the 
last  few  months  on  the  Indian  frontier? 

And  now  for  a  word  on  the  alleged 
Turkish  })olicy  of  extermination. 

I  have  ])assed  through  eight  hundred 
miles  of  country  sporadically  inhabited 
by  Armenians,  still  living,  hoAvever  poor- 
ly, in  the  midst  of  Circassians,  Kurds, 
Arabs,  Turcomans,  and  Turks.  I  have 
seen  them  "alive"  in  their  villages:  I 
have  even  seen  them  travelling  alone 
along  the  highroad  without  any  escort  or 
arms.  I  have  conversed  with  innumera- 
ble Armenians,  priests  and  bishops  of 
whole  districts  among  the  rest,  and  have 
been  assured  by  them  that  in  such  and 
such  a  district  no  outrages,  no  violence, 
no  molestation  whatsoever,  even  though 
revolutionists  have  been  about,  have  taken 
place. 

Where  does  the  policy  of  extermination 
come  in  here?     Surely  not  at  all ! 

So  much  for  ancient  histor3^  in  ^xirvo. 
Now  for  the  present,  which  is  of  more 
])ressing  importance,  seeing  that  no  argu- 
ment, no  mud-throwing,  soap- washing,  or 
recrimination,  can  call  back  the  dead  and 
untell  the  tale  of  tragedy,  which  at  all 
times  in  history,  like  a  blood-red  sunset, 
has  cast  its  lurid  light  over  the  track  of 
unsuccessful  rebellion. 

The  conlidence  of  the  Turks  in  the 
Armenians  is  naturally  at  the  lowest  pos- 
sible ebb.  The  partisans  of  the  latter 
even  assert  that  the  Turks  hate  the  Chris- 
tians en  hloc.  But  let  us  put  ourselves 
in  the  place  (^f  the  former  in  Anatolia. 
Here  is  a  vast  ]\lohammedan  country,  the 
sovereign  of  which  is  acknowledged  by 
international  law  to  be  the  Sultan  of 
Turkey  —  tiie  Caliph  of  Islam.  This 
country  belonged  to  the  Turks  even  be- 
fore the  discovery  of  America.  To-day 
it  is  honeycombed  with  Christian,  mostlj" 
Protestant,  missionary  schools,  the  avow- 
ed object  of  which  is  to  educate  a  small 
Christian  minoi-ity  —  the  most  thrifty, 
shrewd,  imshing.  and    intriguing    of    all 
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Eastern  races — in  the  Christian  religion, 
and  at  the  same  time  in  modern  European 
ideas,  and  bid  them  look  to  the  Western 
world,  outside  Turkey,  as  tlieir  natural 
protectors.  This  is  naturally  bound  to 
result  in  making  these  Asiatics  discon- 
tented with  their  Asiatic  status.  It  is 
denied  that  proselytism  in  any  form  is  in- 
tended or  attempted.  Yet  statistics  tell 
us  that  the  pupils  of  the  621  Protestant 
schools  distributed  throughout  Asiatic 
Turkey  number  27,000.  And  yet  I  was 
credibly  informed  by  an  American  mis- 
sionary at  Bitlis,  who  had  lived  thirty 
years  in  Turkey,  that  formerly  there  was 
only  one  small  Protestant  Armenian  sect 
in  the  whole  of  Armenia  (say  Anatolia), 
in  the  town  of  Hunuesch,  between  Erze- 
roum  and  Bitlis.  Thus  I  contend  that 
whether  proselytism  has  been  intended  or 
attempted  or  not,  proselytism  has  de  facto 
taken  place  on  a  colossal  scale;  for  the 
existence  of  tiventy-seven  thousand  Prot- 
estant pupils  at  one  and  the  same  time, 
constantly  renewed  with  each  succeeding 
generation,  out  of  a  total  population  of 
half  to  three-quarters  of  a  million  (say  a 
million  if  you  will*)  Armenian  souls,  all 
told,  indeed  represents  a  colossal  percent- 
age of  Protestants  among  Armenians. 
These  are  not  individual  opinions,  but 
facts  which  can  easily  be  verified,  and 
with  regard  to  the  significance  of  which 
the  reader  may  draw  his  own  conclusions. 
I  have  come  across  missionaries  from 
one  end  of  Turkey  to  the  other;  I  have 
been  in  their  houses  as  far  west  as  Mace- 
donia, and  as  far  east  as  in  Bitlis,  near  the 
Van  lake,  not  far  from  Persia.  I  have 
found  a  marked  anxiety  on  their  part  not 
to  be  held  responsible,  however  remotely 
or  indirectly,  for  the  revolutionary  move- 
ment in  Turkey,  which  in  its  turn  has 
been  the  source  of  all  the  massacres  which 
have  taken  place.  And  in  justice  to  one 
and  all  of  these  men  I  have  met,  I  would 
willingly  believe  one  and  all  of  them  that 
they  never  intended  to  provoke  disturb- 
ance or  encourage  rebellion  against  the 
authority  of  the  Sultan.  But,  for  all  that, 
there  does  not  seem  any  doubt  that  their 
teaching — not  their  doctrine  as  such — 
has  indirectly  had  the  result — a  result 
certainly  never  intended,  and  one  it  has 
taken  generations  to  attain — of  fostering 

*  There  are  no  exact  statistics  concerninf^  the 
numV)er  of  Armenians  in  Asiatic  Turkey.  Murray, 
if  I  remember  rightlv,  puts  the  number  at  about 
700,000  to  800,000. 


the  Armenian  revolutionary  movement 
throughout  Asiatic  Turkey.  Everything 
had  been  carefully  prepared  in  Asia  and 
in  the  press  of  Europe  and  America  to 
boom  a  second  Bulgaria.  It  failed,  be- 
cause, as  compared  with  the  years  1877-8, 
liberalism  in  Europe  in  1895-6  happened 
to  be  under  an  eclipse.  It  did  not  "  take 
on,"  although  even  to-day  the  "  boom  "  of 
the  "  atrocities  "  has  completely  deadened 
the  sense  of  hearing  of  the  public  for  the 
causes,  which,  although  they  do  not  ex- 
cuse, at  least  explain,  and  should  in  every 
case  cool  any  sympathy  for  those  who  were 
responsible  for  so  much  human  misery. 

Further,  with  regard  to  the  Christian 
element  in  Asiatic  Turkey.  The  whole 
country  is  also  honeycombed  with  Eu- 
ropean consuls.  These  gentlemen  occupy 
quasi  diplomatic  status,  although  in  some 
places  there  are  next  to  no  European  in- 
terests represented.*  Their  dragomans 
and  servants  are  mostly  Armenians. 
When  these  consuls  walk  abroad,  accom- 
panied by  tliis  armed  body-guard,  it  is  as 
superior  beings,  as  petty  ambassadors. 
They  are  entitled  to  address  the  Turkish 
governors-general  with  almost  ambassa- 
dorial authority,  and  seem  to  be  merely 
doing  their  duty  when  thus  engaged,  and 
reporting  the  outcome  of  it  all  to  their 
ambassador  at  Constantinople,  who  there- 
upon proceeds  to  cross-examine  the  Turk- 
ish government  at  the  Porte  on  the  sub- 
ject of  the  consuls' communications.  This 
game  has  been  going  on  from  the  begin- 
ning of  the  year  to  the  end,  and  yet  there 
are  people  still  existing  who  are  surprised 
if  the  Turks  do  not  seem  to  love  the  Chris- 
tian, and  if  the  Sultan  refuses  to  disgrace 
a  trusted  servant  at  the  bidding  of  these 
professional  busybodies.  Fancy  all  the 
great  towns  of  England  or  the  United 
States,  or  France  or  German^^  favored  by 
the  presence  of  Moslem  consuls  walking 
abroad  like  ambassadors  with  extra-territo- 
rial immunities,  being  present  in  every 
law  court,  and  reporting  every  petty  lar- 
ceny that  takes  place  to  their  ambassador 
at  the  capital.  What  would  be  the  feel- 
ings in  the  above  Christian  countries  for 
these  Moslem  consuls? 

An  English  consular  official,  by  no 
means  a  rabid  Turcophobe — simply  an 
efficient    honorable    English    gentleman 

*  American  interests  in  Anatolia  are  mainly  those 
of  the  missionary  establishments,  schools,  hospitals, 
workshops,  etc. 
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s  duly  as  vice-consul  in  Asiatic 
'riirkcv  kindly  )-oad  me  some  extracts 
IVoiii  liis  latest  i-(;ports  to  Constantinople, 
'riicv  consisted  mainly  of  a  number  of 
ipciilcnls  of  ])etty  wronos  regarding-  in- 
Inii.il  administj'ation  in  Tuj-key— arbi- 
l,-;ii-v  riil'oi-ccmcnt  of  local  duties,  l)etty 
larccnv  among  Turks,  or  what  not— mat- 
l(M-s  mostly  i-ei)orted  to  him  by  his  Arme- 
nian di-agoman. 

'•  jiut,  surely,  these  are  purely  internal 
local  concerns?''  1  queried. 

''  Yes,  to  be  sure,"  was  the  reply. 

''\Vell.'"  1  i-ejoined,  '"if  you  are  here- 
after a})point(Ml  to  a  consular  ])ost  in  Rus- 
sia, and  you  make  similar  rei)oi'ts  to  the 
]^i-itish  ambassador  at  St.  P(^tersburo-,  and 
the  Russians  lind  it  out.  don't  you  think 
you  wou-ld  run  a  fair  chance  of  the  Rus- 
sians giving  you  a  tasle  of  the  kiiont 
[the  lash  U"      ^ 

'•  J  fancy  1  should,"  was  liis  laughing 
i-e])ly. 

TJie  above  only  as  a  tiny  blade  of  straw 
to  sliow  the  vexations  the  Turks  have  to 
l)ut  up  with  in  their  own  country  on  the 
part  of  the  CJiristicuis  !  Some  time  ago 
an  English  consular  official  in  Persia 
wrote  ai  article  on  Persian  administra- 
tion in  an  English  magazine,  with  the 
result  that  the  Shah  of  Persia  successful- 
ly insisted  that  he  should  not  return  to 
Teheran.  When  will  the  Sultan  of  Tur- 
key be  in  a  i)osition  to  iiisist  sticcessfid- 
Jjj  in  a  similar  case?  In  every  case  it  is 
only  liuman  that  he  should  endeavor  to 
emancii)ate  his  country  from  an  intoler- 
able thraldom. 

To  these  petty  vexations  must  be  added 
the  more  serious  trouble  Turkey  has  con- 
stantly to  I'eckon  with  in  consequence  of 
the  ])eculiar  altitude  of  the  Russian  gov- 
ernment in  the  Armenian  revolutionary 
matter.  AVe  all  know  the  colossal  p(nver 
of  Russian  administration  when  called 
u])on  to  deal  with  revolutionary  parties. 
If  the  Russian  Armenians  tlo  not  know 
anything-  about  this,  only  let  them  try  to 
force  the  Russian  government  to  cease  in- 
terfering with  their  schools,  theh'  lan- 
g-unge.  and  their  cn^ed.  Tliey  might  then. 
indeed,  make  the  acquaintance  of  what  a 
Russian  millstone  is  like!  Ihit  no — the 
Armenian  malcontents  })refer  lo  organize 
revolutionary  work  at  Kars.  Tillis.  and 
P)at()um.  directed  against  Turkey:  and 
Ju'l}>J('ss  Russian  l)ureaucracy  avinvs  iis 
inability  to  dis(  over,  nmcii  less  to  inter- 
fere witli.  SUCH  ! 


Besides  these  troubles  of  a  more  or  less 
foreign  nature,  Turkey  has  her  myriad 
crop  of  internal  difficulties.  Amidst  all 
this  sea.  this  very  maelstrom,  of  anxiety 
I  am  assured  that  the  Sultan's  one  thought 
is  that  the  civilized  ^vorld  should  be 
brought  to  believe  in  his  honest  endeavor 
to  further  the  well-being  of  all  his  sub- 
jects equally,  of  whatever  race  or  religion. 
I  am  firmly  convinced  of  the  Sultan's  sin- 
cerity, or  I  should  hold  myself  to  be  ill- 
advised  in  championing  his  cause.  But 
was  there  ever  such  a  task  of  Sisyphus  set 
before  a  single-lianded  man  or  demi-god? 
Yesterday  it  was  the  Kurds  whose  rebel- 
lious roving  propensities  set  his  'will  at 
naught.  To-day.  by  a  strategic  master- 
stroke of  policy,  he  has  got  round  them, 
after  a  fashion,  by  organizing  the  Hama- 
die  cavalry.  This  has  already  undoubt- 
edly brought  about  most  beneficial  polit- 
ical results.  But  the  work  is  by  no  means 
done.  The  Kurds  have  not  altogether 
given  up  their  nomadic  propensities,  to 
put  the  matter  mildly.  They  now  and 
then  defy  the  Sultan's  Yalis.  and  are,  I 
am  credibly  assured,  secretly  encouraged 
in  this  now^  and  then  by  the  military  au- 
thorities. They  intrigue — again  to  ])ut 
the  matter  mildly — against  the  civil  au- 
thorities, and  it  is  difficult  for  the  Sultan 
to  get  hold  of  the  true  facts  of  each  case. 
Last  year  the  Modiki  Kurds  slew  the 
Kaimakan  of  Modiki.  and  along  with  him 
eight  Turkish  officers.  They  are  unpun- 
ished even  unto  this  very  day.  And  yet 
the  question  lies  in  a  nutshell.  These 
men  must  be  ultimately  brought  to  re- 
spect the  law.  unless  it  is  to  be  said  short- 
ly of  Turkey  as  of  ancient  Carthage — 
'■  Carthago  delenda  est." 

If  an  independent  well-wisher  of  Tur- 
key were  to  be  asked  by  the  Sultan  what 
he  should  do  to  these  men,  it  would  be 
his  duty  to  reply,  fearlessly.  "  Y^our  Ma- 
jesty, the  only  way  to  wean  these  people 
from  law-breaking  and  make  them  live 
l>eacefully  is  to  introduce  a  judicious 
dose  of  draconic  severity  with  the  re- 
forms to  be  applied  to  them.''  But  here 
again  the  Sultan  is  in  a  very  difficult 
])osition.  He  is  told  by  his  trusted  ad- 
visers that  time,  above  all.  is  necessary 
to  bring  these  men  gradually  to  respect 
the  laws  of  the  country — and  this  to  a 
certain  extent  is  true.  But  the  Sultan  is 
also  assured — nuiinly  by  his  military  ad- 
visers— that  these  Kurds  are  terrible  fel- 
lows, and  would    resent    repressive  mea- 
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sures.  Turkey's  best  civil  administra- 
tors— I  will  not  mention  names — do  not 
hold  this  view.  They  are  not  afraid  of 
the  Kurds,  and  their  courag-e  is  not  mere- 
ly mouth-heroism.*  They  hold  that  if 
the  Kurd  cavalry  are  ever  to  be  equal  to 
the  task  they  are  supposed  to  be  called 
to  perform  at  some  future  date — namely, 
to  defend  Turkey  against  Russian  Cos- 
sacks— they  must  first  be  "stiffened"  by 
a  little  systematic  court-martial  shooting-. 

In  every  case  the  problem  to  be  faced 
is  to  bring"  back  that  security  of  life  and 
property  to  distant  Kurdistan  wiiich  is 
the  key-stone  of  every  true  prog-ress,  be 
it  under  the  crescent  or  the  cross.  The 
Kurd — like  Zola's  hero  in  La  Debacle — 
must  take  to  the  plough  and  work.  It  is 
the  law  of  the  universe ;  not  even  a  Caliph 
can  exonerate  his  subjects  from  its  inex- 
orable working. 

There  are  still  honest  and  fearless  Yalis 
in  Turkey.  There  are  sucli  at  Trebizond, 
Erzeroum,  and  at  Bitlis,  They  must  be 
supported,  and  enabled  to  enforce  obedi- 
ence to  the  laws  of  the  empire,  even 
though  fifty  military  pachas  stand  in  the 
way.  Get  a  good  servant  and  stick  to 
him.  This  is  the  best  advice  an  honest 
man  can  give  to  the  Sultan  at  a  moment 
when  the  mad  Armenian  revolutionists 
are  again  tlireatening  Turkey's  tranquil- 
lity. 

*  Tlie  present  Vali  of  Bitlis  has  lived  in  con- 
stant danger  of  his  life  being  attempted  at  the  hands 
of  the  Kurdish  tribes  he  has  endeavored  to  reduce  to 
obey  the  laws. 


Turkey  is  in  need  of  reforms — nor  is  she 
the  only  country  in  need  of  such.  This 
is  admitted  on  all  hands.  And  among 
these  none  are  so  vitally  necessary  as 
those  of  an  economical  nature.  It  is  a 
great  misfortune  for  Turkey  to-day  that 
Mohammed  lived  practically  in  a  desert, 
where  trees  and  roads  were  few  and  far 
between.  If  this  great  reformer  had  lived, 
for  instance,  in  Anatolia  or  Mesopotamia, 
one  of  his  most  earnest  injunctions  to  his 
followers  would  undoubtedly  have  been 
that  every  one  of  the  Faithful  should  con- 
sider it  to  be  part  of  his  life  duty  to  plant 
a  tree  and  assist  in  making  public  roads — 
this  latter  the  occupation  Avhich  the  great 
Goethe  tells  us  brought  contentment  at 
last  to  the  restless  soul  of  Faust.  .The 
Mohammedans, who, after  twelve  hundred 
years,  still  religiously  obey  qxqvj  injunc- 
tion of  their  Prophet,  down  to  the  number 
of  praj'ers  and  ablutions  to  be  said  and 
practised  pe?'  diem,  ^vould  have  naturally 
carried  out  his  wishes  in  tliis  particular. 
And  if  so  Asiatic  Turkey  would  wear  a 
very  different  appearance  to-day  from 
what  it  does  in  reality.  It  is  for  the 
present  Sultan  to  ordain,  in  the  name  of 
the  Prophet,  what  the  latter  would  have 
considered  of  vital  importance  had  he 
lived  in  the  present  age.  Those  who 
have  travelled  through  that  wonderful 
country  can  scarcely  doubt  that  the  Sul- 
tan of  Turke}^  the  Caliph,  possesses  the 
power  to  appeal  successfully  almost  to 
any  extent  to  the  religious  instincts  of 
the  faithful  Moslem, 
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III. 

AN  incident  in  connection  with  Mr. 
Gladstone's  article  on  Free  Trade  in 
the  North  American  Review  is  so  much 
to  his  credit  that  I  will  venture  to  de- 
scribe it.  The  North  American  was  then 
edited  with  marked  ability  b}'  General 
Lloyd  Bryce,  who  availed  himself  of  his 
wide  acquaintance  with  public  men,  both 
in  England  and  America,  to  secure  con- 
I  tributions  of  a  kind  seldom  to  be  met  with 
in  periodicals  before  his  day.  Mr.  Glad- 
stone's article  for  Harper  s  had  been  writ- 
ten and  published  some  time  before,  but 


in  very  exceptional  circumstances.  That 
is  to  say,  he  had  chosen  this  Magazine  as 
affording  him  the  best  means  of  saying 
what  he  had  to  say  to  the  American  ])ub- 
lic  —  of  singing  the  palinode  which  the 
former  chain])ion  of  the  Southei-n  Con- 
federacy had  thought  it  expedient  to  put 
on  record  after  the  final  triumph  of  the 
Union,  and  the  final  disappearance  of  the 
nation  which  Mr.  Gladstone  somewhat 
rashly  assured  liis  countrymen  Jefferson 
Davis  had  made. 

For  that  and  otlier  reasons  sufficient  to 
them  the  American   people  forgave  him 
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,,j^  ,.,,,,,j,y_r,,r-;iv.'  it,  II.)  (ioiil.t.  ill  tlic  liistorical  appreciation  whicli  might  well 
|„lirr  that  liis  rcpt'iitaiici'  was  sinccif,  enowuli  be  consistent  with  a  very  nioder- 
.,,,,1  that  <iiinil  V  had  ^ivcn  phice  to  friend-  atr  d.-gi-ee  t.f  -ood-will  to  the  republic  of 
^lij,,  '  I  ,l,,nt"  (jiicsrion  the  I'epentance.  which  Washing-ton  was  the  father.  It 
I'l, 1, he  iiKti  wiio  have  made  a  great  mis-  must  be  presumed  that  Mr.  Gladstone 
, ;,!.,,  i,,  puWIic  life  arc  apt  to  Vepciit  it.  lield  the  same  opinion  of  Washington 
The  .pieslioii  of  liis  frieiidsliip  for  the  while  he  was  exalting  the  achievements 
Atiieiicaii  pe..i)h'  is  a  ditlerent  one,  and  of  t'ne  StHitliern  leader  who  was  endeavor- 
llicre  IS  auain  a  dilVerenc(\  perhaps,  be-  ing  to  undo  Washington's  work. 
t\v<cn  his~r<'L:ai-tl  for  Americans  as  in-  In  plain  words.  I  do  not  think  Mr. 
(livuhials  and  Americans  as  a  nation,  or  Gladstone  has  ever  forgiven  us  our  vic- 
a  piM.i.le.  or — still  more  —  as  a  great  tory  at  Geneva  in  the  Alabama  arbilra- 
power  in  the  world.  On  all  these  vari-  tion.  I  doubt  whether  he  has  quite  for- 
,,iis  subjects  he  lias  e.\])res>ed  himself  at  given  himself  for  his  mistaken  estimate 
,,1,,'  time  and  another  with  varying  de-  about  the  civil  war.  out  of  which  grew 
occcs  of  enthusiasm  and  energy.  To  those  Alabama  claims,  in  satisfaction  of 
Americans,  and  esj)ecially  to  American  which  P^ngland.  under  ]Mr.  Gladstone's 
women,  wiiom  ht^  admired,  he  has  shown  leadership.  })aid  something  over  three 
hiuh  reward.  He  has  decdared  his  good-  millions  sterling.  He  is  a  financier,  and 
will  ill  very  rhetorical  i)hrases  to  the  his  desire  for  economy  in  public  ex- 
American  people.  He  has  expressed  an  penditure  amounts  to  a  passion.  That 
opinion  on  the  ])ositi()n  and  true  great-  sum  of  i'3. 200. 000  voted  by  Parliament  in 
ness  of  the  United  States,  and  of  the  })lace  pursuance  of  the  Geneva  award  lias  ever 
of  the  United  States  in  the  great  brother-  since  lain  on  his  memory  and  on  his 
hood  or  com])anionship  of  nations.  financial  conscience  as  an  almost  intoler- 
l>ut  I  think  it  will  generally  be  found  able  burden.  He  thought  the  unrepaid 
that  he  looks  at  this  country  i)rimarily  in  surplus — some  ^S.000.000.  for  whicli  we 
its  r.  latioii  to  England  :  and  at  the  prob-  could  find  no  claimants — a  re])roach  to 
abl(>  inllueiice  other  kin  beyond  the  sea  us.  He  conceived  a  dislike  for  arbitra- 
upon  the  fortunes  of  England.  He  an-  tion  in  consequence  of  the  result  of  this 
tieii)ates  a  gr-at  destiny  for  the  American  particular  arbitration:  or.  if  not  a  dislike 
])eople.  and  \\v  looks  to  us  as  the  natural  of  arbitration  in  general,  a  dislike  of  arbi- 
allies  of  our  cousins  and  brothers  in  the  tration  as  between  England  and  the  Unit- 
island  from  which  we  came.  It  is  a  pious  ed  States.  The  opinions  he  thinks  it  dis- 
view.  1  may  call  it  a  good  Anglo-Amer-  creet  to  express  in  iniblic  are  one  thing: 
ican  view.  In  his  letter  to  me.  dated  in  those  he  is  known  by  his  friends  to  hold 
ISSi,  and  published  in  .lanuary.  1885.  in  the  privately  are  another.  It  is  so  with  every 
N<w  York  Ti-ihiiiic.  Mr.  Gladstone  said:  man  concerned  in  great  affairs  of  state. 

The  sum   of  the  whole  matter  mav  be 


;tated   in   a   stMitence.      It  is    verv   doubt- 


••  ( 'Icjtrly.  it"   the    I'nglisli-siit'aking    ]>eepU 
sli;ill  tlii'ii  !>(•  au\  tliiiii:  like  w  hat  we  havf  no 

bc.-n    Mii.iM.sin-.' audif  iluMv   shall    net   he   a  ^'^^^  wlu'l  lier  :\Ir.  Gladstone  has  ever  liked 

go...l   mMi.istanding    aiinuig   thmi.  there    will  us;    and  very  doubtful  whether,  if  he  in- 

liMvr  licfii  a  li;isf  ih'>erti.Mi  of  an  easy  duty,  a  stead    of  Lord  Salisbury  had  been  Prime 

finni  /■(//■///<'.  sneh  as  might  st  ir  aiiet  her  Pante  Minister    during    the  Venezuela    dispute, 

to  (Uai.Miiur  ii.:i  n'lmneiation  of  the  noMest.  .^,,v  ju-bitraiion   would  have  been  ag-reed 


tlie  most  lit  iicticiiil.  the  most  peaeet'ul  ]>rimaey      ^^  ]^..  v.^,-] 


I- jiicMiiicd  to  the  luart  ami  mulerstamling 
.fma 


ind 


Now.  after  this  long  digression  for  con- 
science" sake.  I  come  bax.dc  to  the  Xorfh 
That  opens  a  ]>rospect  g/aiefnl  alike.  AiiwriciOi  Ren'cic  incident.  General 
I  hope,  to  Ixtih  branciu's  o(  'he  English-  Lloyd  l>ryce  conceived  the  idea  of  a  duel, 
speaking  ]>eop!os.  ami  we  ail  rejoice  that  as  lie  afterward  called  it,  between  Mr. 
Mr.  (Jladslone's  groat  authority  should  be  Gladstone  and  :\Ir.  Blaine  on  the  tariff, 
thrown  on  the  side  of  conce>rd  between  ti>  be  fought  out  in  the  ])ages  of  that  pe- 
English  and  Amerh-ans.  We  rejoice  riodical.  InUli  these  eminent  men  agreed 
also  in  his  tribute  lo  Washington  as  --the  to  write  for  him  on  the  tariff,  and  both 
purest  ligure  in  h.-'ory."  as  one  who  "in  articles  were  ])rinted  in  the  issue  of  Jan- 
moral  elevation  atoi  in  gr  witness  of  char-  nary.  1890.  Mr.  Blaine's  following  Mr. 
acter"  deserves  a  place  ,,\i  a  higher  ]hh1-  Ghulsione's.  I  was  in  New  York  at  the 
estal  than  anybody  e.-o.      l^ut   that    is  a  time.  and.  ou   niv  return,  took  with  me  a 
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copy  of  tlie  Revieiv,  described  ou  the 
cover,  in  red  print,  as  of  the  seventy- 
second  edition.  Oddly  enough,  the  next 
article,  in  the  same  number,  was  one  by 
Jefferson  Davis  on  Robert  E.  Lee.  Meet- 
ing Mr.  Gladstone  soon  after,  I  told  him 
of  the  extraordinary  circulation  to  which 
this  number  had  attained  in  consequence 
of  the  tariff  discussion  between  him  and 
Mr.  Blaine.  He  was  much  pleased  to 
hear  it;  but  presently  his  face  clouded, 
and  he  said:  "  I  cannot  understand  how 
the  two  articles  came  to  appear  together, 
nor  how  Mr.  Blaine  sliould  have  had  ac- 
cess to  my  article  before  it  was  published." 

I  was  astonished,  for  I  knew  the  history 
of  the  two  articles — knew  that  it  was  Gen- 
eral Bryce's  original  plan  that  they  should 
appear  together,  and  that  this  had  been  ex- 
plained to  Mr.  Gladstone.  I  told  him  so, 
adding  that  the  editor  thought  Mr.  Glad- 
stone had  assented  to  the  arrangement. 
''Never,  never,"  answered  he,  wjth  tre- 
mendous energy.  ' '  I  never  agreed  to  that. 
I  knew  nothing  of  it,"  I  did  not  like  to 
insist,  but  I  thought  it  due  to  my  friend 
to  say  that  he  would  not  have  done  it  un- 
less he  supposed  he  had  authority.  Mr. 
Gladstone  suddenly  softened  his  tone  and 
look  —  he  felt  that  he  had  gone  too  far, 
and  with  that  right  feeling  which  in  such 
matters  he  almost  always  had  sooner  or 
later,  burst  out:  "  I  ought  not  to  have  said 
that.  I  do  not  question  General  Bryce's 
good  faith.  I  may  well  have  forgotten." 
Then,  after  a  moment,  and  in  his  deepest 
tones,  he  added,  solemnly,  '"  An  old  man's 
memory  of  a  recent  event  is  never  to  be 
trusted." 

Nothing  could  have  been  handsomer. 
The  storm  cleared.  He  })ut  the  whole 
matter  aside  and  talked  of  other  things. 
The  truth  was  that  General  Bryce  had  a 
letter  from  Mr.  Gladstone  to  the  effect  that 
he  was  quite  willing  Mr.  Blaine  sliould 
see  his  article,  and  reply  to  it  in  the  same 
number. 

Mr.  Gladstone's  essential  conservatism 
showed  itself  in  a  great  many  curious  little 
ways — among  others,  in  his  respect  for 
rank.  Those  of  his  American  idolaters  who 
love  to  think  him  impeccable  and  infal- 
lible must  reconcile  it  as  best  thej^  may 
with  their  own  conceptions  of  social  de- 
mocracy. At  best  he  was  never  much  of 
a  democrat,  as  we  understand  the  ^vord. 
He  never  accepted  the  American  idea. 
Considering  that  he  is  an  Englishman, 
that  is  not,  perhaps,  a  reproach  to  him. 


The  notion  that  one  man  is  as  good  as 
another,  socially  speaking,  was  not  his; 
he  came  much  nearer  agreeiiig  with  the 
perfervid  Irishman  who  added,  "Yes,  and 
a  damned  sight  better."  His  lips  might 
not  have  shrunk  even  from  the  intensity 
of  the  oath,  any  more  than  did  Emerson's 
when  he  owned  that  he  envied  the  black- 
smith the  freedom  of  his  profanity. 

There  were  few  parts  of  his  duty  as 
Prime  Minister  which  gave  him  more 
solicitude  than  those  promotions  to  the 
peerage,  and  to  ranks  less  exalted  than 
the  peerage,  which  from  time  to  time  it 
became  his  duty  to  recommend  to  the 
Queen.  Even  knighthoods  were  to  him 
of  solemn  moment;  they  were  the  first 
step  in  the  long  line  of  titular  degrees. 
"You  must  keep  the  lowest  rank  pure,  if 
you  wish  all  ranks  to  be  pure."  Such  was 
his  view,  strenuously  and  often  maintain- 
ed when  the  subject  arose. 

But  he  took  two  views.  Having  first 
created  his  peer,  he  then  bowed  down  be- 
fore him.  The  heathen  who  fashions  his 
idol  out  of  wood  or  stone  could  do  no 
more.  In  public  affairs,  of  course,  the 
new  peer  or  the  old  was  no  more  to  him 
than  Mr.  Smith ;  sometimes  he  seemed  to 
be  less.  The  individual  was  nothing;  it 
was  the  title,  the  rank,  the  position  in  the 
social  hierarchy,  to  which  Mr.  Gladstone 
paid  this  peculiar  homage. 

It  is  one  of  the  conveniences  of  social 
life  in  England  that  all,  or  nearly  all, 
questions  of  precedence  are  determined 
by  immutable  law.  No  such  perplexities 
occur  as  in  New  York,  or,  still  more,  in 
Washington,  where  the  intermingling  of 
social,  judicial,  executive,  departmental, 
Senatorial,  and  half  a  dozen  other  differ- 
ent and  competing  titles  to  consideration 
produce  a  confusion  which  is  often  inex- 
tricable. In  England  the  lines  are  drawn. 
The  order  of  the  procession  from  drawing- 
room  to  dining-room  is  fixed.  To  depart 
from  it  is  to  avow  your  ignorance  of  it 
and  of  the  settled  usages  of  society,  save 
in  those  special  cases  where  it  is,  for  a 
reason  purely  occasional,  thrown  aside 
altogether. 

But  you  could  not  distress  Mr.  Glad- 
stone more  sorely  than  by  trying  to  put 
him  into  a  place  which  was  not  his  own. 
To  send  him  in  to  dinner  before  his  time 
was  to  provoke  a  protest,  and  always  a 
refusal  if  his  consent  was  asked  in  ad- 
vance. Even  as  Prime  Minister  he  had 
no  place ;  it  was  only  as  Privy  Councillor 
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yoiuiirest    l)ar(:)u 

out    liefoi'e   tlie   ruler   of  the  eini)ire 

i;i(l  ^--rown  <^ray  in  tlie  sei-vice  of  bis 
'IMh'  youn<ier,  and  some  even  of 
(M'rs  oft(Mi  son<j:bt  to  give  way, 
hill  he  woiihl  none  of  it.  I  have  seen 
these  eontests  of  civility.  Onee  [NFi'.  Glad- 
stone consented  to  walk  out  of  the  dining-- 
rooni     which    is  not   the   same   thing-    as 

walking-  into  it — while  a  Scottish  earl  guessed  that  he  was  pondering-  over  the 
stood  with  his  back  stubbornly  planted 
against  the  wall.  Once  he  was  outma- 
iHj'uvred.  On  all  other  occasions  his  hu- 
militv  ))roved  victoi'ious.  N(U  tliat  the 
pi'oud  old  man  had  much  real  humility 
of  natui-e.  What  he  had.  what  was  in- 
iiriiined  in  him,  was  a  profound  regard  for 


in  the  mood  to  enjoy  himself.  His  sec- 
retary. Mr.  Hamilton — he  is  now  Sir  Ed- 
ward Hamilton,  and  a  great  Treasuiy 
ollicial — came  down  to  tlie  smoking-room 
in  Dalmeny  Park  and  said.  '*  What  do 
you  suppose  Mr.  Gladstone  is  doing?"'  It 
was  eleven  o'clock,  time  enough  to  have 
disposed  of  liis  morning  mail:  indeed. 
Hamilton's  coming  was  a  signal  that  his 
chief  had  tinislied  with  that  sort  of  work 
for   the    time    beins:.      You    might    have 


speech    he    was   to   deliver   a    few    hours 
later,  or  receiving   a   deputation,  or  set- 
tling points  of  })olicy  with  his  host,  or  en- 
gaged in  any  of  a  dozen  other  important 
occupations.      "No."  cried  Hamilton,  tri- 
um])hantly:    "  he  is  reading  a  novel." 
Like  the   ti-ained   athlete,  ready  for   a 
the  established    order   of  things,  and    an     great  physical  contest,  the  great  political 
exti-eme  dislike  to  see  it  disarran^-ed   in     gladiator  knew  that  the  last  hours  before 


any  the  minutest  particular.  These  may 
seem  trivial  details.  They  are,  to  niy 
mind.  exciMHlingly  characteristic,  and  they 
throw  light  on  a  side  of  'Mv.  Gladstone's 
n;iture  which  is  often  left  in  ol)SCurity. 

If  1  may  with  discretion  touch  on  Mr. 
Gladsto  e's  ])rivate  life  during  parts  of 
his  marvellous  career,  I  should  begin  by 
saying  that  he  was  hardly  ever,  except  in 
com])any  and  on  dress  parade,  without  a 
book.  To  his  I'eading  there  was  never 
an  end.  On  the  afternoon  of  Saturday. 
August  ;>0.  1S84.  he  was  to  make  his  first 
s])eech  to  his  constituents  of  ^lidlothian, 
and  to  tlie  ])eople  of  Scotland  and  of  Eng- 
land and  of  all  Europe  and  of  America. 
He  was  to  give  an  account  of  his  steward- 
ship. Never,  I  think,  had  he  had  a  more 
pei'plexing  pi'oblem  before  him.  since  he 
had  to  exj)Iain  to  this  vast  audience,  en- 
circling half  the  world,  why  it  was  that 
during  the  last  four  years  lie  had  broken. 
or  at  least  left  unperfoi-med.  nearly  ev- 
ery one  of  the  ])romises  on  the  faith  of 
which  Midlothian  had  eltH'ttnl  him  to 
Parliament,  and  the  kingdom  had  wel- 
comed him  as  its  chief  minister. 

But  for  ^[r.  Gladstone,  m  tliose  days. 
ditliculties  existed  only  to  be  surn.  >nnted. 
and  a  per{)lexity  was  merely  a  challenge 
to  the  unrivalled  ingenuity  o(  an  intellect 
which  never  owned  itself  vanquished. 
So  he  had  put  together  in  his  mind  ilu^ 
frame-work  of  his  speech,  made  out  a  case 
which  entirely  satistied  himself,  and  must 
therefore  satisfy  othej's  oi  le-s  mental 
acuteness.  and  when  he  had  breakfasted 
on   that  eventful  morning   he   was  quite 


the  contest  ought  to  be  spent  in  relaxa- 
tion. Or.  more  likely,  he  never  thought 
about  it  at  all.  He  had  done  Avhat  lay 
before  him  to  do:  he  had  so  many  hours 
of  leisure  before  him.  and  he  devoted 
them  to  what  he  liked  best.  Novel,  or 
whatever  else,  it  was  all  one  to  him.  In 
this  case  it  happened  to  be  a  novel.  It 
nuiy  be  doubted  whether  he  ever  knew 
the  sensation  of  mental  fatigue  or  weari- 
ness. There  have  been  men  who  did  not. 
A  man  as  unlike  Mr.  Gladstone  as  possi- 
ble, the  late  Sir  Richard  Burton,  was  one 
of  them.  John  Stuart  Mill  was  another. 
Thiers  was  a  third.  But  of  all  omniv- 
orous, voracious,  insatiable  readers.  ]\Ir. 
Gladstone  stands  at  the  head.  He  can 
read  anything,  and  does. 

]\[r.  Gladstone's  I'emark  about  Renan. 
which  I  quoted  in  one  of  these  papers, 
need  not  be  taken  to  indicate  his  taste  or 
judgment  in  literature:  it  was  a  tlieologi- 
cal.  not  a  literary,  prejudice  whicli  ac- 
counted for  that  saugroni  opinion.  He 
has  written  much  on  literary  subjects, 
and  published  much,  so  that  his  admirers 
and  the  rest  of  the  world  have  ample 
means  of  estinuuing  his  feeling  for  liter- 
ature. At  any  rate,  he  liked  to  talk  of 
it.  and  his  omnivorous  reading  supplied 
him  with  much  the  same  sort  of  multi- 
farious illustration  as  did  Macaulay's.  It 
was  always  interesting  talk.  The  range 
of  it  was  very  great,  and  he  had  enthusi- 
asms. Scott  was  one  of  them.  He  said 
once  that  he  read  every  novel  of  Scott  as 
it  came  out.  and  admired  all  of  them  save 
one.      And  his  voice  deepened  as  he  said: 
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"There  was  one  novel  of  Scott  which 
I  could  not,  when  it  first  appeared,  get 
through.  You  will  never  guess  which. 
It  was  Kenilworth.^' 

He  evidently  enjoyed  the  sensation,  the 
surprise,  lie  gave  us.  He  stood  hy  the 
chimney-piece,  his  back  to  the  fireplace, 
looking  about  him,  from  face  to  face,  as 
if  to  see  what  efl'ect  he  produced,  and  he 
plainly  waited  for  the  inevitable  ques- 
tion, "You  read  it  afterward?" 

"Oh  yes,  but  not  for  some  years." 

"What  did  you  think  of  it  then  ?" 

The  old  man's  face  fairly  glowed  as  he 
answered : 

"Think?  I  thought  I  had  made  the 
most  splendid  discover}^  of  modern  times." 

He  was  asked  what  he  thought  of 
Scott's  style. 

"How  can  you  put  sucli  a  question? 
It  is  a  style  entirely  adequate  for  his  pur- 
pose. Entirely  wortliy  of  the  historical 
imagination,  in  the  use  of  which  no  nov- 
elist has  approached  Scott." 

"But  surely  an  inaccurate  style? 
Hardly  a  page  on  which  you  cannot  })ut 
your  finger  on  some  sentence  which  is 
not  grammatical  or  not  idiomatic,  and 
often  there  come  phrases  which  are  not 
English  at  all,  but  Scotch." 

The  pride  of  the  Scot  woke  in  him. 
He  would  tolerate  no  criticism.  His  rev- 
erence for  the  author  of  Waverley  made 
these  suggestions  seem  to  him  irreverent. 
The  face  grew  dark  again  as  he  brushed 
aside  the  criticisms,  and,  quite  in  the 
manner  of  Dr.  Johnson,  overbore  his  tor- 
mentor, and  burst  out, 

"  It  is  a  magnificent  style." 

There  was  no  more  to  be  said — or  no 
more  on  the  negative  side.  His  intol- 
erance of  dissent  was  just  as  marked  in  a 
question  of  literature  as  of  politics. 

Mr.  Gladstone  never  seemed  to  care  for 
books  as  books,  or,  as  the  man  who  values 
books  solely  to  read  might  say,  as  bric-a- 
brac.  His  library,  like  the  collection  of 
pottery  he  sold  a  good  many  years  ago, 
had  no  great  commercial  value.  The 
pottery  he  believed  in,  supposing  it  to  be 
not  0!)ly  of  interest  on  the  art  and  ar- 
chaeological sides,  but  also  of  much  pecu- 
niary worth,  and  he  was  disagreeabl}'  un- 
deceived when  it  came  to  be  disposed  of 
and  fetched  but  a  small  sum.  His  library, 
also,  he  once  sold,  or  part  of  it,  under  some 
more  or  less  imaginary  financial  stress. 
I  always  thought  it  characteristic  of  him 
that  he  should  have  been  content  to  go 


to  an  Oxford  Street  bookseller,  of  whom 
he  had  long  been  in  the  habit  of  buying 
books,  and  part  with  his  treasures  for 
whatever  this  dealer  saw  fit  to  offer  him. 
Nor  was  the  dealer  even  a  dealer  of  higli 
position  in  the  trade.  Sold  by  auction, 
and  sold  as  the  property  of  the  Prime 
Minister,  the  books  would  certainly  have 
brouglit  a  much  larger  sum,  and  also, 
which  he  pi-obably  desired  to  avoid, much 
more  notoriety.  The  transaction  had, 
however,  this  advantage,  that  when  his 
friends  heard  of  it  they  were  able  to  re- 
cover the  books  en  bloc,  or  almost  so. 

That  also  was  characteristic  -of  the  re- 
lation between  him  and  them.  He  had 
only  to  ask  any  one  of  a  dozen  rich  men, 
and  he  could  have  had,  on  easy  terms,  or 
on  no  terms  at  all,  whatever  money  he 
stood  in  need  of.  He  would  not  ask,  but 
when  his  need  became  known  to  them 
and  they  offered  help  he  accepted  it,  as 
he  has  accepted  much  else  through  a  long 
series  of  years.  With  or  without  his 
knowledge  his  books  were  bought  back 
again  from  the  Oxford  Street  dealer  and 
restored  to  his  shelves. 

It  has  long  been  known  in  the  trade  that 
he  liked  buying  from  catalogues,  and 
would  buy  readily  on  the  faith  of  a  cata- 
logue description.  To  lie  like  a  bulletin 
has  long  been — certainly  since  the  time 
of  the  first  Napoleon — a  proverb.  To  lie 
like  a  catalogue  might  also  be  a  provei'b; 
and  is  to  the  intelligent  book-lover,  who 
likes  to  know  what  he  is  buying,  and  not 
to  trust  to  the  imaginative  rhetoric  of  the 
second-hand  dealer.  None  of  all  this 
troubled  IVIr.  Gladstone,  who  was  just  as 
happy  with  a  book  in  bad  condition  or  a 
bad  binding,  so  long  as  it  was  a  book  he 
wanted  to  read.  Wherefore  his  collection 
at  Hawarden  is  a  collection  by  which  the 
bibliophile,  save  for  its  connection  with 
Mr.  Gladstone  as  owner,  or  for  gift  copies 
from  great  writers  with  the  writers'  auto- 
graphs, would  set  little  store.  "Anything 
is  good  enough  for  me,"  he  lias  been 
known  to  say,  and  upon  this  maxim  of 
humility  he  acted.  Some  of  the  cata- 
logues lie  has  marked  are  to  be  seen  in 
the  shops  of  second-hand  booksellers 
half  over  London — sometimes  in  their 
windows;  sometimes  they  are  shown  to 
customers  as  treasures;  and  sometimes, 
having  done  duty  as  advertisements  in 
the  windows,  they  are  sold  at  high  prices 
to  the  Gladstone  enthusiast  as  relics  of 
his  idol's  book-buying  habits.   He  may,  at 
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;,,iv  ril'.  ••^■.••IM'   tli<'  i-<pio;icli.  wliicli   lias  an  a-ret'nieiit  on  lliis— tliat    iionody  ever 

1,,.,  II   .i.ldivv^rd   to  soinr   w-ivaL  collectors,  heard,  or  ever  pretended    lo   have    lieard, 

of, •.Hill-  (IK. re  t'()rlM)()l<sll)aii  for  reading-,  from  Mrs.  Gladstone  any  liint  of  any  pur- 

'I'lic  inost  (lesiillory  sketch  of  Mr.  Glad-  pose  or  thought  or  policy  of  liis. 
^,,,,1,.  niiist  include  Mrs.  (iladstone.      The  I  saw  soniethino- of  her  care  for  him,  a.s 

two    were    iiiseparahle;     llnir    lives    were  many  others  did,  on  his  many  public   ap- 

l„,i,i,,i    lip    lo'^cther,  in    no    con  v.  nt  ioiial  pearances  on    the  platform,  and    in    some 

sriiM-.  hilt  In  the  trne>t  sense.     Mrs.  Glad-  ways    less     public.      During    the     second 

^,,,,,,.  lived   in    and  foi-    her  husband,  and  Midlothian  campaign,  in    1SS4.  her  solici- 

jiis   |o\ahy   to  her  was  tnade  just  as   evi  tnde     was    taxed    because  he    necessarily 

(Iriit  lo  I  hi-  world  about   them   as   hei-s  to  was    much    exposed,  his   voice  was   tried, 

Iiiiii.      i  ler  services  to  him  were  innumer  and  he  was  a  great  deal  in  the  open  air. 

;,|,|...      li    might   almost   be   said   that   the  ]Mr.  Gladstone  was  then    Lord  Rosebery's 

I  wo  were  never  apart     their  lives  flowed  guest   at    Dalmeny.   and  when   lie  had  to 

on   loLictlM'r  in  a  single  stream.  siieak    in     Edinburgh.    West     Calder.    or 

Mrs.  Gladstone's  carc^  for  her  husband  elsewhere,  drove  in  and  out.  The  car- 
was  incessant.  Slie  was  always  with  him.  riage  was  always  oi)en.  in  oi'der  to  gratify 
Wlnui  he  was  to  mak-e  a  great  speech  in  the  thousantls  who  thronged  the  road- 
the  House.  sh(^  was  sure  to  be  in  the  la-  sides  and  streets  to  see  'Mv.  Gladstone. 
di<>s'  gallery.  The  si)(H'ch  ended,  she  met  The  drive  home  after  a  S])eecli  was  the 
hiiii  ;ii  the  door  to  make  sure  that  his  most  trying,  because  the  energy  with 
throat  wasmutlled  Ixd'ore  he  (wposed  him  which  he  spoke  left  him  sometimes  over- 
sclf  to  the  air.  She  stood  lietween  him  heated,  and,  although  never  exhausted, 
and  all  those  domi^stic  worries  of  life  from  sometimes  fatigued.  So  he  used  to  be 
which  a  man  in  his  j)Osition.  or  in  any  wrapped  in  coats  and  niutliers  and  shawls, 
position,  must  needs  b(^  free  if  he  is  to  do  till  he  once  or  twice  gently  protested,  but 
ids  best  work.  It  was  l(\ss  generally  known  })rudence  always  carried  the  day. 
that  sin  was  also  his  confidante  anil  ad-  On  the  days  when  he  was  not  speaking, 
\is.r  in  public  atl'airs.  Ijondon  used  to  Mr.  Gladstone  liked  to  stroll  about  the 
thinlv  her  sonn^times  careless  in  social  admirable  park  in  which  Dalmeny  House 
matters,  indill'ejent  to  questions  of  eti-  stands,  by  the  shore  of  the  Firth  of  Forth, 
(luetle,  neglectful  of  certain  social  usages.  A  (piarter  of  a  mile  from  the  house,  at 
London  is.  in  such  concerns,  far  less  rigid  the  extremity  of  a  point,  the  rebuilt  Barn- 
than  New-  York,  but  has  of  course  its  bougie  Castle  stands,  on  a  platform  of 
own  code  of  observances,  though  it  sel-  stone,  its  gray,  vine-clad,  turreted  fabric 
dom  takes  oll'ence  if  this  be  infringed  in  visible  from  afar.  ]\[r.  Gladstone  liked 
small  particulars.  Gertainly  it  never  long  walks— all  his  life  he  has  been  famous 
took  oirence  at  ?ilrs.  Gladstone's  easy  as  a  ])edestrian — and  it  is  not  fifteen  years 
ways.  ibit  one  result  of  tliem  was  that  since  1  heard  him  say  that  he  thought  he 
the  jiosition  she  really  held  with  refer-  should  still  enjoy  a  walk  from  Oxfoi'd  to 
{^wrt'  to  her  husband  was  not  fully  under-  Loiuhui  (sixty  miles)  as  much  as  ever, 
stood.  1^'or  her  good  sense,  sagacity,  ami  Hut  at  Dalnuuiy  he  was  busy  with  speech- 
unfailing  and  invariabh^  discretion  in  all  es  and  people  and  books,  and  often  had 
serious  business  she  had  less  credit  than  to  content  himself  with  a  saunter  late 
slu^  deseiwed.  A  friend  wh(>  kmnv  tlnuii  in  the  afternoon,  wandering  .sometimes  to 
both  intimately,  and  their  ways  of  life,  the  gardens,  sometimes  up  the  road  to 
once  said:  ""  Mrs.  (i  ladstone.  during  the  Chapel  Gate,  sometimes  down  to  the 
whole  of  her  husband's  t-areer,  has  known  beach  overhung  by  the  trees  he  loved, 
ev(>rytliing.  She  lias  always  been  trusted,  sometimes  to  Barnbougle.  This  last  had 
always  consulteil.  h  is  nolhiui;  to  say  aiunher  attraction  for  him,  since  here  it 
that  she  iievtu-  even  inad veriently  dis-  is  that  Lord  Kosebery  has  bestowed  many 
close<l  a  secret.  So  ptu-t'ect  was  her  tact  of  his  treasures  —  books,  ])ictures,  relics, 
that  few  people  ever  so  much  as  suspected  (d)jects  of  very  various  interest,  relating 
she  knew  the  secit^ts."  to  Scotland,  and  also  to  other  parts  of  the 

No  (^vidence    ctuild    be    more    decisive,  universe. 
London  is  always  talkinu'  about   all   sorts         The    breeze   blew   fresh    late  one  after- 

of  things,  and  comnieiii-  .tho    t    M\\  and  noon   from  the  North  German  Ocean  up 

^[rs. Gladstone  were  fre.ri-'nt.     \Vhatever  the  Firth  as  we  paced  this  stone  i)latform 

might  be  said  on   other  i>-,ms.  there  was  together,   :\rr.  Gladstone    talkino-,   as    his 
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habit  was,  with  immense  eiierg'v  on  the 
subject  which  occupied  his  mind  for  the 
moment.  The  early  autumn  sliadows 
g-rew  long,  and  presently  Mrs.  Gladstone 
appeared  with  a  wrap,  which  she  put 
round  her  husband's  neck,  and  we  walked 
on.  At  the  end  of  anotlier  half-hour  she 
came  out  of  the  castle,  reminding-  her  hus- 
band that  it  was  late.  He  answered  that 
he  was  almost  ready  to  go,  and  again  we 
walked  on.  Mrs.  Gladstone  waited,  and 
soon  said,  "  You  know,  William,  you  have 
to  speak  to-morrow,  and  it  is  very  damp; 
don't  you  think  you  ought  to  go  inf 
"Yes,"  he  replied,  "quite  time'' — then, 
with  one  of  those  expressions  of  humor 
not  frequent  on  his  face  or  in  his  voice, 
said  to  me,  softly:  "We  will  take  an- 
other turn  to  vindicate  our  indepen- 
dence;" and  w^e  did.  Then  Mrs.  Glad- 
stone had  her  way,  and  we  walked  back 
to  the  house. 

If  I  hesitate  to  speak  of  Mrs.  Glad- 
stone, it  is  because  I  still  have  an  old- 
fashioned  dislike  to  the  needless  or  casual 
mention  in  print  of  the  names  of  women 
who  do  not  take  part  in  public  life.  But 
I  felt  it  to  be  impossible  to  leave  the  wife 
wholly  out  of  these  reminiscences  of  the 
husband.  Lord  Rosebery,  in  his  eulogy 
in  the  House  of  Lords  on  Mr.  Gladstone, 
said:  "The  most  melancholy  feature  of 
Mr.  Gladstone's  end  was  the  solitary  and 
pathetic  figure  which  for  sixty  years  had 
shared  all  his  sorrows  and  all  his  joys, 
shared  his  triumphs  and  cheered  him  in 
his  defeats,  and  who  by  her  vigilance  had 
sustained  and  prolonged  his  life.  The 
occasion  ought  not  to  pass  without  letting 
Mrs.  Gladstone  know  that  she  is  in  our 
thoughts." 

It  is  probably  true  that  Mr.  Gladstone 
had  made  it  a  condition  with  reference  to 
his  burial  in  Westminster  Abbe}^  or  else- 
where that  his  wife  should  lie  by  his  side. 
Certainly  her  memory  will  entwine  itself 
with  his.  Nothing  can  be  truly  written 
about  his  private  life  if  she  be  \vholly 
forgotten.  And,  quite  independently  of 
her  relations  to  him  and  hei:  life-long  de- 
votion to  him,  Mrs.  Gladstone  has  high 
qualities  and  a  noble  womanly  character 
which  entitle  her  to  a  great  place  among 
the  women  of  her  time. 

In  a  bric-a-brac  shop  in  Paris  I  once 
found  a  collection  of  large  brass  dishes, 
with  portraits  of  celebrities  in  repousse — 
Charlemagne  (possibly  not  authentic), 
Francis  I.,  Napoleon,  and  various  others 


among  the  illustrious  dead.  The  only 
two  portraits  of  living  men  were  those  of 
Prince  Bismarck  and  Mr.  Gladstone,  both 
rather  good.  The  latter  I  bought  and  sent 
to  Mrs.  Gladstone,  telling  her  that  in  this 
peculiar  gallery  the  Englishman  and  Ger- 
man were  thus  paired  off  by  themselves. 
It  pleased  her  that  it  should  be  so.  As  the 
great  Englishman  and  greater  German 
were  never  supposed  to  like  each  other, 
there  was  an  interest  in  seeing  them  thus 
bracketed,  as  it  were — the  two  serving  as 
pendants,  each  to  the  other,  in  a  kind  of 
neutral  art-gallery.  On  this  Mrs.  Glad- 
stone made  no  remark:  she  was  content 
with  the  tribute  to  her  husband,  and  re- 
ferred to  it  sometimes  afterward  in  a  way 
which  showed  how  she  valued  anything  re- 
lated to  him.  I  don't  suppose  the  dish  was 
rare,  but  it  was  rare  in  England,  although 
made  in  Germany  and  sold  in  Paris. 

Over  women  Mr.  Gladstone  always  had 
an  extraordinary  influence.  I  speak  of 
his  later  years,  long  past  the  period  when 
his  relations  with  women  could  give  rise 
to  comment,  if  they  ever  did.  This  influ- 
ence he  appeared  to  exert  unconsciously 
— not  as  if  he  cared  to,  or  made  the  least 
effort  to  bring  them  under  his  sway. 
The  tremendous  personality  of  the  man 
was  quite  enough  to  impress  them ; 
these  delicate  beings  seemed  to  feel  them- 
selves in  the  presence  of  a  great  natural 
force — it  might  be  Niagara,  or  it  might 
be  Vesuvius,  or  some  other— in  any  case, 
it  was  a  force  not  to  be  resisted.  Among 
many  instances  I  select  one. 

There  was  in  London  an  American 
lady  of  high  social  position  and  much 
charm,  both  of  appearance  and  character, 
who,  like  some  other  Americans  in  Lon- 
don, was  of  strong  Tory  sympathies.  It 
was  during  that  period  after  the  first 
home-rule  bill  when  Mr.  Gladstone  un- 
derwent a  social  eclipse  —  when  great 
ladies  closed  their  doors  in  his  face, 
when  he  was  seldom  asked  to  dine  or  for 
the  evening,  and  when  language  was 
used  about  him  seldom  applied  before  or 
since  to  any  man  of  his  eminence  in  pub- 
lic life.  This  American  lady  was  one  of 
those  who  took  extreme  views  of  his  po- 
litical conduct,  and  could  scarce  mention 
his  name  without  a  disparaging  epithet. 

She  asked  me  one  afternoon  if  I  would 
dine  with  her  the  next  evening.  I  said 
I  should  be  delighted.  "But  do  you 
mind  meeting  Mr.  Gladstone?"  queried 
she.      I  answered    that   I    did    not    mind 
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meeting-  any  bod  3%  and  tliat  tliere  was  no- 
body wbom  I  better  liked  meeting  than 
Mr.  Gladstone,  "  But,"  I  went  on,  "  bow 
bappens  it  tbat  you,  of  all  women,  are 
baving-  Mr,  Gladstone  ?  You  bave  al- 
ways disliked  bim,  and  I  bave  known 
3^ou  refuse  to  meet  bim,"  Sbe  laug'bed 
pleasantly.      "  Ob,  since  I  saw  you  last  I 

bave  been   staying  at ,"  sbe    named 

tbe  bouse  of  one  of  Mr.  Gladstone's  lieu- 
tenants, "  and  I  am  completely  fascinated 
by  bim."  Sbe  added,  after  a  second,  ''I 
do  not  admit  tbat  I  ever  said  anytbing 
against  bim." 

I  went  to  tbe  dinner  next  evening — 
a  dinner  of  some  sixteen  persons,  Mr, 
Gladstone  sat  next  bis  bostess,  tbougli 
be  did  not  take  lier  in  to  dinner.  I  found 
myself  opposite  to  bim.  He  began  early 
to  discuss,  of  all  subjects  in  tbe  world, 
international  copyrigbt,  just  tben  before 
Congress.  He  asked  me  njain^  questions 
about  tbe  bill  and  its  probable  fate,  and 
tbe  state  of  American  public  opinion, 
and  finally  went  off  into  tecbnical  mat- 
ters of  a  ratber  abstruse  kind.  Tins  last- 
ed during  a  great  part  of  dinner,  and  be 
said  iittle  to  bis  bostess,  wbo,  for  ber 
part,  said  little  to  ber  partner,  but  listen- 
ed to  Mr,  Gladstone,  Wben  we  rejoined 
tbe  ladies  in  tbe  drawing-room  sbe  said, 
"Did  you  ever  know  Mr.  Gladstone  so 
cbarming  as  be  was  all  tbrougii  dinner, 
or  bis  talk  so  deligbtful?"  Sbe  knew 
about  as  mucbof  international  copyrigbt 
as  sbe  did  of  differential  calculus,  and 
cared  as  mucb.  But  sbe  was  in  a  mood 
to  find  ber  new  liero  deligbtful  bad  be 
discoursed  to  ber  in  Greek. 

I  always  tbougbt  it  one  secret  of  Mr. 
Gladstone's  power  tbat  be  cbose  bis  sub- 
jects to  please  bimself.  Lesser  men.  if 
tbey  bave  tact,  strive  to  talk  on  matters 
wbicb  tbey  suppose  likely  to  be  interest- 
ing to  tbeir  listeners.  Not  so  Mr.  Glad- 
stone. Often  as  I  bave  beard  bim  talk, 
seldom  did  be  adapt  bimself  to  bis  au- 
dience. Tbe  audience  bad  to  adapt  tbem- 
selves  to  bim,  and  did.  It  was  an  exten- 
sion of  tbe  metbod  wbicb  be  employed  in 
tbe  House  of  Connnons,  and  alone,  or  al- 
most alone,  among  great  members  of  Par- 
liament, practised  witli  success.  Tbere  is 
not  anywbere  else  on  eartb  a  body  so 
jealous  of  its  own  prerogatives  as  tbe 
House  of  Commons,  nor  one  wbicb  in- 
sists so  strenuously  tbat  eacb  member 
sball  conform   to  tbe   general   standard. 


wbetber  of  oratory,  or  manner  of  conduct- 
ing business,  or  wbatever  rule  or  custom 
tbere  may  be  wbicb  tbe  House  establisbes 
for  itself.  But .  Mr,  Gladstone  was  bis 
own  standard.  He  created  bis  own  at- 
mospbere,  lifted  tbe  House  to  a  bigber 
level,  and  spoke  witb  a  voice  of  autbority 
to  wbicb  tbey  yielded.  In  private  life 
bis  metbods  varied,  but  tbey  seldom  va- 
ried in  tbis  particular.  He  did  not 
catcli  tbe  note,  be  gave  it:  and  tbe  rest 
danced,  if  tbey  could,  to  tbe  tune  wbicb 
be  called. 

AVbile  at  Brecbin  Castle.  Mr.  Gladstone 
played  two  or  tbree  rubbers  of  wbist  eacb 
evening.  I  played  against  bim  tbe  first 
evening,  wben  Lady  Dalbousie  was  bis 
partner,  and  tbe  second  evening  witb  bim. 
Tbe  same  trait  was  evident  wbetber  you 
were  partner  or  adversary.  He  played 
bis  own  liand  witb  very  little  regard  to 
bis  partner's.  Wbist  was  not  a  game  be 
cared  mucb  for  or  played  often,  but  wben 
be  played  it  be  gave  bis  wbole  mind  to 
tbe  game,  as  to  anj'tbiug  else  wbicb  be 
undertook.  His  play  was  anytbing  but 
ortbodox.  Of  rules  be  took  little  beed, 
and  be  did  tilings  wbicb  would  bave  scan- 
dalized Cavendisb  or  Clay,  It  was  evi- 
dent tbat  be  tbougbt  out  bis  wbist  as  be 
went  along;  constructed,  or  reconstruct- 
ed, tbe  science  of  tbe  game  for  bimself; 
never  led  a  card  witbout  a  clear  reason  in 
bis  own  mind  for  leading  it;  never  forgot 
a  card:  took  no  cbances;  trumped  all 
doubtful  tricks,  wbetber  bimself  strong  or 
weak  in  trtimps,  and  almost  never  led  a 
trump  till  late  in  tbe  band.  He  never 
found  fault  witb  bis  partner.  Sucb  mat- 
ters as  signalling  for  trumps,  or  ecboing, 
or  otber  conventional  language  of  tbe 
game  be  ignored.  If  be  bad  played  long 
enougb,  be  migbt  bave  invented  tbem 
over  again  for  bimself,  as  Pascal  did  tbe 
axioms  and  propositions  of  Euclid, 

All  tbrougb  bis  game  was  an  interest- 
ing study:  an  expression  of  bis  intellect 
and  of  cliaracter.  It  was  always  so  witb 
bim.  He  could  donotbing  in  a  common- 
place way.  His  flexibility  of  mind  sbowed 
itself  in  tbis  as  in  otber  tilings.  He  could 
lead  from  a  sbort  suit  or  from  a  long  suit, 
according  to  circumstances,  just  as  be  bad 
first  opposed  and  tben  advocated  nearly 
every  cause  in  public  life  witb  wbicb  bis 
name  is  connected.  And  eacb  time  be 
bad  persuaded  bimself  tbat  tbe  sbort  or 
long  suit  was  tbe  only  one  to  play. 


[to  bk  continukp.] 
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AS  her  engagement  liad  liappened  in  the 
country,  Serena  bad  been  unusnally  suc- 
cessful in  keeping  it  secret;  and  so,  wlien  sbe 
went  to  Mrs.  MicUlleton's  dinner,  sbe  found  ber 
sliadow  appointed  to  take  lier  down.  Tbis  <le- 
ligbted  Serena;  for  to  be  really  engaged  to  a 
person  and  yet  appear  only  to  ilirt  witii  bini  is 
complicated,  and  so  was  ber  natnre.  As  for 
ber  sbadow,  be  was  unreason ingly  bajipy. 

''Now,"  said  Serena,  turning  to  bim  Avben 
tbe  first  polite  remarks  were  over  witb  ber 
rigbt-band  neigbbor,  ''  you  see  tbe  advantages 
of  not  auDouncing  one's  engagement  from  tbe 
liouse-tops.  You  never  would  bave  been  al- 
lowed to  sit  beside  me  if  Mrs.  Middleton  bad 
known." 

"It's  an  idiotic  custom,  wben  everybody 
knows  I'd  ratber  be  next  you." 

"Tliat's  tbe  reason  tbey  feel  it  tbeir  duty 
to  foil  you  ;  and  tben,  perbaps,  it's  a  little  out 
of  consideration  for  me." 

"Do  you  mean — "  began  ber  sbadow,  l)ut 
Serena  became  suddenly  absorbed  in  conver- 
sation \Yitb  ber  otlier  neigbbor,  and  be  liad 
to  content  bimself  witb  bis  own  conclusions. 
Wben  at  last  sbe  turned  to  bim  again  ber  mind 
was  on  otber  tilings. 

"Did  you  know,"  sbe  asked,  "  tbat  1bere\s 
to  be  a  surprise  dance  after  dinner?     It's  IMrs. 


Middleton's  birtbdav,  or  sometbing.  Aren't 
you  glad  ?" 

"Awfully!" 

"Tbat  sbows  wbat  wonderful  control  you 
bave  over  your  features;  one  would  never 
iiave  guessed  it.  Would  you  mind  giving  me 
some  salt?  Ob  !  wby  did  you  spill  it  ?  Now 
we  sball  bave  to  quarrel." 

Her  sbadow,  baving  bided  bis  time,  began 
again: 

"  Wbat  did  you  mean — " 

"  Probably  notbing,  but  I  don't  remember. 
Do  you  want  to  quarrel  witb  me  so  soon  ?" 

"No;  I  simply  want  to  know  wbat  you 
meant." 

Serena  gave  a  little  sigb  of  resignation 
and  leaned  back  in  ber  cbair  witb  ber  bands 
folded  in  ber  lap. 

"  Well,  I  supjtose  I  meant  tbey  migbt  tbink 
tbat  being  always  engaged  to  one  i)erson  could 
grow  monotonous." 

"  It's  the  usual  arrangement." 

"  I  know,  but  I've  often  Avondeied  tbat  tbere 
bas  been  no  modern  improvement  made  in 
it." 

"It  would  bave  to  be  so  extremely  modern." 

"I  don't  know.  Now,  for  instance,"  Serena 
l)ursued,  rearrangiug  ber  wineglasses  witb 
great  intentness,  "I'm  very  fond  of  you." 


"I    THINK    ONE    OUGHT    TO    BE    ALLOWED    A    LITTLE    VACATION. 
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'' TIk'h  your  inaiiners  aic  almost  as  (Icccil  ("ill  cliidc'd    corner    on    tlio    landing;    of  the    Lull 

as  ni,v  Icat  ur<'s,  aren't  tli('.\-  .'■■  stairs. 

Serena's  lips  enrNcd  in  an    nnwillini;-  snnl(>.  She  was  listening  there  to  a  nuniher  of  re- 

"Ofeonrse  I    like  yon.  on!  v  I  think  one  onght  niarkahly  foolish   nothings,  and  trying  iu>t   to 

to  he  allowed  a   little   vacation      say  Sundays  t  hiiik  of  ot  her  things,  when  another  dimly  ont- 

oir.or  an  excning  now  and  then.      One  would  lined  eoui>le  seated  t  henisehes  on  the  stairs  be- 

retnrn  to  it  with  so  much  more  /.est."  low  iIkmu.      With  a  sudden  intuition  she  knew 

"When  you  had  t  hose,  you'd  jtrobahly  st  rike  the  nnin  to  he  her  >hado\\ .  and  all  at  (uiee  her 

for  an  eight -hour  law,"  her  shadow  luophesicd,  eyes  saw  el  early  in  spite  of  l  In-  dusk.   The  youth 

gloondly.  hfsidt"   her  hahhled   on.  quite   niniware  of  her 

"  \'ou    don't     take   it   seriously,"   Sereini    oh-  huk  of  int  ere,- 1 .  while  Serena  sat  wit  h  her  gaze 

jeeted.     "If  you  would  only  consider  it  imper-  and  nnnd  fastened  on  the  nnronseious  couple 

Honally,  you'd  see  at  oin-e   how  reasoiuihle   it  l)efore    her.      'J'hey    Liughed    gayly.  ami    then 

\vas.      The  moi'e  I   think  of  it,  the  more  it  a))-  seeiued    i()  di,-i)ute  about  something:    at    last 

jieals  to  me."  the  girl  took  one  of  the  llowt-rs  tVom  her  gown 

"  Then  for  goodness' sake  don't  think  I"  and    leaned    liU'ward    to   ]>ut    if    in    the   man's 

Sereini  ga/.ed  at  him  with  mild  reproachful-  coat, 

ness.  SeriMui.  to  the  surprise  of  her  unsuspecting 

"I  Inaw  to   think:   and   it   seems  to  me  that  ])art  iier.  suchlenly   rose   white  and  straight   in 

the  only   way  to  prove   a   thing  is  to  try   it."  the    dimness,  ami    with    a    murmured  "I   beg 

Her    shadow    saw    his   imixuiding   doom,    but  your  i)ar(lon."  she  stejiped  like  a  dixiding  fate 

from  long  experiem-e  he  knew  tlie  ns(dessness  between  the  two.  who  started  ai)art  to  let  her 

of  struggling  against  it.      "  So,  to-night.''  Se-  ])ass.      Iler  escort  followi'd  hew  ildered.  asking 

rena  continued,  cheerfully,  "  1  shall  take  a  holi-  anxiously  if  she  were  ill. 

(la,\'."  Seremi   turned   savagely  on  him.      "  No.  I'm 

••  Vou  mean  that  for  this  evening  you   cease  not  ill.  thank   ymi."  she  said.  ••  but    (Uie  can't 

to  be  engaged  to  nn.' f  stay   on    the    stairs   foriMor.    you    know."   and 

"  Exactl\'."  then   slu'   (hnu-ed    away    with   a    n«'W  ])artner, 

"And  you  inteml  to  act  ais  if  you  were  ])er-  lea^■ing  him   to  wonder  how  he  had   otfeiuled 

fectly   free  ?"  he  asked,  tort  ured    by  the   nuMu-  her. 

ories  of  i)ast   sufterings.  and  a   desire  to  know  It  was  at  the  very  end  of  the  dance  that  Se- 

the  wor.^-t.  rena's  shadow  suddenly  reapi)eared.  and  before 

"I  shall  be,  for  this  evening."  she  knew  what   had  hai)pened  she  found  lier- 

"  Serena,"  In^  besought  her, '•  don't  do  it  !  1  self  being  waltzed  otiinto  the  hall.  After  de- 
know  you  won't  like  it,  and  it  will  drive  im-  })ositing  hcv  in  a  corner  he  sank  beside  her, 
mad.''  asking. --Po  you   tind   it  as  didightful   as  you 

"1  am  doing  it  as  a  scientitic  experiment."  ex))ected  it  to  be  f 

Seremi  explained,  sever(dy.      "Just  think  how  Serena   hxdced  seNortdy  thrcuigh    him  to  the 

many  more  ])eople  would  beconu'  engaged  if  wall  beyond.      "  1  snjtpose  1  w  as  foolish,"  she 

they  were  sure  of  a  lit  tie  relief  now  ami  then.  said,  coldly,  '•  l>ut  I  nexcr  ex})ected  you  to  ont- 

As  auntie  says, 'It's  my  duty.*      How  strange  rage  the  conxcntions  so  openly." 

it  is  that  oner's  duty  is  so  .seldom  agreeabh'  to  '•  Keally  I  didn't  juopose  it,  yon  km)w.    Still, 

other  people  I''      Serena  shook  her  head   sadly  as  long  as  yiui  had   decided  on    it.  there  was 

over  the  perversity  of  things.  nothing  left  for  me  but  to  obey.      Ihil  did  yoti 

At  the  dance  which  foll()we<l  the  dinner  she  tind  it  successful  ?"' 

seeuH'd  bent  n[)on  enjoying  her  tVeedoin  to  the  "Acs.  though   not   exactlx   in  the  way  1  had 

full,  and   perlnips,  at  tirst,  the  exident    fact    of  supposed  it  would  bt'."  she  said,  dreamily. 

her  shadow's   not  enjoying  it  as  nuudi  as  she  Her  shadow   dropped    his    scofling    manner, 

did  gave  a  wicdvcd  edge  to  In'r  pleasure.     H".  as  "-Did  you  lind  that  ycui  missed  me  a  little?      / 

the  evening  wore   (Ui.  she   found   the  delights  alnu)st  died  of  ii ." 

of  liberty  were  m»t  (juite  all   her  meim)ry  had  Serena  turned  on  him  in  measuiH'less  sccun. 

])ainte(l  them,  she   managed    not    to    show    it.  "Vou  weiH'    truly    inconsolable.      The   success 

but  tlirted  on  with   rather  more  abandon  than  ot   tny  ex])eriment   was   ln-yond    my    lio^tes    in 

would   be  conunendable  even  in  a  diseugagetl  showing  me  how  without   conscience  yon  are. 

girl.  1  should  mvi-r  have  supposed  yon  would  tritle 

Her    shadow    soon    disapi)eari'd.  unable,  ap-  with  a  girl  in  that  way  when  you  were  already 

parently.to  support    the  agonies  of  wat(diing  engaged." 

lu'r,  and  Serena  began  uneasily  to  a(d<now  ledge  Her    shadow    drew    a    long    breath    of   sur- 

lo  herstdf  a  grow  ing  imibility  to  listen  to  what  nrise.      "  Ihit   I  wasn't  engaged — forlhecven- 

her  ])artners  w  ere  saying,  with   an  irresistible  ing." 

ttirning  of  her  eyes    towards    the   door    as   it'  '•Why  not  .'"  imiuired  Serena.  seNcrcly. 

wat(dMng    for   sium-   one.      To  stitle    the  w  his-  ••You   arranged   it    yours(df.  t  hat    wo  should 

pers  of  a  nn)rethan  usually  guilty  consiience.  take  a   holiday:   ami   it'  1   don't  object    to  the 

and  to  supi)ress  these  extraordinary  symptoms.  way  you   behaved.  I  don't   really  see  why  you 

she   i)lunged    deeper    into    reckless    tlirtation.  should  trample  on  my  inmx-iuit  amusemeii  ts." 

and  even  allowed  herself  to  he  lured   to  a  se-  '•The  wav  in   which   I   bcdnived."  Serena  re- 


THE    DRAWER. 


657 


plied,  loftily,  ''has  nothiiio-  whatever  to  do  with  "  Hut  siucly  yon  said  you  weie  ^oing  to  take 

the  matter.     /  was  not  engag(;d."  a  ni,<«,ht  otf." 

"  Then  neither  was  I."  "  Oh  yes,  but  that's  entirely  different.    1  may 

Serena  looked  at  him,  lier  eyes   wide   open  sometimes  eease  to  be  engaged  to  yon,  but  I 

in  surprised  contempt.    "  1  never  said  any  thing-  thought  of  course  it  was  understood  that  j/ow 

about  \jour  not  being  engaged." 


THE  AUTHOR  AND  THE  TRAIN-BOY. 

The  distinguished  author  w^as  travelling, 
with  all  the  dignity  of  his  three  names  and 
great  reputation,  from  New  York  to  Boston. 
It  was  a  hot  day,  and  the  train-boy,  with  his 
stores  of  fresh  broken  mixed  candies,  his  news- 
papers and  periodicals,  and  all  the  latest  nov- 
els, feeling  that  something  should  be  done  to 
mitigate  the  sutferings  of  the  sixteen  or  twen- 
ty souls  in  the  parlor-car,  was  unusually  at- 
tentive. He  distributed  several  boxes  of  chew- 
ing-gum, copies  of  the  funny  pai)ers,  bottles 
of  lavender  salts,  and  boxes  of  marshnuillows 
over  the  laps  of  the  wayfarers  with  great  pro- 
fusion. This  every  one  except  the  distin- 
guished author  permitted  without  protest. 
The  latter,  however,  showed  signs  of  be- 
ing resentful,  in  so  marked  an<l  iiritating  a 
fashion,  too,  that  the  boy  became  even  more 
anxious  to  secure  him  as  a  customer.  So  when 
he  came  through  the  cars  shouting,  "All  the 
latest  novels — all  the  latest  nov(ds— A'/c/"  St'ir- 
U)if/,  Anthony  Hope's  latest;  fSoIdicrs  of  For- 
tune, The  L'ed  B(id(/e  of —  Have  a,  novel,  sir?" 
he  decided  to  makt;  a  special  elfort  to  win  the 
patronage  of  the  distinguished  author,  and  so 
he  stopped  at  his  side. 

"  Peter  Stirlhig,^^  he  said,  handing  out  a 
copy  of  that  fortunate  volume. 

"Kead  it!"  ejaculated  the  distinguished  au- 
thor, shortly,  turning  away  and  gazing  out  of 
the  window. 

"  Phroso — "  the  boy  began  again,  dexterous- 
ly slipping  a  copy  thereof  out  of  the  tower  of 
literature  in  his  hands. 

"Read  it!"  snapped  the  distinguished  au- 
thor, with  a  proud,  disdainful  gesture. 


"  Desert  J)r<(iii((,  by  Conan  Doyle,  just  out — " 
continued  the  boy. 

"Read  it!"  retorted  the  distinguished  au- 
thor, for  the  third  time. 

An<l  then  the  train-boy,  in  desi)air,  handed 
out  the  latest  work  of  the  distinguished  author 
himself. 

"  The  PiiiJ,'  Iiri(/(i(lier  of  Fortune,  by  A\'ar- 
rington  Peters  Renshaw  f  said  the  train-l)oy. 

"  \\' rote  it !"  said  the  distinguished  author, 
seeing  his  chance. 

Th(^  train-boy,  like  the  worm,  turned.  Fix- 
ing his  eye  (irmly  upon  the  distinguished  au- 
thor's face,  and  with  his  li[)  curling  with  con- 
temptuous indignation,  he  cried, 

"  Aw — don't  get  gay  !" 


TO    THE    EDITOR    OF    ANY    COMIC    PAPER. 

Ci'Kiors  tlu'  work  you  do. 

Always   icadinti'   fun   ami   chat!", 
Pim  and   jiarotiv.      Do   voii 

Kvei-'laii-hV 

Always  jokes — more  ol<l  than   new  ; 

Always   puns — so  very   vile! 
What  a    funny   life!      Do  you 

Sonietiines  smile  ? 

Arc  vou  not  made  niouinful  tlnough 

Such  an   elfort  to  sujiply 
Jokes   to  other   folks?     Don't  you 
Often   sigh  V  " 

Do  you  iind  the   wit  you  woo 

[n  the  daytime  haunt.s  yoiu'  sleep? 
If  you   dream   of  it,  don't  you 
Daily   weep? 

H.  Dewky  Buowne. 


ons  iiAKi'Kirs  np:\v  monthly  macazink 

TIIK    MAN    WHO   .STlTTKIfKI).  "  Ail.Hvo  stcppt'd  onf.  \vli  ile  I  lif  cai  wmt  on. 

•' ^'or    ;ill    know    Dick    Tininiins,"  ohscrvcd  '•  •  ^'oni   li  i.-n.l  is  litn-  on  t  lir  i  hirt  ii-t  li.  t-b  ?" 

(lio    M;iJoi.      "And    yon'ri"    :ill    ;i\v;ir<'    llnil    In'  Is.iiik 

Ntul.lvrs      .1    lilllc.      Dick,  l..\-Iln'-\v:iy.  icct-nt-  ••  •  X-n-n-no  !"   ro;ircd    Dick.       •lie'.-   on    tin- 
l.V    (|n;irrcllcd    willi    liis    iVicnd    .l:ud.     Ilnnlci'.  t -I -I -t-t  li-t  In  id.        We'll     \\-\\-\v;ilk    down.        1 
\vln»  :ilso  si  nl  Ins      sli-;lilly.      Sonichody  nskcd  il-d-d-don't    wiiiit    t-t-t-that    s-s-s-sconndi»d    in 
Di(d<   il'  I  he  rnptnic  was  s<' lions.      '  W-w  -  wc'i  c  ihc  c.ir  lo  t-I-lliink  1  can"  I  t-t -t -t-t -t-t -talk  I' 
nol.    on    s-s  -  s  -  st  nl  Icrini;    (crnis/    >.a.\s    Dick.  •■  .^o    walk    down    w  c    did.    liliy-lonr    short 
Iiani;litily.       They      say      I  he      li-onl»lc      arose  lli^h  i  s,  t  w  .-ni  y  -  se\  en    times    annind    the    ele- 
lhron.t;h     Dick     Iryin-     lo    l»di    .Ia(dv    ;i    l"nnn>  \alor   shaft.       I'hcn    we    lonnd    thai    ih.'    Can- 
slory.      He  sinllered   away  al    il    lor  lixc  niin-  t  ai  ii-(  Jeneral's  pri  \  a  I  e  stoidc  w  as  a  false  al.iini. 
nics.   ami   conhhri,   make   a   stall;    when   .lack  The  ex  -  consul    was  sinokin-;-  a    jmim-.  an<l   the 
Slid    Ihaf   ln>  was   renumlcd   of  a    fnnny  slory.  HinI    lliiiii;  he  <lid  was  to  knock   mit   the  ashes 
and   sailed   in,  and   also  wieslled   live  ininnhs.  and   ask   Dnd<.  if  he  Inul   any  snnd<in<:-tohacco 
Inilcoiildirf  inak(>  a  slarl   eilher.      'I'henDnk  ahoiit   him." 
hied   •i.i;ain;    n<"\l    .Ia(d;    made    anot  her  effort . 
This  hisle<l  a.  half  lM»nr  or  so,  when  I  hey  final- 
ly discovered  Ihaf  eacdi   was  liyin-    lo  tell    the  K!I.LiN(;    TIME. 
sam.«  slory.  and  litis  i)roved   lo  he    the  lift    in  TilK  air  was   full   of  sliouts   and   cries. 
M"'  '""•'•  Of  shrill  -  Ila-lia-s,-  and  "  llo".-^,"  aii,i  '•  IliV." 

"  l?Mf  what  I  slarled   lo  |(dl  w.as  of  a  litth>  y,,,i  j,^.^,,.^.  j.-,,,,)  ,,r  \vlii>tle. 

a<lvenlnre  I  niy.s.df  had  will.  Dick  hist  spriii-  ^,„i  ,,„.  ^i/^.   ,,.,,  .j^,,,,.    ,vith"llvini:  thin-s— 

M.-f  him  ..n   the  shvef,  ami  he  asked  me  K.  ^^o  (i..ir.siicks,  balls,  en-airenunt  ,  m- 

up  lo  flM'  Icanan  Knildin-  w  it  h  him  to  sample  ^,^^.^,,^^  ,.^^^.,^^,^^^  and   hilhani-oucs, 

an  exi  raordinarv  orand  ol   cii;ar  w  it  h  .i  tiieiid  ,,                 ....            ,            ,     , 

..'        ,                ...                             ,  (  aiiiciMs.  tishniLi-roils.  and   sIkx^s, 

who  had  an  ollice  there.      Dnk  wassonu'whal  ,                            .... 

.,     ,             ,,                      ,          1     ,     ,,         1.1  And   e\(MV  soit   ot    nnssil(\ 
(>xei  led  over  I  he  pi'os|»e(d  ,  and  st  nl  tered  la  I  her 

more  than   nsnal,  hnt   as  near  as  I  eonld  nnike 

<.nf    his    friend    was  ;,,  rctnrin'.l   Cni.an    eoiisnl  '•'•"'   i:vnnud  was   1,1, ck  with  a  seething  mass 

wli(»    had    JnsI     eof    in    with    sevc-ral    hundred  ^^f   p-'ople  of  evciy  kind   aihi   class— 

hoxes  of  lh(>  Cuhaii  ('apt  ai  n-(  o'uei.irs  ])rivatt>  Matrons,  men,  and   nii.-scs, 

sto(dv  Oi    eii;ais.       I    was  easily  ])ersn.aded,  and  Ladies   and   gcnileinen,  old   and  new, 

w  (>   walked    o\cr   to    I  In^    L'arian    and    stepped  Lads  and   lasses,  auii   children   too, 

into  the  (de\alor.  KIderlv  men  with   elderly  wives — 

"Of  course  1  had    in*  i<h>a  .as    lo  lh(>  i)art  of  linsirmi;  and   Inistliniz   for   tludr   lives. 

fh<>   hnildini;-  occupied   by   the  ex-consul,   hut    I  -j  wonder  what    all   this   is  y'' 

nndi^rslood    Dick    must    know.      Tln>    «devalor- 

nnin  thivw  I  he  h'V.M- ov.-r  w  i  I  h  .a  sua  p.  say  in-  ^^^^^^   j       .,  j    ,.^,^^,,   ^^^^^^   -^   ,,,^^^.   j^^, 

wit  h  anot  her  sn.ap,  •  \\  hat   lloor,  sir.''    The  two  .        ,                   ,.         ,        ,    ,,    ;, 

,    ,   .',            ,,,        ,              ,         ,      ,        ,  Another  I'ase   lor  the  >.   1.  (. 

sn.aps  excited    Dnd^.       '   T  t -I  ln>  I -t -I- 1 -t  h-l  h—  ,.,,    .,,    ,           

,'                   ,,■        ,          ,         ,         1  •     ,     ,•          1            1  Iwiil    hear   invcslii.'ation. 

In^  Ix'Uan.      \\  e  sind    hv  I  he  I  liird.  t.)nrt  h.  and  ^    ,             ,           ,,",••,, 

,.,..■,,,,.       .    .    ,    ,i',i     ,1        '            ,           }^     \  1   dropped   inv    hook    and    louied   the   rai't>, 

hllh.     *  1 -It  he  t-t-t-t  h  t  lit  h         wa-ntouDnk.  ''            •       .           ,       ','                    ,         ' 

The   elevat..r-m,au    looked  at    him  im,.mi.mlv.  -^'"'   •^"  "~-^l"'.^-  '"^^^   "'''^   Uncnn.M   place. 

U(«    tore    alom-    hv    lln>    seventh,   ei-hlli,    ami  liehold,  the  ohject   ot    the  ehaso 

ninth.     •  1  sav  the  t-M-t-t-th  th       '  .•rie.l  Di.  k,  ^V^'>   •">    =',^^''"1    in.-.n  wnh  wrinkled   face! 

furiously.      The    m.ni    looked    at     him    calmly.  1  ^vas   tilled  wiili   indignation. 

We    pa.s'sed    tli(>    .deveuth     and    tw.dflll     llo.us. 

'  \'ou    (di-tdi-(di-(  hump !'    howled    Diid;  ;    't-t  he  Iljs  frame  was  hi-nt  and  his   knees  aknock, 

l-t-l-l-l-th-th-th      "    We  l)oome<l  along  through  His   hea.l  was   hald   Itut    for  one  lock, 

(he  teens  and  shot   hy  I  he  I  wen  I  let  h.     I'he  man  And   I   cried  with   anger  thrilling, 

stood    with    his   hand    on    the   le\  er.  ga/iug-   at  •> 'I'l,-,^   thing  must   stop;   'tis  a   disgraee 

Di(d.   like  a  stone   image.      '( "-e-c-eon  found  it,  ^^„   .,^^>,i   nv„tleinan   to  i'hase." 

LLLLl  say  yiTre  a   tool  ['  sputtered  Dicdv,  his  Thenevervhodv  lanulied   in   mv  face. 

fa.'c  as  red  as  a   loh.ler.      '  L-Ll-1-let    us  olV  at  ..  .,,j_;^  ,,  ,,-,^.  ^.;.^,^,^  „  ;,  ^^   dilVeVent   ease; 

llH'    l-ld-t-th-th-th-lh    -•      The    twenly-tifth.  1,'s   onlv  "' Time  "  we're   killnm." 

I  wcuty-sixt  h.  .and  t  w  cnl  y-se  viuil  h  tailed  away. 

The  man   stood  calm  as   fat(>.      Di(dc  was   hoil- 

iu-.       -V-von    num.skuli:      V  -  vou    idiot:"    he  '1"'"^"   ^^  ^^'^   ^   oM.-ervcd   two   things 

.shouted.      ■'  W<--we-we-we-we-we    w-want    tin-  'l'''^"  .^■"-^-  ""•"  ^"'^  shoulders-two  big  wmgs! 

I-t-t-l-th-th-th-th      ■      Tln>   man   ga/.al.      Dick  And    I   joined   in   the  ivopl^''^   laughter. 

sprang  forwanl  and  forced  over  t  he  man"s  arm.  Tiio'   killing  is   .dten   out    ol    jdacc. 

lever  and    all.      'Idie   car  stopp.al   with   a  jerk.  A    circumsianee  may  alter  a   ease. 

'The     l-t-t-lh-th-thirlieth.    mui     leal  herhead  1"  So   1    took   my   pad   ami   pencil-ease. 

gurgled     Di(d^.        'r-thal's    what     1     said     at  And    for  want   of  a   missile,  in   its   place 

f-f-lirst  !     'I'  t-try  to  carry  a  p  p-p-p-p-p-p-p-r-  1   tossed   these   verses  after. 

passenger  by.  w  ill  yiui  !"  Omvkk  llKitFOKU. 
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:\IR.    BUSH'S    CIKCTS. 

Dur.lXd  one  of  the  rciiiiniscciit  i;il  intciliidt's 
iiuliilgcd  ill  by  Mr.  Milo  linsli,  he  told  of  an  al- 
leged visit  of  ii  ciiH'iis  to  tiic  lo\\ii  some  yt'ars 
before;.    The  instructivt!  taU'  ran  as  folh)\vs: 

"It  was  Starbnck's  Allied  Tentatorial  Ai;- 
oravation,  a  (Jijiantic,  Awe-prodneinji;'  Specta- 
cle of  Wondins  from  the  Slimy  Deep,  the  Iliiic- 
ons  Jungle,  tin;  Hone-strewn  Desert,  and  tlie 
Jioarin*;- Caverns  of  I  In;  npperaii",  whence;  blow 
the  Seven  N^impire  Winds  of  lieaven  seeking" 
whom  they  may  destroy.  Tiiem  was  the 
wonls  of  the  bills.  One  ticket  adnnls  to  all 
this  grand  tautological  i)resentati()n  of  n pas- 
like monsters  snatched  from  yearth's  remotest 
corners  and  conveyed  to  yonr  doors. 

"Well,  when  the  doors  o^xMied,  the  whole 
town  was  on  hand.  We  fonnd  some  things  not 
up  to  the  bills — the  unicorn  had  only  one  horn 
— but  we  were  not  inclined  to  lind  fanlt. 
All  would  have  gone  well  if  Mayor  Tatty 
hadn't  tried  to  ride  the  trick  mule.  Close  per- 
sonal and  political  friends  tried  to  dissuade 
hini;  but,  no,  he  would  ride;  that  mule.  Tlu? 
mule  throwed  him  and  cracked  his  head  agin 
the  centre  pole.  He  was  mad,  and  went  out 
and  made  complaint  before  Jedge  Malgrave, 
having  peeked  through  a  hole  in  the  tent  and 
a  seen  that  the  zebra  only  had  stripes  on  the 
side  towards  the  augence. 

"  Well,  they  brought  Starbnck,  the  sole  pro- 
prietor, before  the  jedge,  and  he  was  convict- 
ed and  fined  |500.  Starbnck  said  he  couldn't 
pay,  and  they  put  him  in  the  lockup.  That 
settled  the  Allied  Aggravation,  and  it  went  to 
pieces  right  in  our  midst. 

"  We  called  a  public  meeting  to  consider  the 
situation.  Lawyer  Kingsley  nuule  a  speech. 
'  Gentlemen,' says  he, '  we  suddenly  find  a  largo 
number  of  artists,  recently  engaged  in  amoos- 
ing  and  instructing  the  crowned  heads  of  Lu- 
rope,  and  likewise  a  number  of  monsters  en- 
snared from  the  suspicious  parts  of  the  yeartli. 
thrown  upon  our  charity.  Shall  it  be  said  thar 
the  people  of  this  city  allowed  these  artists  and 
these  monsters  to  sutt'er  ?  Palsied  be  this  hand 
and  may  this  tongue,  gents,  cleave  to  the  roof  of 
this  mouth,  if  such  shall  be  the  easel  I  move 
yon,  sir,  that  volunteers  be  called  for  to  look 
after  these  deserving  artists  and  nu)nsters." 
The  motion  was  carried.  Joe  Reynolds  said  he 
would  take  the  hii)poi)otamus.  Jason  l>iack 
said  he  would  board  an  artist.  It  was  dtuiiled 
to  send  the  sacred  cow  to  Elder  Ba!>bitt.  ol' 
the  First  Baptist  Church,  since  she  was  said  to 
be  a  good  milker,  and  would  pay  for  her  keep. 
It  was  arranged  to  board  the  fat  lady  and  the 
other  members  of  her  sex  at  tlu^hottd.  Jim  Kccd 
said  he  would  take  the  ostrich.  His  igce  was 
to  set  her  on  two  hundred  hens'  eggs.  Sonu^- 
body  said  he  would  take  the  camel,  and  another 
nnui  oftered  to  board  the  ringmaster.  1  i'c\\  I 
ought  to  do  something,  so  I  riz  up.  and  says  I : 
^Mr.  Cheerman  and  feller- citizens. — I  agree 
with  the  previous  speakers  that  it  behoofs  us 
to  do  something  for  these  unfortunates.      We 


must  make  these  artists  and  these  monsters 
t"c(d  that  in  our  buzznms  beats  the  \>  arm  chords 
of  Chi  istian  charity.  They  ar<'  our  brothers,  Mr. 
Chetnnian — -that  is,  the  artists  are.  and  uiebby 
some  of  the  monsters.  Now  is  the  time  to  show 
what  stutt' we  are  made  ol".  l"or  my  part,  Mr. 
Cheerman.  I  stand  ready  to  take  to  my  home 
and  to  tenderly  care  for  the  Egyptian  mummy. 
1I;>  was  no  relati\e  of  mine,  and  I  never  seen 
liim  bctdre.  but  if  he  >liall  e\er  want  for  prop- 
er care,  then,  gentlemen,  palsied  be  both  of 
these  hands,  and  may  this  tongue  know  naught 
in  the  future  Init  the  touch  of  higeous  upas- 
like  ice- water!"  I  sot  down  amid  deefeiiing 
api)lanse  and  cries  of  -Three  cheers  for  Old 
Man  Charity  I"  Blushing  to  the  roots  of  my 
hair.  I  went  out.  shor.hlered  the  Egyi)tian 
party,  w  hicli  I  took  to  be  a  king,  and  carried 
him  home  and  stootl  him  in  the  pantry. 

•"It  was  exciting  times  in  this  town  while 
we  had  that  there  circus  on  our  hands.  We 
got  some  good  out  of  it.  however:  we  sot  the 
steam -piano  n^)  in  the  ]\Ldhodist  church, 
and  doulded  the  congregation.  Jim  Reed 
complained  that  he  couldn't  make  the  ostrich 
set,  and  that  she'd  picked  ott'  all  his  door- 
knobs and  e't  'em,  and  he  wanted  to  exchange 
her  for  an  artist :  but  we  made  him  stick  to 
his  bargain.  Hank  Shoemaker  said  that  the 
tattooed  man  which  he  had  for  his  guest  lean- 
ed agin  the  parlor  wall-pai»er,  and  the  design 
come  out  and  struck  into  the  paper;  but  we 
told  him  he  must  stand  it.  The  lions  and 
tigers  kept  breaking  loose  and  running  round 
town  and  si-aring  people  and  getting  under 
folks's  houses.  Some  of  the  artists  went  to 
work.  The  ringmaster  got  a  job  as  primary- 
school  teacher,  and  the  clown  began  working 
in  an  undertaking  establishment.  And  all 
the  time  the  king  stood  there  in  my  pantry 
and  never  made  the  least  tremble.  When  oth- 
ers complained  about  their  charges,  I  said  to 
'em  :  'Do  1  kick  about  the  king?  Do  I  lind 
fault?  Xo.  sir!  De)oty,  gentlemen;  sacred 
dooty.  Virtue  is  its  own  reward.'  The  preach- 
er, with  the  sacred  cow  giving  sixteen  quarts 
of  milk  ])i'V  day.  was  the  only  other  man  that 
wasn't  tinding  lault  about  something.  The 
contrast  between  the  sae'red  cow,  ])aying  for 
her  keep  and  eight  (juarts  besides,  and  that  os- 
tiich.  standing  abont  pulling  teni)enny  nails 
out  of  the  side  of  Jim's  barn  with  a  loud 
s([ueak.  was  very  i)aiiiful.  esi)ecially  to  Jim. 
riie  minister  used  to  p'int  out  the  dititerence 
between  a  sacred  and  a  profane  animal,  though, 
strictly  speaking.  Jim  was  the  ])rofane  animal, 
his  remarks  Ixdng  scandalous  every  time  he 
heard  anotluM-  nail  s(|UtMk. 

••All  the  time  the  sole  proprietor  staid  in 
jail.  e-heert"nl  as  the  trick  mule.  Mostly  the 
artists  remained  hopeful  too,  exce})t  the 
l)earded  lady,  who  l)ecame  disgusted,  and 
walked  out  ot'  town,  llt^  said  no  bearded  lady 
with  a  \v\\o  love  for  his  art  would  submit  to 
living  on  charity. 

'•The  monster  that  made  the  most  troiil)le 
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wastlie  elephant.  He  wandered  all  over  town, 
and  tramped  down  folks's  gardens,  broke  side- 
walks, and  knocked  over  fences.  He  was 
worse  than  the  girafite,  which  nsed  to  reach  in 
second-story  window  sand  eat  np  the  i)illar- 
shanis.  Nobody  would  have  the  elephanl,  so 
weconclnded  to  pnt  him  in  the  jail  along  with 
the  sole  proprietor.  Some  said  thei'e  wasn't 
room,  and  that  one  or  the  other  of 'em  wonld 
get  maslied,  bnt  we  thonght  we'd  try  it.  So 
we  opened  tht^  door  and  backed  him  in,  I  sort 
of  wondering  abont  the  sole  proi)rietor,  bnt 
not  daring  to  look.  'J'he  ele])hant's  liead 
wonldn't  go  in,  so  we  shnt  th<'  lower  half  of 
the  door,  and  left  his  head  out  the  upper  half, 
which  it  just  lilled,so  he  could  look  around  at 
the  bootiful  scenery.  Then  we  \vent  oft',  1  still 
with  some  misgivings  about  the  sole  proprie- 
tor, and  saying  to  niyself :  'Is  it  well  with  thy 
brother?'  and,  'Would  i/ou  like  to  be  in  jail 
alone  with  your  conscience  and  one  large  ele- 
phant V  But  I  hardened  my  lieart,  and  went 
home  and  shook  hands  again  with  the 
king. 

"The  nextniorning  the  jail  was  gone.  We 
seen  something  bobbing  abont  olf  on  the  prai- 
rie about  half  a  mile,  aiul  rid  out.  It  Avas  the 
jail  being  walked  off  by  the  elephant,  who  was 
swinging  his  trunk,  chewing  his  cud,  and  gaz- 


ing at  the  elegant  landscape  aforesaid.  I 
stooped  down  and  looked  under  the  edge  of 
the  building.  My  heart  give  a  glad  leap  to 
see  the  legs  of  the  sole  proprietor  moving  as 
he  walked  along  under  the  elephant.  We 
j<Mlged  it  was  a  good  way  to  get  rid  of  both  of 
'em,  so  went  back.  The  craft  disai)peared  be- 
low tin;  horizon  about  noon. 

"That  afternoon  Mayor  Patty  called  an- 
other public  meeting.  Addressing  the  a.sseni- 
bled  multitood,  he  said:  'I  think  1  voice  the 
sentiments  of  the  community  when  I  say  that 
we  have  had  enough  of  this  here  circus.  We 
have  now^  got  rid  of  the  two  worst  curses — 
that  unruly  elei)hant  and  the  sole  proprietor. 
Peace  to  their  tracks!  I  now,  feller-citizens, 
have  a  most  delicate  matter  to  disclose  to  you/ 
and  the  Mayor  blushed  like  I  do  sometimes. 
'Nothing  less,  gentlemen,  than  the  marriage 
of  the  fat  lady  and  your  humble  servant.  We 
shall  then  gather  up  the  circus,  and  my  wife 
and  I  shall  go  out  with  it  hand  in  hand  as  S(de 
proprietors.  The  «acred  cow  will  riMuain  with 
Elder  Babbitt  as  his  fee  for  performing  the 
bootiful  and  impressive  ceremony  here  and 
now  on  this  rosgum.' 

"  Which  the  ehhu'  done  ;  and  so  we  got  rid 
of  the  circus  at  last." 

IIayden  Oaukuth. 


T  certainly  slmll  not 
Nor  I.     We  Ameticai 


HEVEXGE  ENOUGH. 


lycot  t  Freiicli  divsse: 
can  j:el  reveiiiie  eiio 


just  because  France  sym))jitliizps  with  Simin. 
iiiii  by  just,  inui-(ieriii<;  tlieir  old  l;iii,s;iia^«v" 


"  oil,  doctor,  inotlier's  took  awful  I  I've 
ffot  a  tandem  here,  so  hurry  up,  and  we'll 
fjit  thar  in  no  time." 


'•  Jlst  everlastintrly  vank  her  along:,  doc' 


?#¥^^^|^:^?&.' 


../y: 


^::., 


"  I  hope,  Constance,  that  now  we  have 
made  up,  nothing  will  ever  come  between 
us  attain." 


Alas  for  Imman  extiectations  I 


"  Wliat  was  I  liat.  doc  ?    I  kinder  thoui,'ht  "  U'aal.  now.  d.H'tof.  I'm  s.iri'v  \  e  liUiTicd  so.   I  did  liave  a  terri- 


suthen  letched  us.' 


ble  niiserva  sped  ai:o,  itut  \'\\\  ad  ii:.'iit  now.    Cojiie  in  and  rest. 
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NOTES    FROM    MY    JOURNEY    THROUGH    ASIA. 


BY    SVEN    HEDIN. 


WHEN  one  at  home  at  his  desk  casts 
his  eyes  over  a  map  of  Asia,  and 
sees  the  graceful  curves  of  its  mountain 
ranges,  tlie  fine  winding  lines  vvliicli  be- 
token rivers,  the  blue  spots  tliat  are  lakes, 
and  the  yellow  spaces  that  mark  desert 
I'egions,  one  does  not  imagine  that  a  jour- 
ney over  the  great  real  map,  which  is  the 
continent  itself,  is  associated  with  difficul- 
ties and  discouragements,  and  demands 
deliberation  and  presence  of  mind.  One 
does  not  imagine  that  the  graceful  curves 
are  in  reality  the  abiding-places  of  an  arc- 
tic cold,  and  of  snow-storms  that  bury  the 
caravans  in  their  ice-cold  drifts;  or  that 
the  yellow  spaces  are  really  seas  of  sand, 
where  the  glance  for  weeks  seeks  in  vain 
for  a  trace  of  organic  life,  and  where 
the  traveller  is  doomed  to  die  of  thirst; 
nor  does  he  imagine  that  the  wandering 
sand  hills  are  like  so  many  burial- 
mounds  which  cover  a  culture  that 
disappeared  thousands  of  years  ago.  If, 
however,  one  ventures  to  make  the  at- 
tempt to  cross  the  earth's  greatest  conti- 
nent, and  submits  to  the  difficulties,  and 
dares  to  meet  the  dangers,  he  will  be 
more  than  amply  rewarded,  since,  if  he 
travels  with  open  eyes,  he  can  scarcely 
fail  to  bring  back  a  rich  harvest  of  dis- 
covery, as  well  in  the  field  of  geography 
as  in  that  of  archaeology. 

It  is  my  purpose  to  set  down  in  this 
article  some  remembrances  of  my  jour- 
ney through  Asia,  but  in  order  to  give 
the  reader  an  idea  of  the  length  of  routes 
and  the  distances  here  in  question,  I  must 
make  some  preliminary  explanations. 

It  was  on  the  16th  day  of  October,  1893, 
that  I  left  my  native  city  of  Stockholm 
for   a  journey  eastward    by   the  way  of 
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St.  Petersburg.  When  I  rode  through 
one  of  the  gates  of  Peking  on  the  2d  of 
March,  1897,  I  had  measured  off  on  552 
sheets  of  the  map  10,498  kilometres,*  or 
about  6561  miles,  which  is  the  distance 
twice  over  between  the  noi'thernmost  part 
of  Sweden  and  Bering  Strait  via  the  north 
pole,  and  one  and  a  half  times  the  dis- 
tance from  Cairo  to  Cape  Town — that  is, 
a  fourth  part  of  the  circumference  of  the 
earth.  When  we  add  to  this  the  13,000 
kilometres  (8125  miles)  which  I  trav- 
elled in  well-known  parts  of  the  conti- 
nent in  wagons  or  on  railways,  we  get  for 
the  whole  journey  a  distance  of  23,000 
kilometres— more  than  half  of  the  length 
of  the  equator.  Of  the  10.498  kilometres 
measured  on  the  map,  3250  led  through 
absolutely  unknown  regions.  The  routes 
of  march,  when  extended,  form  a  line  111 
metres  (121  yards)  long. 

From  Orenburg  I  drove  in  nineteen 
days  to  Tashkend,  and  then  aside  to  Mar- 
ghilan,  the  capital  city  of  Ferghana — a 
distance  of  2300  kilometres.  The  way 
led  through  the  boundless  Kii-ghiz  Steppe 
past  the  Sea  of  Aral.  Horses  are  changed 
over  a  hundred  times;  the  tarantass  rolls 
along  in  its  dizzy  journey  over  the  wil- 
derness; the  horses,  the  number  of  which 
varies  between  three  and  five,  run  out 
into  lines  across  the  plain ;  the  Kirghiz 
coachman  cries  out  and  cracks  his  whip; 
and  the  traveller  in  the  end  is  thoroughly 
beaten  to  a  pulp  in  the  uncushioned  ve- 
hicle. Day  and  night  we  hastened  tow- 
ard the  south;  but,  however  swift  that 
may  seem   to  be,  the  tarantass  remained 

*  A  kilometre  is  1093.6  yards,  and  consequently 
.62137  or  something  more  than  three-fiftlis  of  a 
mile. 
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tlie  c(Miti'al  ))()iiit  ill  one  and  the  same  un- 
clian^cablc  landscape.  At  last,  however, 
we  arrived  at  Taslikeiid,  the  capital  city 
of  West  Turkestan. 

In  Mai'<i;hilan  I  remained  a  couple  of 
weeks,  in  order  to  fit  out  the  first  cara- 
van, with  which  I  intended  to  cross  Pamir 
and  pass  on  to  Kasho-ar.  I  had  decnded 
to  go  on  in  the  middle  of  winter,  in  spite 
of  the  snow-covered  plateaus  and  high- 
lands. 

Almost  everybody  wai-ned  me  against 
it,  and  oflicers  serving  in  Pamir  pi-oph- 
esied  a  hard  journey,  and  advised  me  to 
wait  two  or  three  months.  A  captain 
who  had  wintered  the  year  before  at 
Murghab  said  that  I  would  expose  my- 
self and  the  caravan  to  the  greatest  dan- 
ger; that  even  an  inhabitant  of  the  North 
could  have  no  idea  of  the  cold  and  the 
snow-storms  which  i)revailed  in  Pamir 
during  the  winter.  Even  in  the  middle 
of  summer  tlie  temperature  goes  down 
not  infrequently  to  —10°  C.  (equal  to 
14°  F.).  and  snow-storms  rage.  The  pre- 
vious winter  the  temperature  sunk,  at  the 
end  of  January,  to  -43°  C.  (-45.4°  F.). 
and  snowfalls  were  customary  condi- 
tions. 

These  snowfalls  often  come  down 
out  of  a  sky  that  had  been  clear  an  in- 
stant hefore:  the  roads  in  a  moment 
are  covered  uj);  the  air  is  filled  with  fine 
driving  snow,  so  that  one  cannot  see  two 
steps  ahead  of  him;   one  loses  all   sense 
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of  locality;  one  must  immediately  stand 
still  and  wrap  himself  up  in  his  furs, 
and  may  thank  God  if  he  e.scapes  with 
his  life.  This  captain  advi-sed  me  dur- 
ing the  march  never  to  leave  the  cara- 
van; an  unexpected  snow-storm  miglit 
separate  me  from  it,  and  it  would  then  be 
impossible  to  find  it  again,  even  if  the 
distance  were  not  more  than  forty  ])aces. 
Evei'N'thing  is  enveloped  in  a  cloud  of 
driving  snow  ;  nothing  can  be  seen  — 
scarcely  the  horse  that  one  rides.  A  cry  of 
distress  cannot  be  heard:  a  gunshot  like- 
wise; every  sound  is  swallowed  up  in  the 
howling  of  the  storm:  and  the  traveller, 
alone  and  without  a  tent,  pi-o visions,  fui-s, 
and  blankets,  who  is  overtaken  l)y  such  a 
tempest,  may  resignedly  say  his  last  even- 
ing prayer. 

In  the  mean  time  I  did  not  allow  my- 
self to  be  frightened  out  of  my  purpose, 
but  set  out  on  the  2.')d  of  February.  1894, 
from  Marghilan,  with  twelve  horses  and 
four  men.  The  route  of  marcli,  as  had 
been  previously  determined,  led  over  the 
Alai  Mountains,  through  the  Tenghiz- 
Baj  Pass,  through  the  Alai  A^alley,  then 
over  the  Ti'ans-Alai.  and  on  past  tlie  lake 
Great  Kara-Kul.  to  the  little  Russian  forti- 
fication of  Pamirsky  Post,  on  the  Mur- 
ghab River — a  distance  in  all  of  489  kilo- 
metres. 

From     Marghilan     the     way     led     up 
through  the  valley  of  the  Jsfairan  River, 
which    is    the    stream    that    provides   the 
fields  round 

about    the    Fer- 
^  ghana       capital 

with  water  for 
irrigation.  The 
first  day's  jour- 
ney, to  the  vil- 
lage of  Austan, 
led  over  a  gen- 
tly ascending  re- 
gion up  through 
the  valley.  The 
counti'y  contin- 
ually became 
more  broken. 
The  road  ran 
steep  u])  the 
slo])e  on  the  left 
side  of  the  val- 
ley, where  the 
horses  climbed 
slowly  in  a  long 
line.  We  were 
in  a  short  time  so 
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high  up  above  the  bottom  of  tlie  valley 
that  tlie  rnshing-  of  the  stream  sounded 
only  like  a  distant  murniur.  The  road 
ascended  in  sliarp  zigzag-  windings  past 
cone-shaped  hills  of  sand  and  gravel,  now 
up,  now  down,  and  we  were  constantly 
obliged  to  cross  tlie  stream  on  small, 
unsteady  wooden  bridges.  One  of  them 
bore  the  significant  name  of  Tjukkurkop- 
rjuk,  or  "the  deep  bridge."  This  appeared 
from  the  road  high  above  it  like  a  slender 
stick  deep  down  in  the  gorge,  which  is 
here  extremely  narrow.  The  way  led 
head  over  heels  down  to  the  bridge,  and 
ascended  as  sharply  on  the  other  side.  At 
every  tenth  step  the  horses  stand  still  in 
order  to  recover  their  breath;  the  packs 
have  continually  to  be  set  to  rights,  as 
they  slip  forward  or  backward  ;  the  men's 
shrill  shouts  of  warning  send  back  a  ring- 
ing echo  from  the  straight  walls  of  rock ; 
and  the  procession  moves  cautiously  along 
over  the  nari-ow,  dangerous  road. 


A  short  distance  from  the  bridge  the 
foot-path  was  covered  witli  ice,  and  led 
out  on  to  a  snow-covered  declivity,  which, 
lower  down,  was  perpendicular, Avith  sharp 
slate  rocks  showing  at  the  bottom.  The 
first  horse,  cari'ying  two  hu'ge  fodder- 
sacks  and  my  camp-bed,  was  led  cau- 
tiously by  a  Kirgliiz  who  knew  the  way. 
Nevertheless,  he  slipped,  tried  in  vain  to 
regain  his  feet,  slid  down  the  declivity, 
turned  two  or  three  times  in  the  air,  fell 
on  the  slate  rocks  below,  and  thence  into 
the  stream,  while  the  contents  of  the  fod- 
der-sacks flew  like  chaft'  before  the  wind. 
A  loud  cry  rang  through  the  air,  and  the 
procession  halted.  We  all  ran  down  by 
roundabout  roads,  a  Kirghiz  lished  up 
my  camp-bed,  which  was  dancing  up  and 
down  on  the  water,  and  the  others  at- 
tempted to  get  out  the  horse.  As  he, 
however,  was  not  able  to  move,  they  took 
oif  their  clothes,  went  into  the  water,  and 
pulled   liim   up   on   the    bank.      He   had, 


668 


HARPER'S    NEW    MONTHLY    MAGAZINE. 


nevertheless,  to  l)e  al)andoiied,  as  lie  had 
broken  his  backbone  on  the  sharp  slate, 
and  his  death-struggles  cai-ried  him  again 
out  into  the  stream,  where  lie  lay.  The 
dangerous  ])la<'e  we  now  worked  over 
with  spades  and  axes  and  spi'ead  with 
sand.  Each  horse  was  led  by  a  man,  and  I 
do  not  need  to  add  that  I  crossed  on  foot. 

Twilight  in  the  mean  time  had  suddenly 
surprised  us.  The  cold  shadows  of  night 
wi'a])})ed  the  narrow  valley  in  their  dark 
veils,  and  only  the  vividly  gleaming  stars 
illuminated  the  impressive,  wild  land- 
scape with  their  pale  light.  I  had  been 
through  many  adventures  in  Asia,  dur- 
ing my  previous  journeys  in  1885-6  and 
1890-1,  but  the  hours  now  of  every  day's 
march  were  among  the  most  difficult  that 
1  had  ever  lived  through.  The  first  ice- 
covered  roads  were  merely  a  foretaste  of 
what  was  to  come.  They  followed  close 
upon  each  other,  and  were  formed  by  the 
melted  water  from  the  snow  lying  above 
running  down  over  the  w^ay  during  the 
dsiy  and  freezing  the  evening  after.  They 
became  continually  more  dangerous.  We 
crawled,  crept,  and  slid  ourselves  along 
past  abysses  that  were  waiting  for  their 
prey. 

Constant  delay  was  caused  by  the  fact 
that  steps  had  to  be  hewn  in  the  ice  and 
strewn  with  sand.  Every  horse  was  led 
by  a  man,  and  a  second  man  held  him  hv 
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the  tail  to  heal  hitn  if  lie  slip[)ed.  Many 
horses  fell,  but  regained  iheir  feet.  One  of 
them  slipped  agood  distance  down  through 
the  snow,  but  stopped  in  time,  and  was 
I'cleased  from  his  load,  which  was  again 
made  fast  up  on  the  road.  I  crept  a  hun- 
dred times,  for  metres,  upon  my  hands  and 
knees,  and  a  Kirghiz  followed  after  in 
order  to  be  able  to  hold  me  in  difficult 
places. 

It  was,  in  a  word,  a  dispiriting  journey, 
and  it  was  gloomy,  dark,  and  cold  in  the 
Isfairan  Valley.  The  silence  was  only 
broken  from  time  to  time  by  the  piercing 
cry  of  the  men  when  a  horse  fell,  or  by 
their  warning  shout  when  a.  dangeiMjus 
])lace  was  at  hand,  and  by  the  streams, 
here  everywhere  foaming  and  rushing, 
which  hurled  down  their  clear  water  be- 
tween round-washed  stones,  and  on  whose 
banks  an  Asiatic  river-god  ])layed  loudly 
on  his  harp.  We  had  wandered  along  for 
over  twelve  hours,  when,  tired,  cold,  and 
hungry,  we  finally  came  to  where  the  val- 
ley widened  out  at  Langar, where  two  fine 
yurts  awaited  us  with  blazing  fires. 

The  night  preceding  the  2Gth  of  Febru- 
ary, eight  Kirghiz  were  sent  ahead,  u])  on 
to  the  pass,  with  spades,  picks,  and  axes,  to 
cut  a  road,  and  the  caravan  followed  early 
the  next  morning.  At  Kai'a-Kija,  "black 
chasm,"  where  dark  perpendicular  cliff's 
shut  in  a  narrow  ])assage,  the  Kirghizwei-e 
engaged   in   cut- 

_^         ting  out  a  road. 

^^     ■  '-£^         Fortunately  the 

f[  —         little     mountain 

^  *1  horses,    each     of 

s^-  which  carries  80 

kilograms  (176 
lbs. ». are  remark- 
able. They  slip 
and  slide  long 
distances  out  on 
tlie  declivities, 
climb  straight 
-     ^  up      tlie      steep 

sl(»pes.  and  l)al- 
ance  themselves 
cold  blooded  on 
the  smooth,  slip- 
])erv  rocks.  At 
oiH^  })lace  the 
narrow  valley 
had  been  newly 
filled  up  by  an 
avalanche,  from 
whose  edge 

streams     rushed 


"  V,-.. 


A 


1>     M- 


IN   THE    ISFAIRAN    VALLEY. 


out  as  from  a  tunnel.  Here  we  met 
twelve  Kirg-liiz  from  Karategliiu,  wlio 
now  helped  to  cut  the  road.  Tlie  ascent 
was,  however,  so  steep  that  every  horse 
had  to  be  pushed  up  by  six  men. 

After  con  tinned  exertions  we  ap})roach- 
ed,  a  few  days  later,  a  trouf^h-shaped  de- 
pression in  the  ridge  of  the  Alai  chain, 
gently  ascending,  and  covered  with  snow 
to  the  deptli  of  two  metres.  A  deep 
and  nari'ow  path  had  been  tramped  out 
over  the  crust,  the  fii-m  bottom  of 
which  was  like  an  unstable  bridge  ovei*  a 
morass.  A  step  to  one  side  and  the  horse 
sank  completely  in  the  snow,  and  with  a 
great  loss  of  time  had  to  be  freed  from  his 
load  and  pulled  up  again  by  our  united 
strength.  In  countless  bendings  the  way 
wound  up  a  last  ridge,  and  after  the  horses' 
strength  had  been  put  to  the  utmost  test, 
we  finally  arrived  at  the  dreaded  Tenghiz- 
Baj,  3850'metres  (4200  yards,  or  12,600  feet) 
high. 


The  pass  was  on  all  sides  surrounded  by 
snowy  ridges,  and  only  here  and  there 
points  of  i-ocks  looked  out  naked  fi'om  the 
snow.  To  the  north  we  could  see  the  fur- 
row of  the  Isfairan  Valley,  which  we  liad 
now  finally  behind  and  below  us.  To 
the  .southeast  opened  a  tremendous  pano- 
rama: on  the  one  hand,  the  sharply  mark- 
ed ridges  of  the  Alais  a})peared  in  the  dis- 
tance, and  on  tlie  other  the  Alai  Valley, 
and  the  mountain  chain  of  the  Trans-Alai 
in  the  most  beautiful  blue  and  white  tones, 
with  tops  that  disa])])eai"ed  in  clouds  and 
snow,  and  ice-fields  that  gleamed  with  a 
dazzling  brilliance. 

On  the  southei'n  side  of  the  ])ass  our 
caravan  wandered  down  through  deep 
drifts  to  the  broad  Alai  Valley,  which  is 
traversed  from  east  to  west  by  tlie  river 
Kizil-Su.  The  descent  at  the  beginning 
was  steep,  and  newly  fallen  avalanches 
blocked  the  valley.  One  of  the  largest 
was  400  metres  (435.6  yards)  wide,  and  all 
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of  20  metres  deep.  It  had  fallen  tlie  pre- 
ceding- day,  and  Llie  Kirgliiz  said  that  we 
could  be  happy  that  it  had  then  occui'red, 
and  that  we  had  escaped  its  violence.  The 
avalanches  plunge  down  into  the  valle\'S 
witli  such  overwlielming-  force  and  weight 
that  their  lowest  strata  are  changed  by 
the  pressure  to  ice,  and  the  unfortunate 
victim  who  is  buried  under  them  is  actu- 
ally frozen  within  a  mass  of  ice  as  hard 
as  glass. 

The  next  day's  march  led  further  down 
through  drifts;  and  as.  besides  this,  it  had 
begun  to  snow,  and  the  whole  region  was 
wrapped  in  an  impenetrable  fog. we  were 
obliged  to  have  ourselves  piloted  by  a  Kir- 
ghiz, who  went  ahead  and  sounded  the 
depth  witii  a  long  staff.  Often  he  dis- 
appeared altogether,  and  had  to  turn  back 
for  a  long  distance  in  order  to  try  to  find 
the  path  in  another  direction.  In  the  af- 
ternoon there  was  a  regular  fall  of  snow, 
and,  according  to  the  Kirgliiz,  a  violent 
snow-storm  was  raging  in  the  Tenghiz-Baj 
Pass,  which  we  could  consider  ourselves 
lucky  to  have  escaped. 

During  the  whole  march  throngh  the 
Alai  Valley  the  snow  lay  so  deej)  that  we 
liad  to  make  use  of  four  camels,  which 
were  led  ahead  of  us,  in  order  to  tramp  out 
a  path  in  the  snow  where  the  horses  could 
follow.  The  cold  was  sharp,  and  the  tem- 
perature sank  on  the  6th  of  March,  atUr- 
tak,  to  —34.5°  C.  (-30.1°  F.).  The  re- 
gion is  desolate,  and  only  a  few  times  Ave 
passed  b^^  a  little  tent  village  of  the  Kir- 
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ghiz.  which  lay  snowed  in  at  the  opening 
of  a  valley. 

Over  the  Xizil-Art  Pass,  which  is  4370 
metres  high  (4760  yards,  or  14.298  feeti, 
we  arrived,  on  the  10th  of  March,  at  the 
Great  Kara-Kul  Lake.  I  desired  lo  in- 
vestigate its  depth,  and  made  my  way, 
accordingly,  with  men  and  horses,  over 
the  ice,  while  the  rest  of  the  caravan 
went  on  to  a  meeting-place  that  had  been 
agreed  upon.  In  spite  of  the  great  con- 
tent of  salt,  the  ice  in  the  eastern  half  of 
the  lake  was  up  to  106  centimetres  (about 
3^  feet)  thick,  but  in  the  western  half 
only  half  a  metre.  We  made  seven  sound- 
ings, and  found  the  considerable  de])th  of 
2304-  metres  (251  yards).  The  latent 
strain  to  which  the  ice  is  subjected  was 
plainly  disturbed  to  some  extent  when 
our  caravan  went  over  it,  as  the  strangest 
sounds,  like  shots,  whistlings,  and  subma- 
rine explosions.  ])i'Oceeded  from  it.  The 
horses  were  frightened  at  it,  and  even  my 
men  thought  it  unpleasant.  My  Sart  ser- 
vant from  Fei'ghana  believed  it  was  big 
fishes  that  struck  their  heads  against  the 
ice,  bnt  the  Kirghiz  were  able  to  quiet  him 
with  the  fact  tliat  there  are  no  such  in- 
habitants in  Kara-Kul. 

The  soundings  occupied  two  days,  and 
when  the  last  holes  were  cut  in  the  ice 
the  men  set  out  to  look  up  the  principal 
caravan,  which  had  gone  around  the  lake. 
With  one  Kirghiz  I  remained  behind  in 
the  twilight  in  order  to  make  the  last 
sounding.  When  all  was  cleared  u}),  we 
too  set  out  in  the 
darkness. 

When  we 

came  to  the 
shore  we  lost  the 
othei's'track.and 
we  rode  after- 
wards hour  af- 
ter hour  in  the 
black  davkness, 
until  the  horn  of 
the  moon  arose 
above  the  hori- 
zon and  light- 
ed tlie  desolate 
landscape,  where 
no  life  appeared 
and  no  sound 
was  heard.v  We 
stood  still,  time 
after  time,  and 
shouted,  but  re- 
ceived no  reply. 
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Tlie  moon  disappeared  in  niolit  fofr-s.  ^Ve 
rode  uiiinteri'upted] y  for  many  liours,  1)ut 
without  seeinp^  a  trace  of  our  comrades. 
Tliey  liad  plainly  taken  another  way,  hut 
which?  Ag-ain  we  rod(^  an  honr's  tinie.bul, 
as  all  onr  seekin^^  was  in  vain,  we  came  to  a 
halt  on  the  low, level  sand  i)hnn,  where  the 
snow  lay  in  thin,  lif^ht  patches.  Here  we 
set  up  a  ])rimitive  camp.  The  < ravel  1  in, li'- 
bags,  with  maps,  note-books,  thermome- 
ters, etc., were  made  into  a  ]>illow  forme, 
and  the  horses  were  tied  too-other  with  a 
rope,  so  tliat  they  could  not  run  away. 
Tlie  ])oor  animals, who  liad  noteat(ui  dur- 
ini>-  the  whole  day.  scrai^ed  up  the  sand 
with  their  hoofs,  hut  only  found  'Meres- 
ken  ""  roots,  as  hard  as  wood,  which  they, 
however,  chewed  with  eaa-eriu^ss. 

We  sat  and  talked  until  one  o'clock'  in 
the  morniuir,  aiul  fi'io-htened  each  othei* 
with  a  multitude  of  wolf-stories— wolves 
are  connnon  in  tliis  re_<i-ion — hut  my  Kir- 
jjrhiz  believed  that  the  horses  would  warn 


us  if  dano-ei"  were  at  hand.  Aftei*  the  con- 
versation had  ended  fi'om  weariness,  we 
wra))ped  oin-selves  up  in  our  she(>])skin 
coats,  and  cn^pt  tofi(Mher  in  the  Kirohiz 
mannei'.  that  is.  on  the  kii(M\s.  face  down, 
with  the  f()i'eh(>ad  towai-d  the  around,  and 
the  he(ds  to  th<^  wind  wai'd  side.  ( )ne  must 
1)(^  a  Iviro-hi/  in  oihUm-  to  be  able  to  sleep 
in  this  position.  iNFy  servant  even  snored. 
As  I.  how(>ver.  did  not  ^-ot  a  wink  of 
slee}).  I  tri(Hl  a  jnore  Kuropc^ui  ])osition; 
but.  ])ierced  thi-ouoh  hy  the  cold  of  the 
niuht,  I  was  oblig-ed  to  o-et  u])  and  move 
about. 

It  was  fortunate  that  the  t(Mnj)ei'ature 
only  went  down  to  — ir).5"C.  (5.9"  F.), 
but  it  was  severe  weather  in  which  to 
s])en{l  the  nio-ht  in  the  open  aii'.  without 
tea  or  an  eviMiinii'  m<\al.  ajid  with<^ut  suf- 
liciently  wai'ui  clothino-.  Only  after  the 
sun  rose  was  I  able  to  slee]).  and  later  in 
the  day  we  finally  found  the  cai-avan. 

The  foUowino-  day  we  rod(»  uj)  through 
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the  Muz-Kol  Valley,  where  I  observed  for 
the  first  time  ii  most  remarkable  phenom- 
enon. From  the  level  plain  two  springs 
burst  forth,  whose  water  gradually  freezes 
in  layers.  By  this  means  two  "volca- 
noes "  of  ice  had  been  formed,  the  one 
eight,  the  other  live,  metres  high.  The 
water,  however,  continually  trickled  out 
of  the  opening  of  the  "crater,"  and  the 
"volcanoes"'  were,  without  a  doubt,  des- 
tined to  gi'ow  still  more  in  the  course  of 
the  winter. 

The  18th  of  March  we  rode  down  into 
the  valley  of  the  Murghab.  In  the  dis- 
tance appeared  the  little  Russian  fortili- 
cation,  from  whose  northwestern  barbette 
floated  Russia's  Hag  on  the  "roof  of  the 
world."  As  we  approached,  one  hundred 
and  sixty  Cossacks  were  drawn  up  on  the 
road,  who  hurrahed  loudly.  At  the  gate 
I  was  heartily  greeted  by  the  comman- 
dant and  his  six  officers,  and  a  room  was 
made  ready  for  me. 

Afterward  we  met  at  noon  in  the  otiicers' 
casino.  Greetings  were  extended  from 
Marghilan;  a  thousand  questions  were 
interchanged  concerning  the  adventurous 


winter  ride  across  Pamir  ;  and  when, 
finally,  the  sparkling  Turkestan  wnne 
was  brought  on,  a  toast  was  proposed  in 
a  sympathetic  speech  by  the  commandant 
to  King  Oscar.  It  went  along  merrily 
on  the  "roof  of  the  world,"  3610  metres 
(11,748  feet)  above  the  level  of  the  sea,  far 
from  the  noisy  world,  in  the  middle  of 
Asia,  and  in  a  region  where  our  nearest 
neighbors  were  the  wild  sheep  of  the 
rocks,  the  wolves  of  the  wilderness,  and 
the  imperial  eagles  of  the  heavens. 

From  Pamirsky  Post  I  continued  on  to 
Kashgar,  but,  after  resting  some  time, 
turned  back  to  Pamir,  where  during  the 
summer  of  1891  everything  was  set  in 
motion  to  undertake  the  exploration  of 
the  gigantic  mountain  Muz-Tagh-Ata,  "the 
father  of  all  ice  mountains,"  who  lifts  his 
head,  mailed  in  snow  and  ice,  to  a  height 
of  7800  metres  (25,527  feet)  above  the  sea- 
level,  and,  accordingly,  is  one  of  the  high- 
est mountains  of  the  earth.  Four  times 
I  attempted  to  ascend  the  mountain,  but 
attained  a  height  of  only  6300  metres. 
My  companions  were  made  up  of  Kirghiz 
and  yaks.       As    we   found   that   the   dis- 
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down  in  tlie  snow.  One  of  tliem  even 
said  that  he  tliouolit  lie  sliould  die.  The 
tliree  of  us  who  remained  continued  on 
with  two  3'aks,  the  two  men  complaining- 
ceaselessly  of  splitting  headache. 

At  a  height  of  6000  metres  (19,635  feet) 
we  were  overtaken  by  twilight,  and  as 
our  strength  was  exhausted,  we  decided 
to  hurry  down  to  the  camp. 

The  16th  of  August  we  attacked  the 
mountain  for  the  last  time,  and  decided 
to  attempt  the  ascent  in  two  days. 

Provided    with   a   complete   equipment 


tance  from   the   village   Su-Bashi,  at  the 
western  foot  of  the  mountain,  to  the  top 
was  so  great  that  it  could  not  be  made  in 
one  day,  we  decided   to  move  the  camp 
up  to  a  height  of  4300  metres.      Here  w^e 
afterward  pitched  our  tents  for  a  couple 
of  months,  in  order  to  ascend  the  moun- 
tain  from    this   base  and    to  explore   its 
glaciers,  which,  like   long    arms    of    ice, 
stretch   downward   through   cliannels   in 
the  mountain  as  much  as  400  metres  deep. 
On  the  6th  of  August  tlie  weather  was 
splendid,  and  with  my  companions  I  set 
out   before   sun- 
rise.     It  was  bit- 
ing cold,  and  the         ""^^ 
yaks     struggled 
slowly     up     the 
ascent.         After 
an  hour's  travel- 
ling, Monte  Rosa 
(4638  metres)  lay 
beneath  u-s,  and  ; 

after  another  we  ^ 
vanquished  Mont 
Blanc  (4810  me- 
tres). The  whole 
of  Europe  and 
Australia  lay 
under  our  feet. 
After  a  couple  of 
hard  hours  more 
we  had  subdued 
the  whole  conti- 
nent of  North 
America,  with 
its  culmination- 
point.  Mount  St. 
Elias  (5520  me- 
tres). Kilima- 
Njaro,  the  high- 
est mountain  of  Africa  (6000  metres),  was  of  provisions,  tent,  and  fu(^h  together  with 
tlie  next  one  in  question,  and  we  con-  an  escort  of  six  Kirghiz,  my  faithful  Sai't 
quered  that.  servant,  Islam  Baj,  and  ten  yaks,  I  went 
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We  went  now  on  the  very  brink  of  the 
wall  of  rock  which  plunges  perpendicu- 
larly down  to  the  surface  of  the  Yam-Bu- 
lak  Glacier,  and  in  the  depth  the  bright  ice 
showed, scored  through  by  gaping  fissures. 

At  a  height  of  5000  nietres  two  of  the 
yaks  refused  to  exert  themselves  in  the 
least,  and  were  consequently  left  behind. 
A  little  higher  up  two  of  the  Kirghiz  dis- 
mounted and  left  their  yaks,  insisting 
that  it  was  better  to  go  on  foot.  One, 
however,  presently  remained  behind,  and 
then  another,  and  finally  a  third,  all  sink- 
ing down  froin  weariness  and  headache, 
and   falling  asleep   as   soou  as  they   lay 
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up  the  western  side  of  the  mountain,  in 
the  same  place  as  on  the  6tli  of  August. 
At  a.  height  of  6300  metres  (20,616  feet) 
we  set  up  the  little  temi)orary  tent  in  the 
snow,  and  anchored  it  down  with  ropes. 

In  the  beginning  everything  went  well, 
and  we  built  a  big  fire  of  yaks'  dung, 
which  warmed  us  well  and  limbei*ed  up 
our  stifi'ened  limbs,  l)ut  tilled  the  tent 
with  sutl'ocating  smoke  that  made  our 
eyes  smart,  and  only  found  its  way  out 
through  the  open  entrance.  The  snow 
melted  in  the  tent,  but  when  the  fire  went 
down  it  was  changed  again  into  a,  cake  of 
ice. 
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In  the  mean  time  tlie  Kirghiz  beg-an 
by  degrees  to  complain  of  lieadache,  and 
two  of  them  were  so  ill  from  it  that  tliey 
begged  to  be  allowed  to  return,  which  was 
the  more  readily  granted  as  they  plainly 
were  unfit  for  further  hardships.  Of  other 
symptoms,  that  came  on  more  and  more 
in  the  evening-  and  night,  may  be  men- 
tioned a  continuous  ringing  in  the  ears, 
partial  deafness,  a  rapid  pulse,  and  a  lower 
bodily  temperature  than  under  normal 
conditions,  absolute  sleeplessness,  appar- 
ently mostly  as  a  consequence  of  head- 
ache, which  toward  morning  became  un- 
bearable, together  now  and  then  with 
slight  attacks  of  asthma.  The  Mussul- 
mans lamented  uninterruptedly  the  whole 
night.  The  sheepskin  garments  felt  fear- 
fully heavy  and  oppressive,  the  lying  po- 
sition impeded  the  breath,  and  one  plain- 
ly noted  the  quick,  noisy  beating  of  the 
heart. 

When  tea  and  bread  were  served  they 
were  not  taken ;  and  as  night  overtook 
us  with  its  darkness  there  was  observable 
among  the  Kirghiz  a  spirit  of  dejection, 
as  they  were  as  little  accustomed  as  I  to 
spend  a  night  more  than  20,000  feet  above 
the  level  of  the  sea— twenty-one  Eiffel 
Towers  on  top  of  one  another. 

A  more  tremendous  camping -place  I 
had,  however,  never  occupied — upon  the 
snow-covered  steep  of  one  of  the  highest 
mountains  of  the  earth,  at  wiiose  feet 
tongues  of  ice,  streams,  and  lakes  were 
just  enwrapped  in  the  veil  of  night,  and 
on  whose  sides  here  and  there  were  the 
most  fantastic  glaciers.  We  only  needed 
to  take  some  few  steps  to  the  south  to  fall 
into  an  abyss  400  metres  (1308  feet)  deep, 
upon  blue  gleaming  ice  as  bright  as 
steel. 

I  went  out  into  the  night  in  order  to  ob- 
serve how  the  full  moon  arose  in  the  dark 
blue  heavens  and  obscured  the  stars  that 
just  before  had  been  sparkling  brightly. 
W^e  were  not  far  from  the  infinite  space 
of  the  universe,  and  the  queen  of  night 
accordingly  appeared  here  in  a  S])lendor 
so  dazzling  that  one  could  only  look  at 
her  with  effort.  One  seemed  to  see  a 
brightly  polished  silver  shield  in  the  sun- 
light, or  a  gigantic  electric  light.  Gently 
and  with  dignity  she  ascended  over  the 
rocky  walls  which  wei-e  set  jibout  tli«^ 
glacier  passages,  and  which,  dark  and 
im])osing,  indicated  their  i)erpendicular 
sides.  In  the  depth  of  (he  abyss  lay  the 
glacier  in  shadow.      At  times  was  heard 


a  dull  report,  as  a  new  crack  was  formed, 
or  the  crash  of  blocks  and  pieces  from 
the  mountain's  mailed  coat  of  ice.  Over 
our  camping-place  the  moon  poured  out 
its  silver  in  the  richest  measure,  and  pro- 
duced entrancing  efi'ects.  The  yaks  stood 
dark  against  the  wliite  snow,  with  sharp- 
ly defined  outlines  and  lowered  heads,  as 
silent  as  the  stones  to  which  they  were 
tied  ;  only  occasionally  their  teeth  ground 
against  the  cartilage  of  their  upper  jaws, 
or  the  snow  creaked  under  tlieir  feet 
when  they  changed  their  position.  The 
tent  looked  like  the  body  of  a  sitting 
giant. 

The  three  Kirghiz  wlio  could  find  no 
room  inside  built  a  fire  between  a  couple 
of  great  stones,  and  when  it  went  out 
tlie\^  crouched  down,  with  their  heads  to 
the  ground,  resting  upon  their  knees  and 
enwrapped  in  tlieir  sheepskins,  and  crept 
together  around  the  dying  coals  like  bats 
in  vvintei'. 

Intensely  dark,  long,  thin  shadows  of 
the  tent  and  the  yaks  fell  along  the 
northwestern  slope,  sharply  pointed  off 
against  the  glittering  snow-fields,  where 
a  million  little  ice  crystals  gleamed 
like  glowworms.  Kound  about  the  tent, 
whei'e  the  snow  was  ti-amped  down,  light 
and  shadow  intei-changed  in  small  patch- 
es. On  the  steep  slopes  to  the  northwest 
the  fai'-extended  field  formed  in  changing 
detail  beautiful  I'oundings  and  imposing 
surface  foi'ms  modelled  in  snow  by  the 
playful  winds. 

Q'he  scenej'v  is  most  beautiful  under 
the  light  of  the  moon.  Overwhelmed 
by  its  sight,  one  stands  as  if  fixed  fast 
in  the  creaking  snow  and  looks  and 
admires.  It  is  a  play  of  magic  so  tre- 
mendous that  neither  })en  nor  brush  is 
even  approximately  able  faithfully  to 
represent  it.  Natui-e's  architecture  here 
is  already  a  daring  masterpiece — the  bhu^ 
glaciers  enclosed  between  their  black 
walls  of  rock  mailed  with  fields  of  ice 
and  snow,  and  the  three-headed  mountain 
giant  who  lifts  himself  over  the  earth  into 
unknown  s})aces.  To  the  left  we  see,  sev- 
eral hundred  metres  above  us,  the  begin- 
ning I'egions  of  the  glaciers  bathed  in  the 
moonlight.  On  the  dark  ridge  in  the 
southeast  little  elves  clothed  in  white 
veils  are  dancing  a  i)reakne('k  contra- 
dance  [)ast  the  moon,  here  over  the  gla- 
cier's ice,  there  over  the  northern  sum- 
mits. The  light  clouds,  driven  by  a  gen- 
tle south  wind,  produce  before  the  moon 
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concentric  rings  of  rainbow  colors,  halos 
and  other  forms  succeeding  eacli  other  in 
quickly  changing  pictures.  One's  fan- 
tasy does  not  need  to  exert  itself  to  trans- 
form these  clouds  to  what  it  will — to 
ghosts  in  white  garments  pursuing  each 
other;  to  dancing  elves;  to  sportive  moun- 
tain trolls;  to  the  mountain  king  on  a 
wooing  journey  witli  his  sons;  or  to  souls 
of  the  dead,  conducted  by  their  guard- 
ian angels  arraj'ed  in  white  robes  away 
from  the  earth  to  more  blissful  regions. 
Unheeding  the  cold,  one  stands  fast  fet- 
tered in  the  snow,  and  follows  with  aston- 
ishment and  wonder  this  hurrying  pro- 
cession, and  the  strange  fantastic  disorder 
which  in  a  thousand  forms  passes  by. 

All  is  silent.  No  echo  answers  from 
the  opposite  cliff.  The  thin  air  is  in- 
active, and  needs  an  avalanche  to  set  it  in 
vibration.  The  breathing  of  the  yaks  is 
seen,  but  not  heard ;  they  stand  silent  and 
immovable,  as  if  held  fast  by  a  feeling  of 
exaltation.  The  clouds  drift  noisele.ssly 
by.  The  moon  seems  particularly  to  ob- 
serve these  rash  beings  who  venturously 
dare  one  of  the  mountain  giants  of  the 
earth,  and  it  is  a  strange  feeling  to  be  so 
far  removed  from  the  rest  of  the  world. 
The  externals  of  things  take  such  hold  of 
the  mind  that  it  is  hard  to  comprehend 
that  four  continents  lie  under  our  feet, 
and  that  a  geodetic  line  placed  round  about 
the  earth  at  the  point  where  we  are  would 
only  cut  off  the  tops  of  an  easily  reckoned 
number  of  the  mountains  of  Asia  and 
South  America.  We  feel  more  distinctly 
than  ever  before  our  own  insignificance 
in  comparison  with  the  inconceivable  ex- 
tent of  creation  ;  we  seem  to  ourselves  to 
stand  upon  the  edge  of  the  silent,  cold, 
boundless  spaces  of  the  universe. 

What  a  difference  in  feeling  there  was 
within  the  tent!  We  froze  so  that  our 
teeth  chattered,  the  cold  penetrated  every- 
where, and  the  disagreeable  smoke  de- 
prived us  of  all  desire  to  taste  of  tea.  It 
was  an  uncomfortable  and  long  night, 
that  seemed  as  if  it  would  never  end,  but 
finally  the  sun  rose  and  shone  over  the 
top  of  Muz-Tagh-Ata.  The  day  was  not, 
however,  a  very  fortunate  one.  In  the 
morning  it  already  began  to  blow,  and 
the  inhospitable  region  was  quickly 
wrapped  up  in  an  impenetrable  cloud 
of  fine  dry  snow,  whicli  drove  iiito  the 
tent.  At  noon  the  snow-storm  was  in 
full  force,  and  it  was  plain  that  the  day 
was    lost.     We   had    nothing  else  to   do 
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but  to  pull  our  great-coats  about  us  and 
to  pack  up  our  things.  Thereupon  we 
mounted  the  yaks  and  went  down  in  a 
rush  through  the  drifts.  The  yaks  actual- 
ly threw  themselves  headlong  down  the 
declivities,  dived  like  otters  through  the 
snow,  and  in  spite  of  their  heavy,  clumsy 
bodies,  did  not  slip  or  stumble  once.  One 
sits  in  the  saddle  as  if  in  a  boat  rocking 
on  a  high  sea,  and  he  will  liave  himself 
to  blame  if  he  is  not  sure  in  the  knees. 
Often  one  must  throw  himself  backward 
so  that  he  lies  on  the  yak  back  to  back, 
and  balances  his  \vhole  body  in  time  watli 
its  unexpected,  but  frequent  and  skilful 
manoeuvres.  It  was  fine,  when  we  had 
the  last  snow-cloud  above  us,  to  see  again 
our  camping-place,  which  lay  below  us  in 
"the  depth,"  4300  metres  high.  There 
we  had  a  much-needed  dinner,  with  boil- 
ing-hot tea,  and  when  the  spirit  of  life 
had  again  come  into  action,  we  fell,  each 
one  in  his  corner,  into  a  longed-for  and 
heavy  sleep.  The  w^hole  following  day 
we  felt  like  convalescents  after  a  long 
sickness. 

The  adventures  which  I  had  in  Pamir 
are  so  many  and  varied  that  I  can  here 
only  hint  at  them.  For  months  I  lived, 
a  single  European,  among  the  Kirghiz  no- 
mads, whose  life  and  customs  I  studied, 
whose  food  I  ate,  and  whose  language  I 
spoke.  Once  more  I  crossed  the  plateau 
of  Pamir,  from  east  to  west.  I  sailed  on 
Little  Kara-Kul  in  a  boat  made  of  horse- 
skins,  rode  over  the  snow-covered  pass, 
visited  the  Russian -English  boundary 
commission,  which  in  the  summer  of 
1895  met  on  the  desolate  plateau,  and 
have  now  a  fund  of  remembrances  from 
all  these  wanderings. 

After  having  wintered  in  Kashgar,  the 
westernmost  city  of  China,  I  set  out  anew, 
on  the  17th  of  February,  1895,  with  two 
large  wagons  on  high  wheels,  whicli,  slow 
and  creaking,  carried  me,  my  servant,  and 
my  baggage  to  the  village  of  Merket,  at 
the  middle  of  the  Yarkand-Daria.  In  the 
city  of  Yarkand  we  -bought  eight  mag- 
nificent male  camels  accustomed  to  trav- 
elling in  the  desert. 

My  plan  was  to  cross  the  desert  of  Tak- 
la-Makan  between  the  Yarkand-Daria  and 
the  Khotan-Daria,  which  I  believed  to  be 
easy  if  we  followed  the  supposed  moun- 
tain chain  of  Masar-Tagh,  at  whose  feet 
the  edge  of  the  sand  would  be  shallow, 
and  where  we,  indeed,  might  find  springs, 
vegetation,  and  traces  of  ancient  culture. 
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Pi-jcvalsky,  in  liis  jouiMiey  near  the  Kho- 
tan-Dui'iaJiad  seen  in  the  distance  a  moun- 
tain, Masai'-Tajih  by  name,  wliieli  he  sup- 
posed stretched  transversely  across  tiie 
desert.  I  too  Avas  convinced  of  this,  as 
I  found  at  the  village  of  Maral-Bashi  a 
mountain  of  the  same  name. 

The  distance  between  the  rivers  is  only 
800  kilometres  (186^  miles),  and  it  was 
my  intention  that  after  we  had  crossed 
the  desert  we  should  continue  on  to 
northern  Thibet.  For  this  purpose  we 
took  with  us  a  very  complete  equipment 
in  provisions,  conserves,  winter  clothing, 
tents,  arms,  ammunition,  and  the  like, 
and  the  camels  were  very  heavily  laden, 
especially  as  they  also  carried  a  supply 
of  water  for  twenty-five  days,  when  we 
left  Merket.  on  the  10th  of  April,  and 
took  our  way  eastward  toward  the  desert. 

My  follow'ing-  consisted,  besides  this,  of 
two  splendid  dogs,  one  of  whom  ran  away 
when  we  left  the  last  vegetation;  and  the 
other,  JoUdasch,  "fellow-traveller,"  who 
had  been  my  faithful  companion  during 
my  journeys  in  Pamir,  died  of  thirst. 
Further,  we  had  three  sheep,  which  were 
slaughtt  i'ed,  one  after  the  otlier  •,  ten  hens, 
and  a  cock,  who  waked  us  in  the  morn- 
ing. During  the  first  days  we  found 
every  morning  one  or  two  eggs  in  the 
basket  that  held  the  fowls,  which  was  en- 
throned highest  up  on  a  camel,  but  after 
the  water  began  to  fail,  the  hens  ceased  to 
lay. 

Finally,  I  had  four  men — my  faithful 
body-servant,  Islam  Baj,  who  was  with 
me  for  over  thi*ee  years,  all  the  w^ay  from 
Marghilan  to  Urga,  in  Mongolia;  Kasiin, 
from  Yarkand,  Muhamed  Schah,  from 
the  same  place;  and  Kasim,  called  the 
"desert  man,"  from  Yangi-Hissar.  Tiie 
last-named  was  a  gold-seeker  by  profes- 
sion. There  are  to  be  found  in  the  belt 
round  about  the  edge  @f  the  desert  a 
whole  race  of  good-for-nothings  who 
blindly  believe  that  they  sooner  or  later 
will  find  great  treasures  hidden  in  it.  In 
some  regions,  too,  the  desert  is  called  Dek- 
ken-Dekka,  in  that  it  is  believed  that  lOUi 
cities  are  swallowed  up  in  the  sand.  I 
heard  one  man  assert  that  he  found  a  city 
in  every  house  of  wliich  Chinese  silver 
coins  lay  in  heaps.  lie  had  taken  as  many 
as  he  was  able  to  can-y.  but  wlien  he  was 
about  to  turn  away  with  his  booty  a  {)ack 
of  wild-cats  rushed  out,  who  territied  hiiu 
into  letting  everything  go  and  taking  lo 
flight.      Since  then  he  had  not  been  able 


to  find  the  place  again.  In  another  an- 
cient city  had  been  found  the  bodies  of 
men  in  such  a  })ositioii  that  they  seemed 
to  have  been  suddenly  overtaken  by  death 
in  the  midst  of  their  labor.  I  heard  many 
such  peculiar  and  fantastic  tales,  wiiicli 
only  increased  the  enticement  to  my  dan- 
gerous journey. 

We  had  not  proceeded  far  before  we 
were  impeded  by  heavy  sand  dunes,  for 
which  reason  we  decided  to  go  toward 
the  northeast  until  we  approached  ]\Iasar- 
Tagh.  "We  therefore,  at  the  beginning. 
kept  so  near  the  Yarkand-Daria  that  we 
could  dig  eveiw  evening  to  the  spring- 
water  for  the  use  of  the  animals,  and 
only  needed  to  keep  a  short  supply  of 
fresh  river- water  in  the  iron  reservoirs 
for  ourselves. 

During  the  first  thirteen  days  every- 
thing went  finel3%  and  where  the  sand 
was  low  we  found  here  and  there  a  vege- 
tation made  up  of  reeds,  poplars,  and 
tamarix  {Lasiagi-ostis  sjjlendeiis,  Populiis 
cUvei'S /flora,  and  Tamarix  elongata),  and 
finally  we  approached,  rightly  enough,  a 
mountain  which  we  presumed  was  a 
continuation  of  Masar-Tagh.  At  its  foot 
were  spread  out  a  number  of  beautiful 
little  lakes,  plainly  foi-med  by  tributaries 
of  the  Yarkand-Daria.  In  the  reeds  were 
ducks  and  geese,  on  the  shores  poplars, 
and  at  the  foot  of  the  mountain  ante- 
lopes. We  rested  here  for  two  days,  and 
remembered  this  place,  after  a  couple  of 
weeks,  as  a  paradise. 

The  23d  of  April  we  continued  toward 
the  soutlieast.  The  mountain  straight- 
way disappeared  in  the  dusty  air.  and 
we  afterward  saw  no  trace  of  any  moun- 
tain whatsoever.  A  sea  of  sand  stretched 
out  before  us.  The  camels  looked  calm 
and  secure,  and  had  no  premonition  of 
the  treacherous  wilderness  that  awaited 
them,  and  even  the  men  kept  up  their 
courage,  and  believed  that  we  should  be 
able  to  cross  the  desert. 

After  an  hour's  march  we  came  into 
high,  heavy  sand  hills,  where  here  and 
there  a  bush  could  still  be  seen.  Here 
one  of  our  dogs  I'an  away.  He  was  a 
clever  animal,  who  knew  wkat  he  was 
doing,  and  would  no  longer  follow  us  on 
our  mad  journey.  At  evening  we  camped 
by  the  last  bushes,  whose  twigs  were  eat- 
en by  the  camels.  A  well  was  dug,  but 
l)roduced  no  water.  When  we  left  the 
little  lakes.  I  had  ordered  the  men  to  fill 
the  cisterns  with  w^ater  to  last  ten  days. 
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and  only  when  it  was  too  late  I  learned 
that  they  liad  merely  taken  enough  for 
four  days.  I  reproached  Kasini  the  "des- 
ert man,"  who  had  undertaken  to  con- 
duct us  through  the  desert,  but  he  replied 
that  we  could  be  perfectly  at  rest;  that 
it  was  only  six  days  from  the  lakes  to 
the  Khotan-Daria,  and  that  at  a  distance 
of  two  days  from  the  river  we  would  be 
able  to  dig-  down  to  water.  As  his  state- 
ments corresponded  with  the  maps  tliat 
I  had,  and  he  had  always  shown  before 
that  he  knew  the  country,  I  depended 
upon  him,  and  we  continued  blindly  on 
toward  the  waste. 

The  24th  we  set  out  and  made  a  long 
journey.  Every  sign  of  life  now  disap- 
peared; not  a  fly  buzzed  in  the  air;  not 
a  wind-driven  yellow  leaf  was  there  to 
cover  the  ground ;  the  butterflies  and 
mosquitoes,  which  before  had  fluttered 
around  in  the  light,  were  as  if  they  had 
been  blown  away  —  an  ocean  of  sand 
stretched  out  on  all  sides,  without  a  point 
upon  which  to  rest  the  eyes. 

The  day  after  disappeared  even  the  lit- 
tle infrequent  spots  of  bare  ground  free 
from  sand  upon  which  we  previously  had 
set  up  our  camp  at  night  —  everything 
now  was  sand.  Even  now  a  large  black 
camel  had  fallen  sick.  He  stopped  con- 
tinually and  lay  down,  and  refused  final- 
ly to  go  on.  It  is  with  a  feeling  of  terror 
that  one  sees  the  ship  of  the  desert,  upon 
which  one  is  in  such  a  high  degree  de- 
pendent, become  wrecked.  His  load  was 
distributed  among  the  others.  We  found 
that  he  had  a  large  sore  on  his  back. 
He  was  given  a  bundle  of  hay,  taken 
from  his  own  pack-saddle,  together  with 
half  a  bucket  of  water,  and  was  afterward 
led  by  one  of  the  men.  Along  toward 
evening  it  was  up  with  another  camel, 
which  made  it  necessary  to  camp. 

The  sand  in  which  we  went  is  ex- 
tremely fine  and  yellow,  and  forms  an 
uninterrupted  labyrinth  of  hills  up  to 
150  feet  in  height,  which  one  must  pass 
over.  It  is  necessary  to  seek  the  best  pas- 
sageway, and  one  must  accordingly  make 
long  detours.  Botli  Islam  and  I  were 
])rovided  with  compasses.  Without  them 
one  would  be  lost,  particularly  when  it 
blows,  or  the  air  is  filled  with  dust,  which 
it  was  our  fortune  to  find  usual  during 
these  days.  On  the  other  hand,  we  were 
cooled  by  these  conditions,  and  the  sun 
was  not  felt  so  glowing  hot. 

The   26tli    of   April    we   rode    through 


miserable  sand,  without  a  sign  of  relief. 
The  two  sick  camels  w^ere  led  behind  by 
Muhamed  Schah  and  the  "desert  man," 
but  at  evening  these  two  came  alone  to 
the  camp,  and  said  that  the  dying  camels 
had  been  abandoned.  They  presumably 
died  after  a  few  days.  At  this  camp,  a 
level  spot  of  hard  ground  betw^een  high 
sand  hills,  we  dug  a  well  in  a  s[)irit  of 
despair.  At  a  depth  of  a  metre  the  sand 
became  moist,  but  at  3.13  metres  again 
dry.  The  men  worked  in  turn  for  sev- 
eral hours.  It  was  pitch-dark.  Lights 
were  set  in  small  niches  in  the  well,  and, 
from  above,  the  naked  diggers  appeared 
thoroughly  fantastic.  The  sand  was 
brought  up  in  a  bucket.  The  animals 
lay  instinctively  round  about  and  waited; 
now  and  then  the  fowls  came  out  and 
looked  on.  That  night  we  did  not  put 
up  the  tent. 

All  were  in  good  spirits,  as  we  believed 
that  the  sand  became  lower  toward  the 
east.  I  had  gone  the  whole  day  on  foot, 
partly  in  order  to  spare  my  camel;  in 
part,  too.  to  look  for  the  easiest  passage- 
way. AVe  now  went  straight  eastward, 
where  the  banks  of  the  river  were  near- 
est. 

The  27th  we  saw  two  geese  that  were 
flying  northwest.  This  raised  our  hopes, 
for  we  believed  that  they  came  from  a 
region  where  there  was  water.  At  night 
the  camels  had  been  provided  with  food 
from  a  new  pack,  w^hich  was  greedily  de- 
voured, and  in  the  morning  they  were 
given  all  the  food  that  could  be  done 
without.  At  the  camp  various  things 
that  could  be  spared  were  left  behind — 
ni}^  camp-bed,  a  part  of  the  winter  cloth- 
ing, and  the  like. 

I  now  went  at  the  head.  The  sand  did 
not  become  lower.  Round  about  whole 
mountain  ridges  and  high  plateaus  of 
fine  sand  were  everywhere  to  be  seen,  into 
which  one  sunk  at  every  step,  and  be- 
lieved that  he  would  be  held  fast.  I  con- 
tinually carried  a  telescope,  and  searched 
the  horizon — not  a  straw,  not  a  trace  of 
life;  sand  hills  to  the  horizon's  edgel 

As  the  camels  were  exhausted  by  wea- 
riness, we  rested  on  a  dune  after  a  march 
of  19  kilometres.  In  the  west  appeared 
heavy  banks  of  clouds,  from  which  rain- 
clouds  hung.  I  gave  orders  to  hold  the 
lent  cloth  in  readiness,  and  all  the  men 
were  prepared  to  take  hold  of  its  corners  if 
the  rain  should  come.  But  even  this  was 
a  deceitful  hope.      The  clouds  went  tow- 
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ai-d  llie  soutlioast,  and  did  not  toucli  us 
with  a  droj).  Jolldascli,  our  poor  dog-, 
sci-atched  in  the  sand  and  wliined  in  or- 
der to  let  us  understand  that  lie  was 
tliirsty. 

The  28tli  of  April  we  awoke  in  a  sand- 
stoi-m.  The  whole  camp  was  covered 
with  line  sand.  I  liad  slept  in  the  open 
air  and  was  half  buried.  Many  articles 
liad  to  be  fished  up  with  sticks. 

On  tlie  march  we  were  often  enveloped 
in  such  clouds  of  sand  that  it  became  dark 
as  nig'ht,  and  only  the  nearest  camels  ap- 
])eared  out  of  the  mist.  As  our  reckon- 
ing- was  obscured,  we  lost  our  way.  just  in 
the  heaviest  sand  hills.  .Upon  a  high 
ridge  a  third  camel  was  left  behind,  with 
two  empty  water -cisterns.  He  was  im- 
mediately and  for  all  time  lost  from  sig-ht, 
and  lay  there  and  patiently  awaited  a 
painful  death. 

After  a  journey  of  20  kilometres  we 
camped  at  the  foot  of  a  hill.  During-  the 
course  of  the  day  we  had  been  encouraged 
by  finding-  the  skeleton  of  a  bird  and  a 
rat,  which,  however,  did  not  really  signify 
much,  as  they  might  have  been  brought 
there  by  a  bird  of  prey.  In  the  evening- 
Islam  and  I  went  through  the  baggage, 
much  of  which  was  now-  left  behind;  so, 
for  example,  almost  all  of  the  provisions, 
with  the  exception  of  food  for  a  couple 
of  weeks,  the  great  part  of  the  conserves, 
the  oven,  utensils,  Swedish  papers,  mats, 
great-coat,  and  the  like.  All  were  packed 
in  chests  and  left. 

On  the  nearest  ridge  we  set  up  a  pole, 
on  which  a  newspaper  was  fastened,  to 
serve  as  a  signal  if  we  presently  found 
water  and  could  come  ])ack  and  save  the 
things. 

In  the  mean  time  I  selected  the  moist- 
est  conserves  —  lobster,  sardines,  mush- 
rooms, etc.  —  which  we  took  along-  in  order 
to  avail  ourselves  of  the  moisture  which 
they  contained.  All  the  water  we  had 
left,  two  litres,  was  kept  in  two  iron  cans, 
which  were  placed  in  my  tent.  The  fol- 
lowing morning  the  contents  of  one  had 
been  stolen.  All  suspected  the  *' desert 
man  "  Kasim.  and  a  while  after,  rightly 
enough,  he  was  discovered  drinking-  out 
of  the  other  can.  This  so  angered  the 
other  men  that  they  fell  ui)on  him.  and 
would  have  killed  him  if  I  had  not  com- 
manded them  to  desist. 

The  29th  we  made  altogether  27  kilo- 
metres. The  weather  was  cool,  thanks  to 
the  usual  wind  and  the  mist  of  du.st.      I 


went  on  foot  twelve  and  a  half  hours. 
The  camels  looked  weai-y  and  listless,  and 
breathed  heavily  and  short.  Tlie  bells 
around  their  necks  beat  monotonously, 
and  rang  in  a  long  toll  as  if  for  a  funeral. 
In  very  deed  most  of  the  members  of  our 
train  were  nearing  their  graves  in  the 
eternal  sands.  It  was  only  a  matter  as 
to  who  could  hold  out.  If  some  one  fell, 
one  wondered  mei-ely  whose  turn  would 
be  next.  At  evening  the  camels  were 
given  the  whole  stock  of  butter  and  the 
contents  of  a  pack-saddle,  which  again 
gave  them  some  power  of  resistance. 

On  the  30th  of  April  the  "  desert  man  " 
was  ill,  and  complained  of  pains  in  his 
chest  and  stomach.  He  was  given  opium 
and  a  swallow  of  water.  In  the  morning 
there  was  still  a  little  Avater,  which  I 
hoarded  like  gold.  At  noon  I  moistened 
the  men's  lii)s.  but  when  we  camped  at 
evening-  the  last  drops  were  stolen  by 
]Muhamed  Schah  and  Kasim.  We  camp- 
ed under  the  open  sky.  Round  about  us 
stretched  always  the  same  sea  of  sand 
with  its  giant  waves;  vre  had  lost  our- 
selves in  the  realm  of  the  silence  of  death, 
and  had  not  a  di'op  of  water! 

The  1st  of  May  I  had  imagined  to  my- 
self would  be  a  day  of  deliverance,  but  it 
was  horrible.  The  men  drank  the  last  of 
the  rancid  sesame  oil  that  was  taken  along 
for  the  camels,  and,  tormented  b\^  thirst,  I 
myself  drank  a  glass  of  Chinese  brandy, 
which  had  really  been  brought  for  a  cook- 
ing apparatus.  It  gave,  it  is  true,  some 
moisture  to  the  body,  but  it  totally  de- 
prived me  of  my  last  strength. 

It  was  a  fearful  day's  march.  Islam 
now  went  at  the  head;  I  dragged  myself 
along  far  behind,  in  the  glowing  heat  of 
the  sun,  ready  to  fall  at  every  step.  The 
sound  of  the  bells  died  away  and  disap- 
peared in  the  distance.  I  crept  in  the 
track  of  the  others.  After  only  4.t  kilo- 
metres I  saw  the  caravan,  which  was  rest- 
ing behind  a  sand  hill.  All  the  camels 
had  lain  down,  dead-tired,  and  two  of  the 
men  lay  on  their  faces,  weeping  and  call- 
ing upon  Allah.  I  too  fell,  totally  pow- 
erless. 

Islam  came  Ix^ck  and  proposed  that  he, 
who  was  now  the  strongest,  should  hurry 
eastward  with  the  water-cans,  and  come 
back  when  he  found  water.  He  believed 
that  he  would  be  able  to  go  50  kilometres 
(ol-j  miles)  during  the  night.  When  he, 
however,  saw^  that  it  was  up  with  me,  he 
Slopped,  and,  with  Kasim,  put  up  the  tent. 
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rt  was  now  ten  oV'lock  in  tlie  morning. 
I  positively  crept  in  and  laid  myself  upon 
tlie  Ix'd.  Jslam  undressed  me,  and  open- 
in<2;'  the  ilaps  of  the  tent,  made  a  delight- 
ful (h'auglit  in  tlie  shade. 

Only  at  this  time,  neither  before  noi' 
aftei'ward,  did  I  despair.  The  whole  of 
my  life  (lew  through  my  memory  like  a 
di'oani.  I  thought  that  the  earth  and  all 
of  the  extei'nal  univ^ei-se,  which  appeared 
to  me  infinitely  distant  and  unattainable, 
had  disappeared,  and  the  gates  of  eternity 
already  stood  ajar. 

At  sunset,  however,  I  came  to  myself. 
The  rest  was  sweet,  the  coolness  of  the 
tent  invigorated  me,  and  there  was  a  fine 
breeze.  My  strength  came  back,  and  in 
the  evening  I  again  felt  glad  of  life  and 
full  of  hope.  The  men  killed  the  last 
shee])  in  order  to  tli-ink  its  blood. 

My  chests  were  emptied.  Only  instru- 
ments, Cliinese  silver,  drawings,  letters, 
maps,  pens,  and  the  like,  were  taken  and 
placed  in  canvas  bags,  as  were  also  some 
tea.  sugar,  flour,  cigars,  utensils,  a  great- 
coat, a  mat,  a  blanket,  etc.  Everything 
else  was  left  — all  the  ammunition,  the 
l(Mit,  aM  the  chests,  all  books,  except  the 
IVible  and  the  psalm-book,  clothing,  two 
l)hotogi'aphic  apparatuses  with  a  large 
number  of  plates,  medicine-chest,  and  a 
multitude  of  other  things  which  a  few 
days  before  were  considered  absolutely 
indispensable.  The  fowls  also  were  let 
loose,  and  sti'aightway  began  to  feast  on 
the  car(;ass  of  the  sheep. 

I  took  a  last  change  of  clean  clothes, 
wondering  whether  they  would  not  be 
my  shroud,  together  with  a  suit  of  white 
cotton  garments.  The  insignificant  loads 
were  now  placed  on  the  tive  remaining 
camels,  and  at  seven  o'clock  we  left  the 
loathsome  ])lace. 

Muhamed  Schah  and  the  '^  desert 
man,"  who  had  already  lost  consciousness 
in  the  sleep  of  death,  remained  behind, 
a,n(l  we  never  heard  of  them  again.  They 
})rol)al)ly  di(Hl  sh(-)rtly  afterward,  and  the 
sand  storms  tluMi  took  care  to  raise  over 
their  graves  their  fugitive  monuments, 
away  there  in  the  eternal  sands,  where 
rules  the  silence  of  death. 

Islam  led  the  caravan,  while  I  rode  the 
white  camel.  Kasim  went  behind  and 
drove  along  tlie  weary  animals.  It  was 
])it('li-dark:  we  could  not  s(>e  whei'c  we 
wove  going,  and  were  retarchnl  by  (^ne 
sand  I'idge  after  anothei*.  One  of  the 
camels    was    left    behind    dvinu".       I    dis- 


mounted, struck  a  light,  and  went  on 
ahead,  in  order  to  look  for  the  easiest  way 
through.  Islam  was  spent,  and  was  con- 
tinually overcome  by  vomiting. 

Eike  snails  we  crept  along  in  this  way 
until  twelve  o'clock.  Islam  then  fell  down 
in  the  sand,  and  could  neither  move  nor 
speak.  Kasim  was  still  entirely  well.  As 
I  now  saw  that  the  end  was  approaching, 
I  took  Kasim  with  me  and  started  in  haste 
eastward,  after  having  whispered  a  few 
words  of  encouragement  to  Islam,  bidding 
him  to  rest  for  a  few  hours,  and  then  to 
leave  everything  behind  and  follow. 

I  took  the  two  chronometers,  a  clock,  a 
compass,  a  knife,  a  pen,  a  bit  of  paper,  a 
box  of  matches,  a  can  of  lobster,  and  some 
chocolate.  Kasim  carried  a  spade  and  a 
bucket  for  well  -  digging,  a  few  bites  of 
bi-ead,  and  the  fatty  tail  of  the  sheep. 
We  had,  however,  not  much  good  from 
these,  since  we  were  ceaselessly  tormented 
by  thii'st  and  could  not  swallow.  As  we 
left  the  dying  caravan  in  the  darkness, 
the  light  still  stood  burning  at  Islam's 
side,  but  its  rays  quickly  paled  away 
back  behind  the  dunes.  After  only  two 
hours'  wandering  we  were  overcome  by 
weariness  and  longing  for  sleep,  and  lay 
down,  but  were  driven  to  get  up  again  by 
the  night  cold.  Between  three  and  four 
o'clock  we  slept  well,  and  afterward,  on 
the  2d  of  May,  went  uninterruptedly  for 
live  hours,  always  over  immeasurable 
sand.  Afier  this  followed  an  hour's 
rest,  and  tlien  an  hour's  march,  as  the 
heat  of  the  day  deprived  us  of  all 
strength. 

W^e  found  a  steep  sand  ridge  toward  the 
north  whei'e  the  heat  of  the  sun  had  not 
yet  peneti-ated,  and  here  Kasim  dug  down 
to  sand  that  was  really  cold,  in  which  we 
lay  down  naked,  ])laciiig  the  spade  with 
the  clothes  on  it  for  shade  over  our  heads. 
Time  and  time  again  he  ])oured  over  me 
fi'esh  sand  which  liad  not  yet  been  warmed 
by  the  sun.  and  which  was  s]ilendidly  re- 
freshing. AVemarclied  subsequently  from 
six  o'clock  until  one.  l)ut  with  innumer- 
able st(^ps. 

The  3d  of  :\ray  we  set  out  at  half  past 
four.  That  day  our  ex])iring  hope  re- 
ceived new  su})])ort.  Kasim  discovered 
on  tlie  eastern  horizon  a  green  tamarisk. 
When  we.  long  afterward,  at  last  reach- 
ed it.  we  thanked  God,  and  chewed  like 
wild  beasts  its  juicy  needles.  Its  roots 
surelv   reached    down    to    the  water.      It 
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was  the  olive  branch  tliat  aiinounced  tlie 
river-banks. 

At  half  past  ten  o'clock  in  the  nioi'ning 
we  rested  in  the  shade  of  a  new  bush, 
v^hen  the  lieat  had  again  exhausted  our 
strength,  since  our  dried-out  bodies  could 
not  perspire.  At  seven 
o'clock  in  the  evening 
we  again  moved  on, 
and  after  three  hours 
we  arrived  at  three 
splendid  poplars,  where 
we  decided  to  rest  over- 
night. We  tried  to  dig 
a  well,  but  literally  had 
not  the  strength.  We 
made  in  tiiis  place  a 
huge  fire,  in  order  to 
signal  Islam  if  he  still 
lived,  which  I  then 
thought  to  a  high  de- 
gree doubtful. 

The  4tli  of  May,  at 
four  o'clock  in  the  morn- 
ing, we  continued  on, 
but  catne  into  a  new 
belt  of  high,  sterile  land, 
which  discouraged  us. 
Even  at  nine  o'clock  in 
the  foi-enoon  we  were 
exhausted,  and  had  to 
rest  the  whole  day.  Ka- 
sim  was  now  half  dead, 
and  was  not  able  to  dig 
me  the  usual  sand-pit. 
At  seven  o'clock  in  the 
evening  I  dressed  my- 
self and  called  upon  Ka- 
sim  to  come.  He  re- 
plied with  effort  that  he 
could  not.  I  according- 
ly went  on  alone  in  the 
darkness,  with  the  com- 
pass in  my  hand,  until 
one  o'clock  in  the  morn- 
ing, when  I  sank  down 
by  a  tamarisk.  Awhile 
after  Kasim  came  staggering  u\\  and  we 
continued  on  until  three  o'clock  in  the 
moi'ning. 

The  5th  of  May  we  crept  on  after  four 
o'clock  in  the  afternoon.  Kasim  looked 
fearfully.  His  tongue  was  dry,  white,  and 
swollen,  his  lips  blue,  his  cheeks  sunken, 
and  he  suffered  fi-oni  attacks  of  vomiting 
with  cramps.  My  hope  was  still  unsliak- 
en. 

At  five  o'clock  we  approached  a  little 
belt  of  poplar-covered  heights,  and  then 


again  low,  sterile  sand.  Our  hope  was 
once  more  quickened  as  we  saw  on  the 
horizon  a  dark  line;  it  was  the  woods  of 
the  Khotan-Daria,  which  indicated  the 
proximity  of  the  river.  We  believed  our- 
selves ali'eady  in  its  shady  passages — that 
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was  a  delightful  feeling.  Here  was  a 
splendid  sj)ring-time,  with  leaves  newly 
bui'st  forth  and  the  song  of  bii'ds.  What 
a  difference  fi-om  the  dead  silence,  the 
eternal  night,  that  threatened  us  there  in 
the  desert!  The  day,  however,  was  again 
sutl'ocatingly  hot,  and  we  sank'  in  the 
shade  of  a  poplai'. 

Only  when  seven  o'clock'  in  the  (^veil- 
ing came  was  1  able  to  ai'ise.  Kasim 
could  go  on  no  longer.  He  lay  st  i-etched 
out  on  his  back,  his  mouth  open,  and  his 
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ami  a  fallen  pop- 
lar lay  near  the 
tlood  ited.  I  was 
n<)l  twenty  paces 
from  the  bank 
when  a  water- 
fowl tlew  u)) 
wit II  a  whirrinji' 
ht-at  of  the 
wing-s  and  a 
splasliino-  sound, 
and  the  next 
moment  I  stood 
at  the  edo-e  of  a 
little  ])ool.  20 
metres  long,  of 
fresh.  cold, 

splendid  water! 

What  I  first 
thouo-ht  of  he- 
fore  1  drank,  the 
r(\ider  himself 
can  hut  im- 
agine. Then  I 
took  the  empty 
chocolate  -  can. 
tilled  it.  put  it  to 
my  lii)s.  and 
drank.  How  that 
water  tasted  can- 
not be  described. 
I  drank,  drank, 
drank,  one  can 
after  another.  I 
eyes  stai'ing.  When  T  hade  him  to  come  felt  how  the  thick  blood  again  Mowed 
with  me  to  the  river,  which  could  n(^t  be  easily  thiHMigh  my  veins;  how  my  hands, 
fai'  away,  he  replied  that  he  could  not  which  before  wci'e  shrivelled  up  like 
move  a  limb,  and  only  wanted  to  die.  ])ieces    of   wood,   swelled;    how    my    skin 

I  tlien  set  out  alom^  throtigh  the  trees  became  moist  and  pers})ii-ed:  how  my 
toward  the  east.  1  crept  through  the  bush-  whole  body  I'eccived  new  life  and  new 
es.  tore  my  ch^thing.  and  after  an  hour  strength.  There  was  a  ci'ackling  in  the 
readied  a  level  plain,  where  tlu^  t  i-tu^s  end-  bushes,  and  the  reeds  were  ])ushed  aside, 
ed  as  if  they  had  been  wii)ed  oil'  by  lii'e.  It  might  be  a  tiger,  but  I  did  not  care. 
Eurrowsand  scattiu'tnl  tree  trunks  betray-  since  1  had  been  given  my  life  again, 
ed  that  precisely  this  was  Khotan-Daria's  Now.  however,  my  thoughts  Hew  to  the 

liood-hed,  but  not  a  droj)  of  wattM'  was  to  dying  Kasim.  It  was  three  hours  to  him. 
))(>  seen.  We  had  come  at  «^xaetly  that  ami  he  mu'ded  quick  help.  I  according- 
tiin(^  of  yeai-  when  the  beil  of  the  river  ly  tilled  my  water-tight  boots  to  the  brim, 
lies  dry .  awaiting  the  sunnner  tloods  from  ])ut  the  straps  over  the  eiul  of  my  stall, 
the  mountains!  ami  wand(>red  back  with  light  ste})s  in  my 

in    the    mean    tinu^    I    wtuit    on    in    \\\o     own  track, 
moonlight,     directly     southeast,     resting  Tiu^  nu)on  slunuM'lear.  and  allowed  me 

awhile,  aiul  tluMi  coininuinu- on.  for  a  (lis-  to  tiiul  my  footpi-ints  and  the  marks  of 
tance  ci-eeping,  in  that  1  felt  an  irresisti-  my  stall'.  Thus  1  ari-ived  again  at  the 
hie  impulse  forward,  as  if  I  were  led  by  thick  wootls.  when  clotuls  ob.scui-ed  the 
an  unsiMMi  hand.  Presciiily  the  dai'k  tree-  nu^on  and  made  it  pitch-dark  among  the 
line  of  the  other  bank  was  distinguished,  tribes.  Eor  ihis  i-t^ason  I  lost  the  track.  1 
Everything  htn-ame  nioi-e  distinct.  There  turned  back  foi-  a  distance,  looked  for  it 
stood  a  thick  gi-()wih  of  bushes  and  reeds,     in  vain,  got  out  my  compass,  and  called 
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to  Kasini,  but  without  receiving  nu  an- 
swer. As  1  lost  myself  more  and  more 
in  the  deep,  silent  forest,  I  was  obliged 
finally  to  come  to  a  halt.  I  then  set  Hi'e 
to  a  dry,  impenetrable  thicket  and  lay 
down,  availing  myself  of  the  raging  of  the 
flames,  which  consumed  evei'ything,  and 
brightly  lighted  up  the  pitch-dark  i-ecess- 
es  of  the  forest.  ]^y  this  means,  too,  the 
wild  beasts  were  kept  at  a  distance.  At 
the  first  break  of  day,  on  tlie  (Itli  of  May, 
I  began  again  to  look  after  the  track.  I 
quickly  found  it,  and  hastened  on  to  Ka- 
sim,  who,  delirious,  observed  me  witli 
weak,  staring  eyes.  He  cre})t  forward  to 
my  feet,  enibi'aced  them,  and  \vhisi)ei'ed, 
"  I  am  dying.''  I  asked  then  whether 
he  would  not  have  a  little  water,  but  he 
shook  his  head  negatively,  withor.t  im- 
agining what  the  boots  contained.  I  let 
him  hear  the  splashing  sound — he  rushed 
forw^ai'd,  uttered  a  cry,  and  drank,  all  at 


the  same  time,  and  thanked  me.  saying 
that  I  had  saved  his  life. 

Afterward  there  followed  a  series  of 
remai'kable  occurrences,  but  I  shall  not 
take  up  the  short  space  hei-e  by  describing 
them.  I  wandered  on  foot  thi'ee  nights 
arid  t\sO  days,  kee])ing  myself  alive  with 
grass  and  tadj)oles,  until  I  found  some 
herdsmen,  and  was  ont  of  all  danger. 

How  Kasijn  and  Ishun  were  rescued, 
and  how  the  last  camel  came  ont  to  the 
river;  how,  since  we  had  lost  everything, 
W'e  were  obliged  to  tui'n  back,  a  month's 
journey,  to  Kashgar,  in  order  to  ])rocure 
from  Europe  a  new  equipment — all  this 
forms  a  multitude  of  occurrences,  for  the 
descii])tion  of  which  a  volume  would  l)e 
needed.  This  journey  through  the  desert 
Takla-Makan  was  but  an  episode  in  my 
four  years'  travels  through  Asia,  a  chap- 
ter in  the  chain  of  adventui-es  and  dis- 
coveries. 
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AVc  iiiidci'toolc  tlic  jouniey  subsequent- 
ly ]):iclv  (()  TaMiii',  und  I'cniained  there 
(lui'iii<i-  lli(>  suuinicr  of  181)5.  In  December 
of  the  same  year  I  went  wilb  a  hii'<ie 
caravan  to  the  city  of  Ivbotau.  in  whose 
vicinity  I  found  ti-aces  of  an  ancient  and 
]ii<^li  Buddhistic  culture  and  old  Indian 
writini!;-.  The  former,  consistin^-of  Ihuldha 
])ictures  and  (iuiu'es  in  terra-cotta,  are  to 
be  assi.o-ned  to  the  third  century  before 
the  birth  of  C^iirist,  and  oi)en  u\)  a  uow 
and  unex])(H't(Hl  ])ersj)ective  in  the  o]d(>st 
history  of  Ihuldliisni.  In  the  s;indy  des- 
ert al)()ut-  Khotan  I  found  buried  in  sand 
dunes  tlu^  laiins  of  two  lai'u'e  Ihiddliistic 
cities,  Av hose  a, i>'e  rea(dics  to  at.  least  two 
thousand  years,  and  whose  discovered 
I'emains  bespeak  a  hiu'h  and  iiourishin*;- 
cultui'e  now  vanished. 

What  people  lived  here?  Wliat  lan- 
<i-uao-e  did  th(\v  speak?  Whence  did  they 
come,  and  whither  did  lh(\\'  o-o  after  they 
found  that  they  here  had  no  settled 
abidino'-place?  When  did  th(»  hist  har- 
vest of  apricots  bloom  here:  and  when  foi' 
all  time  did  the  leaves  fade  in  the  po])lai's' 
crowns?  W^lien  did  the  murjnur  of  the 
streams    that    supplied    these   cities   with 
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water  y-row  silent  :  and  when  were  these 
venerable  buildings  delivered  over  into 
the  power  of  the  spirits  of  the  desert? 

These  questions  I  must  leave  for  the 
book  whicli  is  to  contain  an  exhaustive 
account  of  my  journey.  To  treat  tliem 
here  would  lead  too  far  atield. 

Afterward,  with  fotir  men  and  three 
camels,  I  once  more  crossed  the  desert, 
and  wandered  to  Lob-Nt>r.  whei-e  I  dis- 
covered traces  of  the  former  lakes  of  tlie 
old  Chinese  ma])s.  After  tiiat  we  rode 
a  thousand  kilometres  back  to  Khotan. 
wiiere  w<^  titled  out  a  caravan  of  fifty-six 
beasts  of  buj'den  and  twenty-tive  men.  in 
order  to  cross  the  northern,  unknown 
l)lateau  of  Thibet. 

For    two    months    we    wandered    here 
without  seeinii"  traces  of  a  human  being. 
This  inaccessible  ])lateau  has  an  absolute 
height  of  frcmi   15.000  to  16.000  feet,  and 
there   is  to    be   found   but   little  fertility. 
The  animals  of   our  caravan  accordingly 
sutl'ered  extremely  from  hunger,  and  sank 
down  one  after  another.      At  every  camj)- 
iiig-])lace    we    left  behind  one   or  two   of 
the  other  animals:   and  their  mummitied 
bodies,    which,  in    the  higli.  cold    atmos- 
phere,   do    not    decay,    but 
merely     dry     it}),    now     lie 
there     in     order    to     show, 
like    mile -stones,  the    way 
we  took. 

Dui'ing  this  journey  we 
lived  mostly  on  the  tlesh  of 
the  wild  yak.  These  ani- 
mals, together  with  wild 
asses,  occur  here  in  un- 
heard-of numbers.  They 
are  hard  to  shoot,  and  once 
an  old  yak  only  fell  at  the 
eleventh  bullet,  while  dur- 
ing the  time  we  were  in  the 
desert  of  Gobi  it  had  b(>en 
the  usual  thing  foi*  the  wild 
camels  to  fall  at  the  first 
''h   .  shot. 

/The      joui'ney      thi'ough 
>,  northern    Thibet    formed    a 

chain  of  new  and  interest- 
ing geographical  discover- 
ies. We  found  there  lakes, 
mountains,  and  rivers  of 
whose  existence  the  ma])S 
before  had  given  no  ti-ace, 
^"  Finally.      however.      there 

were      only      three      cam- 
^^  ^^">  '^'-'i"-  els   and    three    horses   left, 

?Ex.  and  the  men  liad  to  go  on 
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foot.  It  became  necessary  to  find  inhab- 
ited reg"ions  immediately.  We  crossed  the 
last  mountain  chains  and  travelled  down 
into    Tsaidam,  a  land    of    the    Mongols, 


Noi'th  China  to  Pekino-,  where  I  arrived 
the  2d  of  March. 

It  was  with  a  solemn  and  serious  feel- 
ing- that  I  rode  in   through   the  gateway 


m^m 


^ 
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wliose  inhabitants  received  us  with  lios- 
pitality. 

During-  our  further  journey  through 
the  country  of  the  "black''  Tang-utes, 
and  past  the  lalce  Koko-Nor,  we  were 
pursued  by  I'obber  tribes,  who,  however, 
did  not  venture  to  make  an  attack,  be- 
cause of  a  very  wholesome  fear  of  our 
Euroi)ean  weapons. 

Afterward  we  went  on  further  east- 
ward, through  Si-^Iing-Fu  and  Kan-Su, re- 
gions that  were  partly  ])lundered  and  laid 
waste  in  the  last  uprisino-;  then  through 
the  desei-ts  of  Ala-t^han    and   Ordos,  and 


of  the  old  city.  How  inany  times  had 
my  life  hung  in  the  greatest  danger,  and 
from  how  many  adventui'es  and  difficul- 
ties had  I  been  i-escued,  during  the  thi-ee 
and  a  half  years  of  my  journeyings ! 

From  reking  I  travelled  across  Mongo- 
lia, to  Kiakhta,  on  the  Sibei-ian  bound- 
ary, drove  over  Lake  IBaikal  on  the  ice 
to  Irkutsk,  went  thence  to  Krasnoyarsk, 
and  then  by  the  new  railway  through 
western  Siberia,  to  St.  Petersburg,  and 
finally  arrived,  on  the  10th  of  May, 
1897.  in  my  belovcnl  jiative  city  of  Stock- 
lK)lm. 


^^ 
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PART    L 

MAXWELL'S    STORY. 

"  Bi'ttor  the  world   sliould   know  you   as   a   ^illlK■l■   than   (ioti   as   a   hypocrite." — Ohl   Proro-b. 


CILM'TKU    \. 
\V\V.\\   HKUI    KI.OODS   COMF.    F.OW    KHBS. 


obsctiro    lodu-iiio-    in    Greolc   Street,  Solio, 
Loiulon. 

Surely  a  rasli  ]-ir(K'(^e(liiiu-.  you  may  say, 

I^VElxY  one  knows  of  my  connec-  this  adventuring- into  tluWion's  den  !  But 
J  tion  with  the  ill-starred  Rebellion  of  such  has  not  been  my  expei-ienoe:  in  an 
Prince  Charles,  and  for  this  it  was  that  escalado.  IhmvIio  hugs  closest  the  enemy's 
1  found  niys(df.  a  few  in<^nths  after  the  wall  has  often  a  better  chance  than  those 
disasl(M'  of  C'ulloden.  lying  close  in  an  wlio  lie  at  a  distance.  And  so  I.  Hugh 
■n.pt  to  sot  forth  the  respective  at:inules  ^I:^>^^v^^ll  ^'^  Kii'kconnel.  Chevalier  of  the 
e  Canadian  and  the  old-countrv  Erench-      Ord(M-  oi  St.  Louis.  C^ijitam  en  seconde  in 


*Tli 

the 


man  in  the  sueceediuir  chapters  of  tliis  story  tniist  Berwic'k's  Foot  in  the  service^  of  His  Most 

not  be  rea.l  as  a  personal  expression  of  the  authors.  Cliristiau  :\r;ijestv.  and  late  Aid(-de-Camp 

tmt  as  their  conception  of  an  unhappy  conditlc.n  he-  ^^^   General    Lord    George    Murravin    the 

tween  tlie  colonists  and  the  mditarv  that  obtauied  .              i        ,.    •         c  tt-     -n.         i    Vt-    i 

as   fully   in   Canada   as    it   did   between   the   same  nnsdn«ected  atlair  of  His  Royal   Highness 

classesin  the  Kn<:lish  colonies.  Charles,  Prince  of  Wales  and   Regent  for 
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his  illustrious  father,  "Jacobus  Tertius, 
Bex  Anglian,  Hi  hernia?,  et  Fraricia;,  Dei 
Gratia" — Heaven  save  the  mark! — found 
it  safer  and  more  to  my  taste  to  walk 
abroad  in  London  under  the  nose  of  the 
usurping-  but  victorious  Hanoverian  than 
to  continue  skulking  under  the  broader 
heavens  of  the  Highlands. 

J.  will  not  deny  there  were  moments 
when  I  would  rather  have  been  enjoying 
the  clearer  atmosphere  of  Fi'ance.for  it  is 
easier  to  put  a  brave  face  on  such  dangers 
once  they  are  safely  overcome  than  bear 
them  with  an  unruffled  fortitude  at  the 
time;  but  there  I  was,  with  just  enough 
money  barely  to  discharge  my  most  press- 
ing necessities,  with  the  precious  Cause  for 
which  I  had  sacrificed  my  hopes  of  ad- 
vancement in  my  own  regiment  blown  to 
the  four  corners  of  the  Highlands — more 
remote  and  unknown  up  to  this  time  than 
the  four  corners  of  the  earth,  though  to 
all  appearance  about  to  uijidergo  such  a 
scouring  when  I  left  them  that  they  would 
be  uninhabitable  for  any  one  who  was  not 
born  with  the  Broad  Arrow  printed  on 
his  back. 

I  was  lodging  in  the  attic  of  a  dis- 
reputable pot-house,  kept  by  one  of  those 
scurvy  Scots  who  traded  on  his  reputed 
disloyalty  as  a  lure  to  entice  unfortunate 
gentlemen  in  similar  plight  to  myself 
under  his  roof,  and  then  job  them  otf  to 
the  government  at  so  much  a  head;  but 
this  I  only  knew  of  a  certaint}^  later. 

It  was  not  long,  however,  before  I  was 
relieved  from  my  penury  at  least,  for  my 
cousin.  Lady  Jane  Drummond,  who  since 
my  childliood  had  stood  towards  me  in 
the  relation  of  a  mother,  hearing  from  me 
of  my  position,  raised  me  above  all  anxiety 
in  that  respect. 

I  cannot  help  reflecting  here  on  the  in- 
opportuneness  with  which  Providence  is 
sometimes  pleased  to  bestow  its  gifts;  the 
starving  wretch,  houseless  in  the  streets, 
has  an  appetite  and  a  digestion  which,  in 
this  respect,  make  him  the  env}-  of  the 
epicure,  dowered  with  a  wealth  useless 
in  its  most  cherislied  application.  And 
though  ingratitude  has  never  been  one  of 
my  faults,  was  it  possible  not  to  feel  some 
resentment  at  the  comparative  uselessness 
of  a  blessing  which  fell  at  a  time  when 
I  was  debarred  from  an\^  greater  satisfac- 
tion than  paying  my  mean  obligations  or 
helping  some  more  needy  unfortunate, 
while  forced  to  look  on  those  pleasures 
incidental  to  a  gentleman's  existence  with 
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the   unsatisfied   eye   of  forbidden   indul- 
gence?* 

The  banker,  Mr.  Drummond  of  Charing 
Cross,  who  was  an  old  family  friend,  and 
through  whom  I  had  received  my  remit- 
tance, could  or  would  give  me  no  definite 
information  of  the  movements  of  my  cou- 
sin. Lady  Jane,  or  of  her  probable  arrival 
at  London,  so  I  had  nothing  to  do  but 
await  further  news  and  occupy  my  time 
as  best  I  might. 

On  my  arrival  I  had  laid  aside  all  the 
outward  marks  of  a  gentleman,  dressing 
myself  in  imitation  of — say  a  scrivener's 
clerk — and,  save  for  that  bearing  which 
is  incorporate  with  one  of  my  condition 
and  becomes  a  second  nature,  not  to  be 
disguised  by  any  outward  cloak,  I  might 
faii'ly  well  pass  for  my  exemplar. 

It  was  along  in  the  month  of  July, 
when  having  become  habituated  to  m}^ 
situation  I  was  accustomed  to  move  about 
with  greater  freedom,  that  being  in  Fleet 
Street,  I  made  one  of  the  crowd  to  gaze  at 
the  horrid  spectacle  of  the  heads  of  the 
unfortunate  Messieurs  Towneley  and 
Fletcher  displayed  on  Temple  Bar;  whose 
cruel  fate  I  had  only  escaped  by  my  firm 
resolution  in  withstanding  the  unreason- 
able demands  of  the  Duke  of  Perth  to 
remain  behind  in  their  company  in  Car- 
lisle. 

"Your  Grace,  though  I  am  willing  to 
shed  the  last  drop  of  my  blood  for  Prince 
Charles,"  I  answered,  with  great  firmness, 
"  I  will  never  allow  myself  to  be  marked 
out  as  a  victim  for  certain  destruction," 
and  I  held  to  my  place  in  the  retreat. 

At  such  times  the  least  error  in  judg- 
ment is  cei'tain  to  be  attended  by  a  train 
of  inevitable  disaster,  and  apart  from  my 
own  personal  escape,  for  which  I  am  duly 
thankful,  it  was  a  satisfaction  to  me  that 
his  Gr-ice  later  on  most  handsomely  ac- 
knowledged himself  to  have  been  in  the 
wrong. 

But  to  return:  I  was  plunged  in  these 
sombre  reflections  when  I  heard  a  cry 
near  me,  a  cry  tliat  has  never  appealed  to 
my  sup})ort  in  vain — that  of  a  lady  in  dis- 
tress. I  turned  at  once,  and  there,  in  full 
view  of  my  sympathizing  eyes,  was  as  fair 
an  object  as  I  ever  looked  upon.  An  un- 
fortunate lady,  overcome  by  the  sights 
and  sounds  about  her,  had  fallen  back  on 
the  shoulder  of  her  maid,  who  supported 
her  bravely;  her  black  silken  hood  had 
been  displaced,  and  her  rich  amber-color- 
ed hair  in  .some  disorder  framed  her  lovely 
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face.  Another  moment  and  I  Avas  beside 
them,  sliiftiiig-  the  unconscious  lady  to  my 
left  a,rin,  to  the  j[^reat  relief  of  the  maid, 
wlio  at  once  recoonized  my  quality  in 
spite  of  my  disg-nise. 

"Spy  'em  close,  my  beauty!  Spy  "em 
close !  Only  a  penny  I"  shouted  a  ruffian, 
hokling"  a  ])erspective- glass  before  the 
unha])py  lady.  "A  rebel  wench,  lads, 
and  must  see  her  lover  close!"  But  I  cut 
his  ribaldi'v  short  witli  a  blow  in  the  face, 
and  with  my  foot  pushed  ott'  a  wi-etched 
hag-  busily  engag-ed  in  trying  to  iind 
the  pocket  of  my  poor  charge,  and  made 
immediate  move  to  withdi-aw  her  from  the 
crowd. 

But  my  efforts  wei'c  met  with  a  storm 
of  curses  and  howls  from  the  sciun  about 
us.  and  matters  wei'C  fast  growing-  sei'ious, 
when  a  most  genieelly  dressed  man  push- 
ed in  beside  us,  and,  with  sword  in  hand, 
soon  cleared  a  way.  wliich  I  threaded  with 
a  determined  countenance.  A  moment 
or  two  concluded  the  affair,  and  we  were 
safe. 

Tlie  lady  recovered  Avith  surprising 
S})ii'it,  and  turning  to  the  new-comer, 
cried:  "Oh,  Gaston!  It  was  horrible 
beyond  words!"  and  she  clnsped  his  arm 
with  both  her  shapely  hands. 

AVe  hurried  on  without  further  speech, 
looking  for  a  hackney-coacli :  and  when 
this  was  found  and  hailed,  the  lady  turn- 
ed, and  holding  out  her  hand  to  me,  said: 
''Sir,  forgive  the  discomposure  which 
prevented  my  sooner  acknowledgment  of 
your  services.  What  would  have  become 
of  me  without  your  aid?  I  cannot  say 
half  what  I  feel;"  and  the  lovely  crea- 
ture's eyes  filled  as  slie  spoke. 

"  My  dear  young  lady."  I  said,  bend- 
ing over  and  kissing  her  hand,  "you 
could  say  nothing  that  would  heighten 
the  hap})iness  I  have  had  in  being  of  ser- 
vice to  you:"  and  in  order  not  to  add  to 
her  generous  embarrassment  I  handed 
her  into  the  coach,  and  our  C(^minon  res- 
cuer giving  a  direction  to  the  man  which 
T  did  not  overhear,  she  and  her  maid 
drove  olf.  Then,  not  to  be  behind  so  fair 
an  original.  I  turned  and  comjilimented 
the  sti'anger  upon  his  tinifdy  succor. 

'"Sir."  said  he.  in  French,  ""l  perceive, 
from  some  sufHcient  reason,  wliich  I  can 
readily  divine,  it  is  convenient  for  you 
to  a])pear  in  disguise." 

''Truly,  monsieur."  I  retui-ned,  "  T  did 
not  hope  that  a  disguise  would  lu'otect 
me  from  a  discerning  eve  such   as  vours. 


but  it  sufTices  for  the  crowd.      I  am  cer 
tain,  though,  tluit  I  confide   in  a  gentle- 
man when  I  say  I  am  Hugh  ^Maxwell  o; 
Kirkconnel,    late     ca]nain     in    Berwick" 
Foot,  and  am  entitled  to  qualify  mysei 
as  Chevalier." 

"And  I,  Chevalier,"  he  replied,  with 
equal  fi-ankness.  •"  am  the  Yicomte  Gas- 
ton de  Trincardel.  at  pi-esent  on  a  diplo- 
matic mission  towards  the  Court." 

Being  equally  satisfied  with   each  oth 
er's  condition,  we  repaired  to  his  lodging- 
in  St.  James's  Sti-eet.  where  we  fell  into 
familiar   conversation,  in    the    course    of 
which  the  A'icomte  said. 

"I  su]>pose  I  am  correct  in  my  belief 
that  you  have  been  engaged  in  the  altair 
of  Charles  Edward  T' 

"Unfortunately,  yes." 

"  Is  there  any  reliable  intelligence  of 
his  whereabouts T" 

"To  be  abs(dutely  frank  with  you.  my 
dear  Vicomte„  it  is  a  matter  of  the  most 
perfect  indifference  to  me  wliere  he  is  or 
what  becomes  of  him." 

"  Heavens!"  he  exclaimed.  "  I  cannot 
understand  such  a  feeling." 

"Had  you  seen  as  much  of  him  as  I 
did.  even  when  he  was  trying  to  api)ear 
at  his  best  as  Fitzjames:  had  yoti  been  a 
daily  spectator  of  the  inconceivable  folly 
with  which  every  chance  was  misman- 
aged, every  o]>portunity  let  slip:  of  the 
childish  prejudice  with  which  every  true 
fi'ietul  was  estranged,  and  of  the  silly 
vanity  wliich  daily  demanded  new  in- 
cense during  the  whole  of  this  misera- 
ble atfaii' — you  might  understand  without 
difficulty."  I  returned,  with  some  little 
heat. 

"But.  Chevalier."  he  inquii-ed.  sooth- 
ingly, "may  I  ask  why  you  followed  his 
fortun.cs?" 

"From  that.  A'icomte.  which  I  doubt 
not  has  ever  guided  your  own  course  in 
lite,  from  the  one  motive  that  has  alone 
intluenced  me — principle.  My  j)eoi)le  fol- 
lowed the  fortunes  of  his  grandfather 
after  the  Boyne.  and  on  both  sides  of  my 
house.  Alaxwells  and  Geraldines.  our 
name  has  been  synonymous  with  loyalty 
to  the  Stuart  cause  abroad  as  well  as  at 
home." 

"  I  know  your  name  and  its  equivalent. 
Chevaliei'.  May  I  ask  to  which  branch 
you  belong?" 

"T  scarce  know  how  to  qiuUify  my 
standing."  I  answered,  laughing:  "we 
have  been   proscribed   rebels  for  so  long 
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I  have  lost  touch  witli  those  tilings  men 
most  value  in  regard  to  family.  Just  as 
I  am  a  Chevalier  without  so  much  as  a 
steed  whereon  to  mount  my  knightship, 
so  am  I  a  Maxwell  of  Kirkcounel  witliout 
title  to  a  rood  of  ground  or  a  kinsman 
within  measurable  distance;  and  my  fa- 
ther before  me  held  naught  he  could  call 
his  own  save  his  honor,  my  lady  motlier, 
and  my  unworthy  self.  No!  if  there  be 
a  Spanish  branch,  I  swear  I'll  lay  claim 
to  that,  for  'tis  Spain  assuredly  that  must 
hold  my  flocks  and  herds,  not  to  name 
my  chateaux." 

"Chevalier,''  he  began,  earnestly,  "I 
shall  esteem  it  a  favor — " 

"Not  for  the  world,  my  dearVicomtel 
Money  is  the  one  anxiety  which  seldom 
causes  me  a  second  thought.  My  habit 
of  life  is  simple,  and  my  only  ambition 
my  profession.  But  to  go  back  to  the 
happy  chance  of  our  meeting,  may  I  in- 
quire, without  indiscretion,  the  name  of 
the  young  lady  whom  you  rescued?''  . 

"  Oh,  come,  come!  Honor  where  hon- 
or is  due.  I  am  no  more  responsible  for 
the  rescue  than  yourself.  The  young 
lady  is  a  Miss  Gre}^,  living  with  her  aunt 
in  temporary  lodgings  in  Essex  Street  off 
the  Strand." 

"  I  have  a  suspicion,  sir,  tliat  the  name 
may  be  as  temporary  as  her  lodging,  and 
that  I  am  fortunate  in  applying  to  one 
who  can  give  me  reliable  information.*' 

To  this,  however,  the  Vicomte  only 
bowed  somewhat  stiffly,  and  being  unwill- 
ing that  any  contretemps  should  arise 
to  mar  so  promising  an  acquaintance — 
though  the  Lord  only  knows  what  um- 
brage any  one  could  take  from  my  re- 
mark— I  made  my  adieu x,  the  Vicomte 
most  obligingly  offering  me  his  services 
should  I  wish  to  pass  over  to  France.  But 
of  these  I  could  not  as  yet  avail  myself, 
as  it  was  necessary  I  should  know  of  Lady 
Jane's  intentions  more  definitely;  so, 
with  my  acknowledgments,  the  inter- 
view ended. 

CHAPTER    II. 
I   DISCOVER   A   NEW    INTEREST    IN    LIFE. 

On  my  Avay  back  to  Soho  I  turned  over 
matters  with  interest.  I  had  but  little 
difficulty  in  placing  the  Vicomte;  he  was 
one  of  those  clear,  simple  souls,  very 
charming  at  times  in  woman,  but  less  ac- 
ceptable in  the  man  of  the  world. 

No  one  can  admire  purity  of  mind  in  a 


woman  more  than  mj^self,  but  I  have  no 
hesitation  in  stating  that  at  times  I  find  it 
positively  disconcerting  when  displayed 
in  too  obvious  a  degree  by  a  man.  In 
woman  it  is  to  be  desired  above  all  things, 
and  a  woman  is  so  far  superior  to  man  in 
the  manipulation  of  the  more  delicate 
qualities  that  she  seldom  errs  in  her  con- 
cealments, and  when  she  reveals,  she  does 
so  at  the  most  opportune  moment,  and  so 
effectively  that,  though  it  be  no  more 
than  a  glimpse,  it  sulflces. 

And  these  reflections  brought  me  nat- 
urally to  Miss  Grey  ;  indeed,  in  fancy 
I  had  never  been  away  from  her  since 
we  met.  The  Vicomte's  manner  ab- 
solutely confirmed  me  in  my  belief  that 
the  name  was  assumed. 

Now  if  a  man  does  not  want  to  tell  you 
the  truth,  and  the  occasion  is  important, 
he  has  just  one  of  two  alternatives:  the 
one  is  to  tell  a  lie  with  such  assurance 
and  bearing  that  it  carries  conviction  with 
it;  but,  egad  !  if  he  won't  do  that,  then  the 
only  other  is  to  run  you  through. 

The  Vicomte  not  having  been  ready 
for  either,  I  was  so  far  in  his  confidence 
that  I  knew  "Miss  Grey"  was  an  as- 
sumed name;  and  I  shrewdly  suspected, 
from  the  familiarity  of  her  manner  with 
him,  that  their  mutual  relation  might  be 
closer  than  he  cared  to  admit — a  suspicion 
I  resolved  to  put  to  the  touch.  Accord- 
ingly the  next  day  I  made  as  careful  a 
toilet  as  my  cursed  disguise  would  admit 
of,  and  took  my  way  to  Essex  Street. 

Giving  my  name  to  the  man  at  the 
door,  for  the  lodgings  were  genteel  be- 
yond the  ordinary,  which  advanced  me 
in  my  surmises  as  to  the  fair  one's  con- 
dition, I  was  ushered  into  a  drawing-room, 
which  would  have  been  much  better  for 
a  little  more  light  than  was  permitted  to 
enter  through  the  drawn  curtains. 

In  a  few  moments  the  door  opened  and 
an  elderly  lady  entered,  whom  I  conjec- 
tured to  be  the  aunt. 

*'  Madam,"  I  said,  bowing  low,  "  it  was 
my  good  fortune  to  be  of  some  slight  ser- 
vice to  your  niece  yesterday,  and  I  have 
ventured  to  call  and  inquire  if  the  shock 
has  proved  at  all  serious.  My  name, 
madam,  is — " 

"Tut,  tut,  boy!  •  None  of  your  airs  and 
graces  with  me!  Your  name  is  Hughie 
Maxwell,  and  many's  the  time  I've  skelp- 
ed  you  into  good  manners.  Come  here 
and  kiss  your  old  cousin,  you  scamp!" 

And  without  w^aiting  for  me  to  comply 
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with  lior  invitation,  slic  ilirew  licr  arms 
about  me  and  discomposed  me  sadly 
enough  witli  an  unexpected  outburst  of 
wcepiui:;'. 

When  she  had  recovered  somewliat  we 
settled  down  to  explanations;  question- 
iiifT-s  from  her  and  answers  from  me.  un- 
til at  length  she  was  satisfied  on  all  my 
movements.  Then  came  my  turn,  and  I 
began  with  a  definite  object  in  view,  l)ut 
carefull}^  onarding  my  advances,  when 
she  cut  my  finessing  short. 

"Now,  Hughie,  stop  your  fiddle-faddle, 
and  ask  me  who  'my  niece'  is.  You 
stupid  })lockhead,  don't  you  know  your 
curiosity  is  peeking  out  at  every  corner 
of  vour  eyes?  '  Mv  niece"  is  Margaret 
Nairn." 

"  A.  relation  of  Lord  Naii'ne?" 

"No  one  would  count  her  so  save  a 
Highlander;  they  ai'e  fi-om  the  far  North, 
not  the  Perth  peo})lc  ;  but  don't  interrupt ! 
Her  mother  and  I  were  schoolmates  and 
friends  somewhat  more  tlian  a  hundred 
years  ago.  I  have  had  the  girl  with  me 
in  Edinburgli  and  Paris,  and  when  I  found 
she  was  doomed  to  be  buried  alive  with 
her  fa  .her  in  their  lonely  old  house  in  the 
Highlands,  and  neither  woman  nor  pro- 
tector about,  I  took  her,  the  child  of  my 
oldest  friend,  to  my  care,  and  at  no  time 
ha.ve  I  been  more  thankful  than  now. 
when  the  wliole  country  is  set  by  the 
ears.  We  ai-e  in  London  masquerading 
as  'Mistress  Grey  and  her  niece.'  as  her 
only  brother.  Archie,  an  officer  in  the 
French  service,  is  mixed  up  in  this  un- 
fortunate affair,  and  it  is  probably  only 
a  matter  of  time  until  he  gets  into  trouble 
and  will  need  evei'y  effort  I  may  be  able 
to  put  forth  in  his  behalf.  No,  you 
have  not  come  across  him.  for  he  was  on 
some  secret  mission  :  and  it  is  possible 
he  may  not.  have  set  his  foot  in  Scotland 
at  all.  We  can  but  wait  and  see.  Now 
that  your  curiosity  is  satisfied,  doubtless 
you  are  longing  to  se(^  the  young  lady 
herself  ;  but  let  me  warn  you.  Master 
Hughie,  I  will  have  none  of  your  philan- 
dering. Margaret  is  as  dear  to  me  as  if 
she  were  my  own  daughter  born,  and  I 
may  as  well  tell  vou  at  ouce  I  have  plans 
for  her  futiu'e  with  which  I  will  brook 
no  interference." 

"  May  I  ask.  cousin,  if  your  plans  in- 
clude M.  de  Trincardel :'" 

"My  certesl  But  it  is  like  your  im- 
pudence to  know  my  mind  quicker  than  I 
tell  it.     Yes,  since  vou  must  know,  a  mar- 


riage is  arranged  between  them,  and  I 
have  pledged  myself  for  Margaret's  lit- 
ting  establishment.  There  it  is  all.  in  two 
words ;  and  now  I  am  going  for  the  young 
lady  lierself.  See  that  you  congratulate 
her."  ! 

Do  not  imagine  that  her  conditions  cost 
me  a  second  thought,  nor  the  declaration     [ 
of    her    future    intentions   a    ]King.      ]\Iy 
cousin   was    a  woman,   and   as  such    wa^ 
privileged  to  change  her  mind  as  often  as 
she  chose,  and  I  was  still   young  enough 
not   to   be  worried   by   the    thought  that 
some  day  I  might    not  be  the   one  called 
u])on  to  step  into  her  comfortable  shoes. 
As  for  the  Vic'^mte.  he  must  play  for   his      ,, 
own  hand.      So  I  awaited  wiih  impatience     I 
the  appearance  of  my  fair  supjdanter. 

She  was  much  younger  than  I  supposed. 
not  more  than  sixteen:  but  if  I  had  been 
mistaken  in  her  age.  I  had  not  over- 
estimated her  beauty.  Her  hair  was 
really  the  same  rich  amber -color  that 
had  awakened  my  admii-ation:  her  fore- 
head was  broad  and  low:  her  eyes  be- 
tween hazel  and  gray,  with  clear,  well- 
marked  brows  :  her  nose  straight  and 
regular  :  and  her  mouth,  though  not 
small,  was  beautifully  shaped,  with  tlie 
least  droop  at  the  corners,  wliich  made  her 
expression  winsome  in  the  extreme.  Her 
face  was  a  little  angular  as  yet.  but  the 
lines  v.-ere  good,  and  her  slightly  pointed 
chin  was  broken  by  the  merest  shadow  of 
a  dimple.  She  was  taller  than  most  wo- 
men, and  if  her  figure  had  not  rounded 
out  to  its  full  proportion,  her  bearing  was 
noble  and  her  carriage  graceful. 

Difilcttlt  as  it  is  for  me  to  give  eveii 
this  cold  inventory  of  her  charms,  the 
sweet  witchery  of  her  manner,  the  fall 
of  her  voice,  the  winning  grace  that  shone 
in  her  every  look,  are  beyond  my  poor 
powei'S  of  description.  I  felt  them  to  my 
very  heart,  which  lay  in  surrender  at  her 
feet  long  before  I  realized  it  was  even  in 
danger. 

Our  friendship  began  without  the  usual 
preliminaries  of  acquaintance.  ]\[y  sac- 
rifices in  the  Prince's  cause  were  known 
to  her  through  Lady  Jane;  indeed,  when 
I  saw  her  noble  enthtisiasm.  it  fired  me 
till  I  half  f(n"got  my  disappointments, 
and  was  once  nu)re  so  tierce  a  Jacobite 
that  I  satisfied  even  her  sweeping  enthu- 
siasm. 

L'  anything  fui-ther  was  needed  to 
heighten  our  mutual  interest,  it  was  forth- 
coming in  the  discoverv  that  I  had  been 
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aide-de-camp  to  Lord  George  Murray, 
whom  she  rightly  enough  regarded  as 
the  mainspring  of  the  enterprise,  and  to 
whom  she  may  in  Highhand  fashion  have 
been  in  some  degree  akin. 

Nauglit  would  satisfy  her  hut  that  I 
should  tell  the  story  of  my  adventures, 
shoukl  describe  the  Prince  a  thousand 
times — which  I  did  with  every  variation 
I  could  think  of  to  engage  her  admiration 
— should  relate  every  incident  and  conver- 
sation with  Lord  George,  which  I  did  the 
more  willingly  that  I  loved  him  from  my 
heart,  and  it  required  but  little  ePFort  to 
speak  of  a  man  who  had  played  his  part 
so  gallantly. 

With  Lady  Jane  as  moved  as  Marga- 
ret herself,  we  sat  till  late,  and,  like 
Othello,  I  told  to  the  most  sympathizing 
ears  in  the  world  the  story  of  my  life. 
They  forgot  the  hour,  the  place,  and  all 
but  the  moving  recital,  and  I  saw  only 
the  glistening  eyes,  sometimes  wide  with 
horror,  sometimes  welling  over  with  tears, 
and  sometimes  sparkling  with  humor, 
until,  like  the  Moor,  I  could  almost  per- 
suade myself  that 

She  lov'd  me  for  tlic   dangers  I  liad  pass'd, 
And  I  lov'd  her  that  slie  did  pity  tliem. 

"Come,  come,  Hugliie!  We'll  have 
no  more  of  this!  The  child  will  never 
close  her  eyes  this  night,  and  you  should 
be  ashamed  making  an  exhibition  of  an 
old  fool  of  a  woman!"  suddenly  cried 
Lady  Jane,  rising  and  wiping  her  eyes 
when  I  had  finished  telling  of  the  death 
of  young  Glengarry  at  Falkirk.  And 
half  laughing,  half  crying,  she  kissed  me 
and  pushed  me  out  of  the  room  before  I 
had  opportunity  to  take  a  fitting  farewell 
of  Margaret,  Pearl  of  all  Women. 

"If  the  Vicomte  can  make  any  run- 
nii]g  that  will  count  against  this,  Til  be 
much  surprised,"  I  thought  to  myself  as 
I  picked  my  way  home  under  a  wnrni 
drizzle  through  the  dirty,  ill-lighted  streets. 
But  outward  discomforts  mattered  not  a 
whit  to  me,  for  I  had  eaten  of  the  fruit 
of  the  gods,  and  that  night  I  journeyed 
in  the  sunlight  of  the  Pays  du  Tendre, 
bearing  in  my  heart  the  idol  to  which 
my  soul  did  homage,  as  I  hummed  over 
the  song  of  some  dead  and  forgotten  but 
valiant-hearted  lady  of  my  own  house: 

"  When  day  was  deid  I  met  my  Dear 
Oil  fair  Kirkconiiel  Lea, 
Though   fauso  cen  spied,  1  knew  no  fear, 
His  love  was  over  me. 


"  He  kissed  me  f u'  upon  the  raou', 
Ho  looked  me  in  the  ee, 
An'  whispered  low,  '  Xor  life  nor  death 
Shall  part  my  Love  frae  nie!' 

The  span  o'  Life's  nae  lang  cneugh, 

Nor  deep  eneugh  tlie  sea, 
Nov  braid  enough  this  weary  warld 

To  part  my  Love  frae  me ! 

"Though  mony  an'  mony  a  day  hath  died 
On  fair  Kirkconnel  Lea 
Sin'  I  stood  l)y  my  True  Love's  side 
An'  melted  'neatli  liis  ee, 

''  Yet  ilka  wind  that  fan.s  jny  eheek 
Kissed  his  in  Germanie, 
An'  bids  me  bide  ;  for  what  shall  make 
To  part  my  Love   frae  me? 

The  span  o'  Life's  nae  lang  eneugli, 

Nor  deep  eneugh  the  sea. 
Nor  braid  eneugh  this   weary  warld 

To  part  my  Love  frae  me  !'' 

Do  I  need  to  relate  the  story  of  tlie 
next  day,  or  of  each  one  which  succeeded? 
Dear  as  it  is  to  me,  clearly  as  every  fond 
remembrance  stands  out  before  me,  it 
might  but  weary  a  reader  to  whom  I  can- 
not possibly  convey  even  a  conception  of 
the  sweet  witchery  of  my  Margaret's  en- 
gaging manner.  Mine,  thougli  I  might 
never  possess  her,  for  I  was  too  sincere- 
ly attached  to  Lady  Jane  to  think  of 
standing  in  the  wa}^  of  her  plans  should 
she  finally  determine  against  me;  mine 
most  of  all  when  I  saw^  how^  eagerly  the 
deal"  girl  turned  to  me  whenever  I  ap- 
peared. 

The  Vicomte  often  foi-med  one  of  our 
party,  and  it  was  with  some  distress  that 
I  saw  he  was  inclined  to  interfere  with 
the  friendship  so  happily  begun.  I  have 
a  natu"al  inclination  against  giving  pain  ; 
there  is  already  so  much  in  this  world 
wliich  we  cannot  prevent,  it  seems  cruel 
to  add  to  it  intentionally,  and  it  was  not 
without  regret  that  I  saw  my  innocent 
endeavors  tow^ards  the  entertainment  of 
Margaret  caused  him  gi'ave  uneasiness. 
Still,  as  a  man  of  breeding  he  could  not 
admit  that  his  position  in  her  afTectlons 
was  endangered,  and  so  kept  on  his  way, 
thougli  his  evident  disturbance  told 
cagainst  the  elTectiveness  of  his  advances 
towards  her,  and  at  times  rendered  his  at- 
tack on  me  singularly  unskilful.  Exem- 
pli gratia, :  Margaret  was  so  visibly  moved 
one  day  by  the  effect  of  my  singing,  for  I 
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then  possessed  a  voice  justly  admired  by 
tliose  best  qualified  to  judge,  that  he  was 
indiscreet  enough  to  remark  om  my  choice 
of  a  song",  which  was  Jacobite  to  an  ex- 
treme. 

"Chevalier,  only  an  artist  could  act  a 
part  so  thoroughly."' 

It  was  embarrassing,  but  I  was  saved  all 
necessity  of  a  reply  by  Margaret's  gener- 
ous outburst: 

"Oh,  Gaston,  for  shame!  You  can 
never  understand  what  it  means  to  have 
lost  all  for  3'our  Prince  I'' 

A  somewhat  more  forceful  rejoinder 
than  I  should  have  been  able  to  make, 
seeing  I  had  so  unguardedly  revealed  my 
sentiments  on  this  very  subject  to  him  at 
our  jirst  meeting.  Therefore  I  at  once 
accepted  her  defence  in  the  same  spirit 
as  it  was  given;  indeed,  I  had  almost 
forgotten  I  had  any  rancor  against  the 
unfortunate  Charles,  so  completely  was  I 
domimited  b}'  her  enthusiasm. 

"Let  me  sing  you  another,"  I  exclaim- 
ed, "  written  when  our  hopes  were  still 
high." 

"  Yes,  yes,''  she  cried,  eagerlj',  cla])ping 
her  hands.  "Let  us  forget  it  has  all 
passed." 

And  I  sang: 

*' Li  far  Toiiraiiie  IM  wateluMl  each  laggiiiu"  day 

Drag  on  to  weary   iiiglit, 
I'd  broke  mv  lioart   when  homing  birds 

Winged  o'er  me  in  their  flight ; 
But  a  Bhickbii'd  came  one  golden  eve 

And  rested  on   the   wing, 
And  these  were  the  heartsome   word<  I  heard 

The  bonnie  Bhickbird   sing: 

'"Go  bid  your  h)ve  bind   in   her   hair 

The  blue  of  Scotland's  Kings, 
fxo  bid  her  don  her  bravest  gown 

And  all   her  gauds  and   rings, 
And  ])]d  her  shine  all  maids  above 

As  she  can  shine  alone  ; 
For  the  news   was   whispered  in   the  lught, 

And  the  night   hath  told  the  day, 
And  the  cry  hath  gone   aci'oss  the  land 

From  Lochaber  to  the  Tav  I 
From   Loehaber  far  Ijeyop.d  the   Tay 

The  glorious  news  hath   Uown  — 
So   l)id   her  don   her   best   array. 

For  the   King  shall   have  his  own 
Once   more  ! 

The   King  shall   have   his  own  I' 

"Beyond  the  Tweed  I  know  each  bonnie  l)ird 
That  lilts  the  greenwood  through, 
1  know  each  note   from  the  mavis  sweet 
To  the  crooning  cushie-doo  ; 


But  I  ne'er  had  lieard  a  song  that  gar'd 

My  very  heart-strings  ring 
Till  I  heard  that  eve  in  far  Touraine 

The  bonnie  Blackbird  sing  : 

"  '  Go  bid  your  love  bind  in  lier  hair 

The  blue  of  Scotland's  Kings, 
Go  bid  her  don  her  bravest  gown 

And  all  her  gauds  and  rings, 
And  bid  her  sliine  all  maids  above. 

As  she  can  shine  alone  ; 
For  the  news  was  whispered  in  the  night, 

And  the  night  hath  told  the  day, 
And  the  cry  hath  gone  across  the  land 

From  Lochaber  to  the  Tay  I 
From  Lochaber  far  beyond  the  Tay 

The  glorious  news  hath  flown — 
So  bid   her  don  her  best  array, 

For  the  King  shall  have  his  own 
Once  more ! 

The  Iving  shall  have  his  own!'"' 

Lady  Jane  was  in  tears,  and  my  Mar- 
garet was  little  better,  though  smiling 
at  me  from  the  spinet,  while  the  Vi- 
comie  sat  the  only  composed  one  in  the 
room — I  being  affected,  as  I  always  am 
when  I  hear  a  fine  effort, whether  by  my- 
self or  another — when  Mr.  Colvill,  who 
was  Lady  Jane's  man  of  business,  entered 
to  us,  and  without  any  preamble  began: 

"  Mr.  Maxwell,  I  have  certain  informa- 
tion that  your  lodgings  will  be  searched 
to-night,  and  I  have  a  suspicion  that  you 
are  the  person  sought  for." 

M3'  poor  Margaret  cried  out  and  nearly 
swooned  with  terror,  but  Lady  Jane  was 
herself  at  once.  "Give  over  your  non- 
sense, Peggy,  this  instant!  Hugliie  is  not 
a  mewling  baby  to  be  frightened,  with  a 
warning  before  him  I  Colvill,  you  have 
acted  with  the  discretion  I  should  have 
expected  in  you,  and  I  thank  yoti  in  my 
cousin's  name  and  my  own.  Hughie,  do 
you  find  out  some  new  place  at  once;  I 
marked  a  little  sempstress  who  has  a  shop 
in  Wych  Street  onh^  the  other  day,  and 
I  would  apply  there  if  you  know  of  no 
other.  Do  not  go  back  to  your  old  lodg- 
ings on  any  account.  When  I  hear  where 
you  are,  I  will  su])ply  you  Avitli  every- 
thing needftil." 

The  Vicomte  vei-y  obligingly  offered  me 
the  shelter  of  his  roof  for  ihe  niglit,  but 
I  answered  I  could  not  tliink  of  exposing 
him.  when  on  diplomatic  business,  to  the 
cliarge  of  sheltering  a  rebel,  and  I  was 
])leased  to  have  so  handsome  an  excuse 
to  cover  my  unwillingness  to  lie  under 
an  obligation  towards  him. 

In  a  moment  the  whole  aspect  of  our 
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little  party  was  changed,-  and  I  took  my 
way  to  seek  for  a  new  shelter,  leaving 
anxious  hearts  behind  me. 


CHAPTER  TTI. 

"  THE  DEAD  AND  THE  ABSENT  ARE  ALWAYS 
WRONG." 

I  MYSELF  was  not  greatly  disturbed  over 
the  turn  things  had  taken,  for  I  had  be- 
gun to  be  suspicious  of  my  thrifty  Scot 
in  Greek  Street,  and,  as  I  had  left  behind 
me  neither  papers  nor  effects  which  could 
compromise  myself  or  others  wlien  he 
laid  his  dirty  claws  upon  them,  I  turned 
my  back  on  him  without  regret. 

The  hour  was  late  to  enter  upon  a 
search  for  new  lodgings  without  arous- 
ing suspicion,  and  this  determined  me 
to  try  the  sempstress  indicated  by  Lady 
Jane. 

I  found  the  street  witliout  difficulty, 
and,  what  was  better,  without  question- 
ing, and  soon  discovered  the  little  shop 
with  a  welcome  gleam  of  light  showing 
through  the  closed  shutters.  The  street 
was  empty,  so  I  advanced,  and  after 
knocking  discreetly,  tried  the  door,  whicli, 
to  my  surprise,  I  found  open,  and  so  en- 
tered. 

In  a  low  chair  behind  tlie  counter  sat 
a  solitary  woman,  sewing  by  the  indiffer- 
ent light  of  a  shaded  candle.  She  looked 
at  me  keenly  and  long,  but  without  alarm. 

"  Madam,"  said  I,  closing  the  door  be- 
hind me  and  slipping  in  the  bolt,  ''have 
no  fear.  My  name  is  Captain  Geral- 
dine." 

"That  is  a  lie, ''.she  said,  calmly,  raising 
her  face  so  the  full  light  of  the  candle 
should  fall  upon  it. 

Great  heavens !  It  was  that  of  my 
wife! 

I  sank  dowm  on  a  settle  near  the  wall 
and  stared  at  her,  absolutely  speechless 
with  surprise  and  horror,  while  she  con- 
tinued her  sewing  without  a  .second  look, 
though  I  could  mark  that  her  hands  were 
trembling  so  she  could  hardly  dii-ect  her 
needle. 

"  Good  God  !  Lucy!  Is  it  really  yon  ?'' 
I  cried,  scarce  believing  the  evidence  of 
my  senses. 

"I  am  she  whom  you  name." 

"And  you  know  me?" 

"I  know  that  you  are  Hugh  ]\[axwell," 
she  answered,  in  the  same  steady  voice. 

"And  you  know  that  I  am  your  hus- 
band." 


"I  have  no  husband.  My  husband  is 
dead." 

"  Lucy,  do  not  break  my  heart!  I  am 
not  a  scoundrel !  Do  you  think  for  a  mo- 
ment I  could  abandon  the  girl  who  trust- 
ed and  married  me?  I  had  the  most  pos- 
itive intelligence  of  your  death.  Lucy, 
Lucy,  for  God's  sake  speak,  and  do  not 
torture  me  beyond  endurance.  Tell  me 
what  has  happened." 

But  the  trembling  hands  went  on  with 
their  work,  though  she  neither  raised  her 
head  nor  spoke.  My  brain  was  in  a  wiiirl, 
aiid  I  did  not  know  what  to  think  or  how 
to  act,  so  I  preserved  at  least  an  outward 
quiet  for  a  time,  trying  to  imagine  her 
position. 

I  was  but  eighteen  when  I  had  mar- 
ried her,  a  tradesman's  daughter,  but 
my  uncertain  allowance,  as  well  as  the 
certain  wrath  of  my  family,  prevented 
me  acknowledging  her  as  my  wife,  and 
no  one  except  her  mother  knew^  of  our 
union. 

As  I  sat  trying  to  find  some  light,  I 
heard  the  cry  of  a  lusty  child:  "Mo- 
ther! Mother!"  At  this  her  face  con- 
tracted as  witii  sudden  pain,  and  saying 
only,  "  Wait  where  you  are,"  she  left  the 
shop. 

I  noticed  she  had  still  the  same  quick, 
light  way  of  moving,  "  like  a  bird,"  I 
used  to  tell  hei*  in  the  old  days:  it  was 
but  the  dull,  ungenerous  color  and  shape 
of  her  stuff  gown  that  hid  the  dainiy^  fig- 
ure I  had  known,  and  only  some  different 
manner  of  dressing  her  hair  that  prevent- 
ed the  old  trick  of  the  little  curls  that 
would  come  out  about  her  ears  and  fore- 
head. 

While  she  w^-^s  away  I  thought  it  all 
out,  and  my  heart  melted  with  ])ity  for  the 
poor  soul  forced  to  these  years  of  loneli- 
ness, U>  this  daily  struggle  for  the  suppoi-t 
of  herselfand  her  child — our  child — and, 
more  than  all  else,  to  the  torturing  thought 
that  the  love  which  had  been  the  sum  of 
her  existence  was  false.  What  should  I 
do?  I  was  not  in  doubt  for  a  moment.  I 
would  make  up  to  her,  by  the  devotion  of 
a  heart  rich  in  feeling,  all  the  sorrows  of 
the  past. 

Here  she  entered  again,  but  now  col- 
lected and  herself  as  at  first.  I  rose  and 
advanced  to  meet  hei*.  but  she  waved  me 
off,  and  took  up  her  sewing  again  in  her 
former  position. 

"Lucy."  I  said,  standing  over  her, 
"does  not  the  voice   of  our  child — for  I 
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cannot  doubt  it  is  onr  cliiUi— ])lead  for  me? 
Listen  a  moment.  Wlien  I  returned  fi-om 
that  ill-starred  Russian  voyage,  1  flew  at 
once  to  join  you.  You  bad  been  in  my 
beai't  during  all  my  absence,  and  my  re- 
tui'ii  home  was  to  be  crowned  with  your 
love.  But,  to  my  consternation,  I  found 
strangers  occu})ying  the  old  I'ooms,  and 
the  woman  told  me  with  every  circum- 
stance of  harrowing  detail  the  story  of 
your  deatli  by  typhus,  and  that  your  mo- 
ther followed  you  to  the  grave  scarce  a 
day  later.  Heartbroken  as  I  was,  I  never 
sought  for  further  confirmation  than  the 
nameless  graves  she  pointed  out  to  me 
by  your  parish  church.  She  told  me, 
too,  your  effects  were  burned  by  order  of 
the  overseers,  and  I  took  it  for  granted  she 
had  stolen  anything  of  value  that  might 
have  been  left.  When  I  found  at  my 
banker's  that  a  lieutenancy  in  Berwick's 
was  awaiting  my  application,  I  only  too 
eagerly  seized  the  opportunity  of  escaping 
from  a  country  where  I  would  be  con- 
stantly reminded  of  my  ruined  past,  and 
since  that  day  I  have  never  set  foot  in 
London  till  the  present.  Oh.  Lucy  I  Lucy  I 
I  see  ii.  all  now.  The  birth  of  our  child 
Avas  approaching.  You,  poor  soul,  were 
an  unacknowledged  wife ;  I  was  wandering, 
a  shipwrecked  stranger  beyond  all  means 
of  communication,  and  you  fled  from  the 
finger  of  shame  that  cruel  hands  would 
liave  pointed  at  you.  Why  that  hag 
should  have  gone  to  sucli  lengths  to  de- 
ceive me  I  cannot  even  guess.  But  now, 
my  dear  love,  my  dearest  wife,  it  is  at  an 
end !  I  have  a  position — at  least  I  am  a 
captain,  with  fair  chance  of  promotion — 
I  no  longei"  have  a  family  to  considei*, 
and  once  I  get  out  of  this  present  trap 
I  will  acknowledge  you  before  the  whole 
world,  and  we  will  wipe  out  the  cruel  past 
as  if  it  had  never  existed."' 

"I  have  no  ])ast,'"  she  said,  quietly. 

"Then,  Lucy  darling,  as  truly  as  I  am 
vour  husband  I  will  make  you  a  future." 

"  I  have  no  husband."  she  answered,  in 
the  same  quiet  tone:  "  my  husband  died 
the  day  my  boy  was  boi-n." 

"But,  Lucy,  my  wife,  you  have  loveT' 

"  Not  such  love  as  you  mean.  My  love, 
such  as  it  is  hei-e.  is  for  my  boy.  All  else 
is  for  something  beyond."' 

"  But.  Lucy.  Iiave  you  notliing  left  for 
me?    Sui-ely  you  do  not  doubt  my  wordr"" 

"No,"  she  answered,  slowly.  "You 
have  never  deceived  me  that  I  know  of. 
Until  to-night  1  believed  vou  had  left  me. 


but  I  know  norv\^  it  is  I  who  have  left 
you.  There  never  can  be  anything  be- 
tween us." 

"Why,  Lucy?  Tell  me  why.  Do  not 
sit  there  holding  yourself  as  if  you  were 
apart  from  me  and  mine."' 

''You  have  just  said  the  very  words 
which  explain  it  all,"  she  answered.  "  I 
am  indeed  'apart  from  you  and  yours." 
Your  explanation  now  makes  clear  why 
you  did  not  find  me  out  on  your  return, 
and  I  accept  it  fully.  But  think  you  for 
a  moment  that  this  Avipes  out  all  I  have 
suffered  through  these  years?  Can  you 
explain  away,  by  any  other  statement 
save  til  at  I  was  *  apart  from  you  and 
yours.'  the  cruel  wrong  you  did  when 
you  left  me,  a  helpless  girl  without  ex- 
perience, in  a  position  where  I  was  utterly 
defenceless  against  evil  tongues  in  the 
hour  of  my  trial,  so  that  what  should 
have  been  my  glory  was  turned  into  a 
load  of  disgrace  which  crushed  me  and 
killed  my  mother?  To  say  you  inteiuled 
to  return  is  no  answer,  no  defence.  You 
knew  all  about  a  world  of  which  I  was 
ignorant,  and  you  should  have  shielded 
me  by  your  knowledge. 

"Do  not  think  I  am  unhuman.  I  am 
simply  unfeeling  on  the  side  to  which  you 
would  appeal.  I  have  lived  too  long 
alone,  I  have  suffered  too  much  alone,  to 
look  to  any  human  creature  for  such  help 
or  such  comfort  as  you  would  bring.  I 
know  you  were  honest,  I  know  you  were 
loving  and  tender,  but  that  has  all  passed 
for  me.  You  do  not  come  into  my  life  at 
any  point:  I  can  look  on  you  without  a 
throb  of  my  heart  either  in  love  or  in 
hate—" 

"But,  Lucy,  I  am  not  changed.  I  am 
the  same  Hugh  !Maxwell  you  knew."' 

"You  are  Hugh  Maxwell,  but  there  is 
no  quesiion  of  likeness,  of  '  being  the 
same,'  for  there  is  no  Lucy.  She  is  as 
really  dead  to  you  to-day  as  you  thought 
when  you  mourned  her  six  years  ago. 
The  Misti'ess  Routh  who  speaks  now  is  a 
widow,  by  God's  grace  a  member  of  the 
Society  of  ^Methodists,  and  you  need  never 
seek  through  her  to  find  any  trace  of  the 
girl  you  knew.  She  is  dead,  dead,  dead, 
and  may  the  Lord  have  mercy  on  her 
soul  1"" 

It  was  like  standing  before  a  closed 
grave. 

Against  this  all  my  prayei's,  my  tears, 
my  entreaties,  availed  nothing,  until  at 
last  I  ceased  in  very  despair  at  the  firm- 
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ness  of  this  luuuovable  woman,  whom  I 
liad  left  a  pretty,  wilful,  changeable  girl 
a  few  years  before. 

The  candle  had  long- since  bui'ned  itself 
out,  and  the  gray  of  the  morning  was  be- 
ginning to  struggle  ill  at  every  opening 
when  I  gave  up  the  contest. 

"Mistress  Routh,"  said  I,  smiling  at 
the  odd  address,  "I  have  been  overlong 
in  coming  to  my  business.  I  am  a  ])i"o- 
scrilxnl  rebel  witii  a  ])i'ice  set  on  my  head, 
and  I  seek  a  ihmv  lodg'ing-,  my  old  one 
being  unsafe.  I  was  directed  here  almost 
by  (chance.  Can  you  give  me  sucli  room 
as  you  can  spare:*  There  is  but  little  or 
no  danger  in  harboring  me,  for  I  am  re- 
})oi'ted  to  be  in  Scotland  with  the  Prince, 
'the  Young  Pretender,'  if  you  like  it  so. 
I  will  be  as  circuins|)ect  in  my  move- 
ments as  possible.  Above  all.  T  will  nev- 
er show  by  word  or  sign  that  I  knew  you 
before,  even  when  we  are  alone,  nor  ^vill 
I  betray  your  secret  to  our  boy.  You  are 
free  to  refuse  me,  and  should  you  do  so,  I 
will  seek  shelter  elsewhere;  but  whetlier 
I  go  or  stay,  I  give  you  my  word  of  hon- 
or as  ii  gentleman  that  youi*  secret  rests 
where  it  lies  in  my  heart  until  such  time 
as  you  see  fit  to  proclaim  it  yourself. 
Will  you.  then,  consent  to  let  me  have  a 
room  under  your  roof  until  such  time  as 
I  can  get  over  to  France?'' 

After  a  little  she  said:  "Yes;  I  can 
take  your  word.  But  remember,  from 
this  niglit  you  are  a  stranger  to  me. 
You  will  ])ay  as  a  stranger^  and  come  and 
go  as  a  stranger." 

Aiul  so  this  unnatural  treaty  was  rati- 
fied, ^[y  hostess  made  such  preparation 
for  my  comfort  as  I  would  allow,  and 
when  alone  I  sat  on  my  couch  to  try  and 
put  my  thoughts  in  order. 

It  was  only  then  that  Marg'aret  came 
back  to  me.  During  my  long  struggle  with 
my  poor  wife  no  thought  of  another  had 
entered  my  mind,  my  whole  endeavor  be- 
ing directed  towards  making  such  amends 
for  the  cru(dties  of  an  undeserved  fate  as 
were  ])()ssible;  but  now,  when  alone,  the 
realization  of  what  it  meant  in  my  rela- 
tion towards  Margaret  overwhelmed  me. 
All  unwittingly  I  had  been  playing  the 
])art  of  a  low  scoundrel  towards  the  fair- 
est, purest  soul  in  the  whole  world:  I 
had  been  living  in  a  Fool's  Paradise, 
drink'ing  the  sweetest  di'aught  that  evei- 
intoxicated  a  hunum  soul,  and  now,  with- 
out an  instant's  warning,  the  cup  was 
dashed  from  my  li()S. 


Poor  Mai'garet!  Poor  Lucy!  Poor 
Hugh  !  Mv  heart  was  aching  for  ihem 
all. 

CIIAPTEH    IV. 

IN    WHICH    1     MAKE    ACgiAINTANCE    WITH    ONE 
NEAR    TO    ME. 

I  STRETCHED  myself  out  at  length,  with 
my  cloak  over  me.  and  dozed  uneasily 
until  awakened  by  a  soft  knocking  at  the 
door,  Avhich  was  slowly  pushed  o})en.  and 
a  brown  head  made  its  api)earance  in  the 
room. 

"Come  in,"  I  said,  and  thei-e  entei-eJ  to 
me  as  handsome  a  boy  of  six  as  ever  de- 
lighted a  man's  eyes. 

I  would  have  given  the  world  to  take 
him  to  my  heart.  l)Ut  I  was  on  ])arole. 
So  we  stared  at  each  other,  and  I  can 
only  hope  he  was  as  well  satistied  with 
his  inspection  as  I  was  with  mine. 

"Does  your  mother  know  of  your 
coming r'  I  asked,  for  I  was  determined 
to  take  no  unfair  advantage. 

"She  told  me  I  could  come."  he  an- 
swered, without  any  backwai'dness,  yet 
with  modesty. 

"Good.      ^Vell.  what  do  you  think?" 

"  Why  do  you  sleep  in  your  clothes?" 

"Oh,  a  soldier  often  sleeps  in  his 
clothes." 

"But  I  don't  think  vou'i'e  a  soldier." 

"Whyf 

"  Where  is  your  sword?" 

"  I'll  get  that  by-and-by." 

"If  I  was  a  soldier  I'd  sleej)  with  my 
s  worth" 

"Well,  you'd  tind  it  a  mighty  uncom- 
fortable bedfellow,"  I  answered,  laughing. 
At  which  he  laughed  tO(^,  and  we  were 
fast  becoming  friends. 

"  Will  you  be  a  soldiei'?"  I  went  on. 

"  I  don't  know.      What's  your  name?" 

"  One  moment,  my  young  diplomat. 
Do  you  never  answer  a  question  but  by 
asking  another?  Sui'el,y  you're  not  a 
Scotchman?" 

"  I  don't  know." 

"Well,  what  do  you  think  you  are?'' 

"  I  think  I'm  a  Methodist." 

"So  you  are.  But  that  may  be  much 
the  same  thing,  for  aught  I  k-now.  My 
name's  Captain  Geraldiue.  Now  tell  me 
youi's." 

"Christopher.      Can  you  sing?" 

"I  can  sing,  my  boy.  like  a  mavis,  like 
a  bird-of-paradise.  Would  you  like  to 
taste  my  quality?"  and  without  moi'e  ado 
I  sang  to  him. 
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"The  span  o'  Life's  nae  lang  eneugli, 
Nor  deep  eneugli  the  sea, 
Nor  braid  eneugh  this  weary  warld 
To  part  my  Love  frae  me." 

"I  like  that,"  be  said,  g-ravely,  vvlien  I 
had  made  an  end.      "You  sing  well." 

"So  I  have  been  informed,  sir;  and  I 
am  most  sensible  of  your  conbrmation  of 


night  were   visible  in   her  pale  face  and 

tired  eyes. 

"Good-morning,  Mistress  Routh." 
"Good-moriiijig,  Captain  Geraldine.     I 

see  my  boy  has  taken  to  you ;  it  is  a  good 

sign." 

Tlie  words  were  like  balm  to  me,  and  I 

looked  at  her  searchingly  to  see  expected 
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the  favorable  verdict,  which  is  llattering 
beyond  my  poor  deserts." 

But  he  did  not  find  this  at  all  to  his 
taste,  and  I  was  sorry  to  see  my  untimely 
nonsense  caused  him  to  shrink  somewhat 
from  me,  which  hurt  me  to  a  degree  I 
could  not  have  believed  possible. 

But  my  embarrassment  was  relieved  by 
his  mother's  voice  calling  us  from  the 
foot  of  the  stairs,  and  iiand  in  hand  we 
went  down  together. 

I  looked  at  my  hostess  with  much  curi- 
osity, and  found  her  quiet  and  serene, 
though  the  traces  of  the  anxiety  of  over- 


signs  of  relenting,  but  I  only  too  clearly 
recognized  it  was  the  kindly  civility  of  an 
entii'e  stranger,  and  I  felt  more  strongly 
than  at  any  moment  before  that  the  door 
of  the  past  was  irrevocably  closed  be- 
tween us. 

I  sat  down  at  the  table,  but  she  I'e- 
mained  standing,  and  folding  her  hands, 
repeated  a  long  grace.  It  was  so  utterly 
strange,  so  uttei-ly  foreign  to  all  1  had 
ever  known  of  hei',  that  it  deepened  the 
impression  tenfold  that  1  belonged  to  a 
world  apart  from  hers.  In  a  sense  it 
shocked  my   feeling  of  what  was  proper. 


r-v 
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Her  Protoslantisin  liad  never  l)e(Mi  ;niy 
barrier  in  our  life  touellier.  for  I  liave 
known  too  many  diti'ei'ent  Avays  to  liap- 
piness  not  to  helieve  that  tlier*^  may  be 
more  tlian  one  to  lieaven.  I  liave  known 
too  many  devout  Protestants  to  have  a 
shadow  of  doubt  as  to  theii-  sincerity  ;  but 
I  hav^e  always  been  a  b(diever  in  the  es- 
tablished oi'der  of  tliinus.  and  for  a  wo- 
man to  take  any  ])art  in  matters  r(di- 
gious,  beyond  teaching'  lier  children  their 
hymns  and  prayers,  was  foreiu'n  to  my  ex- 
perience. 

We  ate  our  br(\d-:fast  to  the  accom- 
})animent  of  t]u>  boy's  chatttM*.  and  if 
tliere  was  any  embari'assment.  1  am  frec^ 
to  confess  it  was  on  my  siile  alone.  I 
could  perfectly  understand  hei*  courage 
and  resolution    of  tlie  night  before,  but 


this  wonderful  acting  was  sim})ly  mar- 
vellous: it  was,  as  fai-as  I  knew,  no  more 
])ossible  to  the  Lucy  T  had  known  than 
talking  C'astilian;  but.  u])on  my  soul,  I 
never  admii'cd  her  moi'c  in  my  life.  This, 
howev«M'.  I  took  good  cai'C  not  to  show 
in  word  or  gesture:  if  she  had  so  utterl}' 
renounced  all  vanities  and  pomps,  wliy 
should  she  have  the  incense  of  admira- 
tion:' She  would  })robably  consider  it  an 
o tiering  to  idols. 

'"^listress  Kouth,  if  my  "|)resence  will 
not  discommode  you.T  })ui"pose  to  lie  quiet 
for  a  day  or  two.  until  1  can  get  such 
clothes  as  may  serve  both  as  a  cliange  of 
character  and  a  more  titting  appearance 
for  myself.  Do  you  happen  to  know  of 
so  rare  a  bird  as  a  periwig-maker  who 
can  keep  his  counsel?     If  I  could   have 
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such  an  one  attend  me  here,  I  coukl  at 
least  do  away  with  this  lanky  hair  and 
fit  myself  to  a  decent  wig;  then  I  could 
venture  out  under  cover  of  a  cloak,  and 
find  a  tailor  to  complete  the  transforma- 
tion. But  I  take  it  you  may  know  but 
little  of  these  manlike  fripperies." 

"I  do  know  a  man  who  may  be  trusted, 
who,  though  a  member  of  our  Society,  is 
forced  to  gain  his  living  by  like  vani- 
ties," she  returned, 

"Madam,"  said  I,  "you  evidently  do 
not  estimate  the  quality  of  vanity  at 
its  proper  value.  Now  I  hold  it  in  real- 
ity to  he  the  eighth  of  the  Cardinal  Vir- 
tues. I  have  known  it  to  keep  men  from 
being  slovenly  through  their  regard  for 
tlie  outward  respect  of  others,  and  clean- 
liness comes  very  near  to  godliness.  I 
have  known  it  to  keep  men  out  of  low 
company  through  their  desire  to  catch  a 
reflected  glory  from  their  superiors,  and 
company  is  an  informant  of  character. 
I  have  even  known  it  to  make  men  open- 
handed  through  a  dislike  to  appear  nig- 
gardly in  public,  and — "  But  I  saw  a  look 
of  such  evident  distress  on  the  face  before 
me  that  I  checked  my  flight  in  very  pity. 
xA.  man  with  any  sensibility  will  find  him- 
self constantly  curbed  by  his  regard  for 
the  feelings  of  others. 

When  Mistress  Routh's  assistant  ap- 
peared I  took  the  opportunity  of  send- 
ing a  note  to  Lady  Jane,  telling  of  my 
whereabouts,  and  that  I  would  present 
myself  in  a  day  or  two  when  I  had  ef- 
fected sufficient  change  in  my  ai)pear- 
ance. 

This  I  was  enabled  to  do  by  tlie  hoi])  of 
the  wig-maker — who  was  clever  enough 
with  what  he  put  outside  other  men's 
heads,  though  I  could  not  think  so  liigli- 
]y  of  what  he  had  got  into  hi§  own — and 
by  a  liberal  supply  of  gold  pieces  to  my 
tailor. 

I  was  now  dressed  with  some  ap})roach 
to  my  ideas  of  what  was  fitLing,  and  my 
own  satisfaction  was  only  equalled  by 
that  of  little  Christopher. 

"Ah,  Kit,  my  boy,"  I  admonished  liini, 
for  I  felt  it  incumbent  on  me  to  contrib- 
ute somewhat  to  the  general  morality  of 
such  a  household,  "I  am  no  more  Cap- 
tain Geraldine  in  these  tine  feathers  than 
I  was  in  the  scurvv  black  of  the  lawyer's 
clerk." 

"But  you  feel  more  like  Captain 
Geraldine,"  the  boy  said,  pertinently 
enough. 
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"I  do,  my  boy,  I  do,  for  I  am  still  sub- 
ject to  the  vanities  of  the  flesh." 

"  Don't  say  that,"  the  boy  said, half  an- 
grily—  "that  is  like  they  talk  at  meet- 
ing," and  I  felt  ashamed  I  should  have  let 
slip  anything  before  the  child  that  could 
hurt  his  sense  of  my  bearing  towards 
what  his  mother  respected,  though  I  was 
puzzled  to  rightly  estimate  his  own  ex- 
pression. 

"I  won't,  my  lad,  but  listen!"  and  I 
gave  my  sword  a  llourisli  and  began  the 
rattling  air, 

"  Dans  lc3  j^ardes  fraii^ai-cs 
J'avais  uii  ainourcux — " 

and  then  I  suddenly  reflected  I  had  no 
right  to  sing  these  ribald  songs  before  the 
boy,  even  though  he  might  not  under- 
stand a  word,  and  again  I  was  ashamed,  so 
I  fell  a-story-telling,  and  I  told  him  tales 
that  made  even  his  favorites  of  Agag  and 
Sisera  seem  pale,  and  the  singing  was  for- 
gotten. 

Though  these  constant  talks  with  Kit, 
who  would  scarce  be  kept  a  moment  from 
my  side,  were  entertaining  enough,  and 
my  heart  warmed  more  and  more  to  him 
as  I  saw  his  strong  young  feeling  blossom 
out,  I  could  not  help  the  time  dragging 
most  wearisomely.  The  evenings  were 
intolerable,  and  I  felt  the  atmosphere 
absolutely  sutt'ocating  at  times.  Mistress 
Routh  was  so  completely  ]\Iistress  Routh 
I  soon  realized  that  the  Lucy  in  her  was 
of  a  truth  not  only  dead,  but  buried  out 
of  my  sight  forever.  Now  if  I  have  a 
failing,  it  is  of  too  keen  an  enjoyment  of 
the  present  rather  than  an  indulgence  in 
unavailing  regrets  for  the  past,  so  that 
in  a  little  I  began  to  s])eculate  if  the 
Hugh  Maxwell  who  was  the  Hugh  Max- 
well of  this  buried  Lucy  had  not  vanish- 
ed alsc  Cei'tainly  I  was  not  the  Hugh 
]\raxwell  slie  knew.  She  said  so  herself; 
she  showed  only  too  i)lainly  I  had  neither 
plot  nor  lot  ill  her  present  life;  and,  after 
all.  the  life  that  is  lived  is  the  life  that 
is  dead.  So  I  accepted  what  I  had  done 
my  best  to  refuse,  and  turned  again  to 
the  only  life  that  was  o})en  before  me — 
I  went  to  Ladv  Jane's  tliat  verv  evening. 


CH.VPTKR    V. 

I    ASSIST    AT    AN    IXTEIIVIEW    WTTh'  A    GREAT 
MAN. 

I  FOUND  the  household  in  Essex  Street 
in  a  state  of  perturbation  which  was  soon 
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ex])Iained.  News  liad  come  tliat  Mar- 
g'ai-et's  brotliei"  i\i"chibakl  liad  been  ar- 
rested, as  Lady  Jane  bad  foreseen,  and 
was  now  confined  in  Fort  William. 
Margaret,  tboug-li  distressed  greatly,  was 
such  an  ardent  Jacobite  tliat  I  verily 
believe  she  would  rather  have  seen  her 
brother  in  some  dangei-  of  losing  l)is  liead 
than  have  had  him  out  of  the  business 
altogether. 

She  was  neither  so  distressed  nor  ehited, 
however,  that  she  was  oblivious  to  my 
altered  appearance,  and  I  could  see  Lady 
Jane  herself  was  well  pleased  that  her 
Hughie  should  cut  something  of  a  tigure 
in  the  eyes  of  her  protegee.  She  had  a 
natural  desire  to  justify  her  aflections. 

But  I  simply  mark  tliis  in  passing;  the 
real  business  in  hand  was  to  devise  some 
means  for  3'oung  Nairn's  safety.  This 
was  the  less  serious  inasmuch  as  he  cer- 
tainly had  never  been  in  arms  for  the 
Prince,  and  had  been  prudent  enough 
to  destroy  all  evidence  of  his  secret  mis- 
sion—in fact,  his  letter  inforuied  us  that 
the  one  man  capable  of  giving  evidence 
against  him  was  withheld  by  circum- 
stances so  disgraceful  to  himself  there 
was  no  danger  of  any  direct  testimony 
on  this  point. 

The  position  could  not  be  more  favor- 
able, and  it  was  only  a  question  of  the 
most  judicious  plan  of  succor. 

The  Yicomte,  thougli  desirous  of  alle- 
viating Margaret's  anxiety,  was  debarred 
by  his  position  from  taking  any  active 
Xmrt,  a  circumstance  of  which  I  was  not 
backward  in  taking  advantage,  for  though 
the  late  distressing  revelation — I  refer  to 
m,v  meeting  with  Mistress  Routh  —  pre- 
vented my  making  any  personal  advances 
towards  Margaret,  common  humanity 
prompted  me  to  my  utmost  etforts  for 
her  relief. 

Finally  it  was  determined  that  Lady 
Jane  should  obtain  a  ])rivate  interview 
with  the  Duke  of  Newcastle,  and,  accom- 
panied by  ^Margaret,  make  a  personal  ap- 
])eal.  which,  from  Lady  Jane's  connec- 
tions, we  tlattered  ourselves  had  some 
hopes  of  success. 

"'Cousin.""  I  said,  "I  have  a  proposal. 
Let  me  go  with  you.  I  am  quite  un- 
known, my  accent  at  least  is  not  that 
of  a  Scotchman,  so  I  will  not  in  any 
way  imperil  your  success,  and  I  have 
had  some  small  experience  with  my  su- 
l)eriors  which  may  not  be  without  its 
use.'' 


''Well,  Hughie,  I  may  not  have  the 
same  admiration  as  yourself  for  your  ac- 
cent, but  I  have  the  firmest  belief  in  your 
confidence:  that  wnll  not  betray  you  in 
any  strait.  And  I  am  as  firm  a  believer 
in  having  a  man  about:  thej"  are  bother- 
some creatures  often,  but  have  their  uses 
at  times.  At  all  events,  I  feel  safer  in 
their  company;  they  bring  out  the  best 
in  me.  Yes,  on  the  whole,  I  think  you 
had  better  come." 

The  following  week,  through  the  ser- 
vices of  the  Yicomte.  we  were  enabled  to 
arrange  for  a  meeting  with  the  Duke  at 
his  house,  and  accordingly  one  morning 
we  took  our  way  by  coach  to  Lincoln's 
Lm  Fields. 

We  wei*e  ushered  into  his  presence  with 
marvellously  little  ceremony,  and  found 
him  seated  at  a  desk  covered  with  a  litter 
of  ])a})ers  Ijefore  a  blazing  fire,  for  it  was 
early  in  January. 

He  did  not  pay  the  slightest  attention 
to  the  announcement  of  our  names  be- 
yond raising  his  head  and  saying  rapid- 
ly, without  even  returning  our  salutation, 
"  Yes,  yes,  yes:  be  seated,  be  seated,"*  with 
such  a  hurried,  stuttering  stammer  that  I 
felt  reassured  at  once,  though  I  could  see 
both  my  companions  were  somewhat  over- 
awed now  they  were  in  the  presence  of 
the  great  man. 

As  he  kept  shuffiing  over  his  papers, 
now  reading  a  few  words  from  one,  then 
throwing  it  down,  and  mixing  a  dozen 
others  np  in  iio{)eless  confusion,  now 
writing  a  bit.  and  then  frowning  and 
waving  his  pen,  I  felt  still  more  assured, 
for  it  all  went  to  show  he  was  only  an 
ordinary  human  creature  under  all  his 
titles  and  dignities,  and  was  no  more  free 
from  little  aifectations  than  any  other 
mortal  mi<;;ht  be. 

At  length  he  ceased  his  pretence  of 
work,  ft>r  it  was  nothing  else,  and  took 
notice  of  us. 

■'Ladies.  I  ask  your  pardon — your 
pardon.  Yes.  yes.  let  me  see,  you  have 
some  aiipointment  with  nie.  Eh,  what 
was  it  again.'  Oh.  I  remember,  you  are 
Lady  Enderby.      Yes.  yes — " 

"  No.  your  Grace  ;  I  am  Lady  Jane 
Drummond;  this  is  my  ward.  3Iiss  Mar- 
garet Nairn,  and  this  my  cousin.  Captain 
Geraldiue:  our  business  is  to  implore 
your  Grace's  assistance  towards  the  re- 
lease of  her  brother.  Captain  Nairn,  ar- 
rested in  error,  and  now  confined  in  Fort 
William." 
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"Awkward,  eli  ?  Mistakes  like  tliat 
inig-lit  be  vei\y  awkward — very  awkward 
indeed.  No  doubt  he  is  one  of  these  pes- 
tilent rebels — eh?"' 

"Indeed,  your  Grace,  he  has  never 
drawn  sword  in  the  matter  at  all;  and 
what  is  more,  he  is  an  otiicer  in  the 
French  service,  holding  his  full  commis- 
sion therein." 

"Oh,  I  have  no  doubt  he  is  the  most 
innocent  creature  in  the  world!  but  will 
you  explain, madam,  what  hcAvas  doing  in 
Scotland  just  when  the  rebels  happened 
lo  be  in  full  swing — eh?" 

"  Indeed,  your  Grace,  he  never  put  foot 
in  Scotland  until  this  unhappy  business 
was  ended  at  CuUoden." 

"  That's  a  pity,  now,  a  great  pity.  xVs 
the  vulgar  say,  he  came  '  just  a  day  too 
late  for  the  fair.'  Had  he  only  come  in 
time,  his  Majest}'-  might  have  had  one 
rebel  less  to  deal  with,  and — " 

But  he  was  cut  short  by  poor  Mar- 
<4'aret,  who,  unable  to  stand  the  torture 
any  longer,  wailed  out:  "  Oh,  your  Grace, 
do  not  say  that!  My  father  was  bui'ied 
only  a  few  months  before  my  brother 
was  arrested,  and  he  is  the  only  one  near 
to  me  now  left." 

Even  the  abominable  flippancy  of 
the  man  before  us  was  arrested  by  the 
sight  of  the  anguish  of  this  dear  soul, 
and  v^dtli  some  apj)roacli  to  sensibility 
he  said: 

"There,  there,  my  dear!  AYe  cannot 
mend  matters  now."  i\.nd  for  some  min- 
utes he  heard  and  questioned  Lady  Jane 
with  some  show  of  decency,  but  evidently 
with  an  eflfort,  for  it  was  not  long  before 
he  broke  out  again:  "  How  much  simpler 
it  would  all  be  if  you  did  not  interfere, 
madam !" 

This  angered  her  beyond  control,  and 
she  replied,  "  Your  Grace  may  have  no 
feeling  for  the  sorrow  that  bi-eaks  the 
hearts  of  others,  but  this  is  only  a  case 
for  common  justice." 

"  Y^ou,  you,  you  have  a  keen  sense 
of  justice,  madam,''  he  stammered, 
much  nettled.  "  You  are  not  wan  ting- 
in  courage,  either;  'tis  a  pity  you  could 
not  have  turned  your  talents  to  some  ac- 
count." 

Poor  Margaret,  seeing  the  turn  things 
w^ere  taking,  now  advanced,  and  throw- 
ing herself  at  his  feet,  poured  forth  her 
heart  to  him  in  entreaties  with  the  tears 
running  down  her  lovely  face.  At  first 
he  seemed  much  moved,  and  shifted  him- 


self in  his  chair  most  uncomfortably, 
fairly  squirming  lilce  a  woi-m  on  a  pin; 
but,  to  my  disappointment,  I  soon  saw  he 
was  coming  back  to  his  usual  humor, 
even  as  she  was  entreating-— "  Oh,  your 
Grace,  your  Grace,  he  is  all  I  have  left 
in  the  world.  I  have  been  a  motherless 
girl  since  I  can  remember;  I  have  been 
away  from  my  father  at  school  for  years; 
and  my  brotlier  whom  I  played  with,  the 
one  person  whom  I  have  prayed  for  more 
than  all  the  others,  is  now  in  danger  of 
his  life" — and  she  ended  in  a  burst  of 
sobs. 

For  answer  he  mej'ely  yawned,  and 
said,  turning  to  me,  "What  did  you  say 
your  name  was — eh?" 

"  Geraldine,  your  Grace." 

"  Oh  !    No  particular  family,  I  suppose?" 

"No,  your  Grace,  of  no  family  in  par- 
ticular," I  answered. 

"He  I  he  !  he  !"  cackled  his  Grace. 
"Oh,  I  can  see  farther  than  I  get  credit 
for!  Y^ou,  you,  you'll  remedy  that  some 
day — oh?  Miss —  Miss —  AYhat  did  you 
say  your  luinie  was?" 

"Nairn,  your  Grace,"  answered  poor 
Margaret,  still  sobbing,  while  Lady  Jane 
stood  glowering  behind  her,  and  my 
goi-ge  rose  at  his  heartle-ssness. 

"Nairn.  Umi)h  !  That's  an  evil- 
smelling  luime  these  days  for  any  peti- 
tion,'" he  grumbled. 

Then  suddenly  turning  to  face  me, 
"Now  I  suppose  you  had  nothing  to  do 
with  this  barelegged  rebellion?"  he  went 
on,  to  my  dismay,  but  answered  it  him- 
self with  a  self-satisfied  chuckle:  "But 
no,  of  course  not.  You  never  would 
have  conu^  here  jf  you  had.  No.  no!  No 
man  of  sense  would." 

"I  should  think  not!"  snorted  Lady 
Jane,  fairly  beside  herself. 

"  Quite  right,  madam,  quite  right.  You 
are  a  woman  of  perspicacity,''  answered 
his  lordship,  without  a  rutlie.  Then  he 
turned  to  me  again  : 

"And  pray  what  did  bring  you  here, 
sir?'' 

"  Y'our  Grace,  it  was  at  my  earnest 
recommendation  these  ladies  were  moved 
to  ap))ear  in  pei'son  to  lay  their  case  be- 
fore the  most  powerful  nobleman  in  the 
Three  Kingdoms.  They  come  here,  your 
Grace,  not  to  plead,  but  to  explain.  Their 
ex})lanation  is  now  made,  and  they  are 
satisfied  it  is  in  the  hands  of  one  who  is 
ever  ready  to  listen  to  the  suit  of  inno- 
cence, whose  whole  life  is  a  sri^arantee  to 
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the  exercise   of  justice,  and   whose    iin^-ei*  I  lield  my  biealli   ex})ectaiit  of  Lis  ne.xi 

need  but  be  lifted  to  relieve  tlie   uiiforLu-  attacic.      But    none   came.      He   niutieret-i 

nale  fi'om  unmerited  dis<:;-race/'  and  mumbled  to  liimself.  wiiile  we  stood 

To   my   sui'[)i'ise,  he    did    not    seem    so  stock-still,  scarce    venturing-    to    look    at 

taken    with    my    effort    as  I    had    hoped,  each    olhei'.   for    the    fate    of   Nairn    wa> 

Even  as   1  was   spetdcing-  he  had   thrown  hanuing-    in    ihe    balance,    and    a    straw 

himself  back  in  his  chair,  and  sat  resting  miglit  turn  it  eiiher  way.      At  length  lie 

his  elbows  on  the  arms,  staring-  at  me  over  i)icked  up  his  pen  and  wrote  rapidly  for  a 

his  linger-tips  in   the  most  disconcerting  few  moments:   then  carefully  sanding  the 

fashion   without  moving  a  muscle  of  his  pai)er    he   read  it  over   slowly,  still  mut- 

face.      1  was  positively  afraid  to  venture  tering  and  shaking  his  head:  but  at  last. 

a  word  more  under  the  spell  of  that  equiv-  turning    to    Margaret,  who   all    this  tiuK 

ocal  gaze.  had  remained  on  her  knees,  he  handed  i: 

""Yes,  yes.  yes/'  he  broke  out  sudden-  to  her.  saying: 
ly,  drawing  himself  close  up  to  his  desk  "There,   miss:    take    it.   take    it.       Gt ; 

and  seizing  a  })en,  with   which  he  began  married:   get  your  brother  nuirried;   but 

making  slow   notes  on   the   paper   before  for  Heaven's  sake  don't  bring  up  any  ht- 

him.  tie  rebels!      And  Captaiii  Fitzgerald, "  he 

"What  did   you  say  the  young  man's  added,  meaningly,  "don't  imagine  I  can't 

name    was.'"    he    muttered.       "Oh    yes,  see  as  far  as  other  men  1     No  thanks  1     No! 

Nairn  —  Ai'chibald    Nairn.       Yes.       Fort  I   hate    thanks,  and   tears  —  and  —  and  — 

William — eh?      French    officer   in    active  Good- morning,    ladies,   good  -  morning  1" 

sei'vice.     And  yoti  can  give  me  your  word  wlieretii)on  he   rose  and   shuffied   over  in 

he  was  not  in  arms — eh?"  front   of  the  tire,  where  he  stood  rubbing 

"  I    can.   yotir    Grace,    without    hesita-  his   hands,  leaving   us    to    bow   ourselves 

tion."  out   to   a    full    vievr   of  his   back,  which. 

The  moment  I  had  spoken  I  saw  my  u])on  my  soul,  wa.s  a  fairer  landscape 
mistake.  So  did  his  Grace,  who  wheeled  than  his  (iwe,  but  wiili  Margaret  holding- 
round  on  me  like  a  Hash.  fast  the  order  I'or  her  brother's  release. 

"Then,  sir,  I  take  it  you  are  in  a  posi- 
tion to  know  ;" 

Mv    blood    fairlv  ran    cold,  for  I    saw 

onlv    too    clearlv'his    foil v    of    manner  now  i  take  to  tuk  koad  again.  an'D  of  the 

'  ,         ;  ^        ^      \  •.  COMPANY    I    FALL    LN    Wrm. 

was    but   a   cloak',  and    that    now   it    was 

quite  as  much  a  question  of  myself  as  of  I    FULLY    expected    an    outburst    from 

Nairn.  Lady  Jane  the   moment  we  were   in   the 

"1    am,  your    Grace,"  I    answered,  in  coach,  but  all  she  said  was: 
my  nu)st  assured  tones.  "  Such  a  man  :      1  have  known  women 

"Perhaj)s   you    are   able   to   prodiu'c   a  silly   and    vain:    I    have   known    women 

muster-roll  of  the  rebel  force— eli,  Cai)tain  cruel  and  brainless:   but  such  a  combina- 

Filzgerald?      That  would  be  highly  satis-  tion  of  the  qualities  I  never  expected  to 

factory  in  more  ways  than  oric."  nuv't  in  uuui :    it  makes  me  blush  for  the 

"Surely,  your  Cirace,  this  is  no  laugh-  vices  of  my  sex." 
ing    matter.      Your  Crracc  has    my   word  "Do  not  scold  him.  dear,  do  not  scold 

of    honor    that    C'a'ptain    Nairn    was    not  him:"   cried    ^Margaret,  joyously.       "My 

in    Scotland    until     after    Culloden     was  heart  is  too  full  of  thankfulness  to  hear  a 

fought — ''  wortl  against  him." 

"—And  lost?  Captain  Fitzgerald.    Sure-  "My   dear  ]\liss  Margaret."  said  I.  "I 

ly  that  is  not  the  way  for  a  loyal  subject  would  not  for  the  world  dash  your  joy. 

to  ])ut  it."  but  there  is  still   much  to  do,  for  I  doubt 

"I    cannot    cross     swords    with    your  if  even  the  King  could  give  a  ])ardon  otl'- 

Grace,"  I    returned,  with    a   low    bow    to  hand    in    this  fashion.      Remember  Eng- 

cover  my  trepidation:   "even  if  our  posi-  land  is  not  France!^' 

tious  did  not  make  it  an  impossibility.it  "Oh.  do    not    say   it    is    uselessl''    she 

would  be  too  uneciual  a  contest."  cried,  in  a  sudden  alaruL 

The  liattery  was  gross,  and  only  my  "  Not  useless,  certainly.  I  doubt,  how- 
apprehensions  could  excuse  its  clumsi-  ever,  if  the  presentation  of  that  sera])  of 
iiess,  but  to  my  intense  relief  it  availed,  paper  before  the  gates  of  Fort  William 
and  he   turned  to  his  desk  airain,  while  would   reward  you  with  anvthing  more 
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than  the  most  bitter  of  disappointments 
and  a  broken  heart.  It  was  an  easy  way 
enough  for  his  Grace  to  rid  himself  of  our 
importunities,  but  we'll  make  it  more  ef- 
fective than  he  guesses.  Now  is  the  time 
for  the  Vicomte  to  play  his  part.  He  is 
in  a  position  where,  with  many  anxious 
to  do  him  favors,  he  can  readily  place 
this  in  the  proper  channel  where  it  will 
go  through  the  necessary  hands,  of 
which  we  know  nothing",  and  could  not 
reach  if  we  did;  he  can  so  place  it  with- 
out reflection  on  his  position,  without 
suspicion  of  his  motive,  and  I'm  certain 
you  can  count  upon  his  best  efforts  in 
your  service." 

"  Come,  come,  Ilughiel''  broke  in  Lady 
Jane;  "  \^ou  needn't  be  trying  to  take  any 
credit  to  yourself  for  what  Gaston  is  only 
too  ready  to  do.  That  your  flattering 
and  ready  tongue  stood  us  in  good  stead 
with  this  silly  noddy  I'll  not  dispute,  but 
I  can  readily  see  as  clearly  as  he  says 
he  can;  and  though  your  suggestion  is 
good,  it  should  end  there.  Let  Gaston 
make  his  offers  himself.'" 

So  I  laughed,  and  at  once  abandoned 
that  line  of  approach.  Lady  Jane  might 
not  alwa3^s  have  control  of  her  temper, 
but  she  knew  every  move  a  man  might 
make,  even  before  he  realized  it  himself, 
as  in  the  present  instance,  and  possibly 
this  was  the  reason  she  was  so  tolerant  of 
my  sex. 

However,  I  had  but  little  time  for  such 
reflections.  The  more  I  thought  over  the 
end  of  our  interview  with  the  Duke  the 
less  I  liked  it,  and  on  comparing  impres- 
sions with  Lady  Jane  on  our  arrival  at 
Essex  Street,  she  quite  agreed  that  I  was 
in  a  ticklish  position.  London  was  then 
infested  with  spies,  most  of  whom  had  a 
keen  scent  for  what  the  failure  of  our 
late  enterprise  had  now  fixed  as  treason, 
and  despite  my  precaution  in  keei)ing 
out  of  questionable  resorts  and  company, 
I  knew  that  in  my  case  'twas  little  moi'e 
difflcult  to  smoke  the  Jacobite  than  the 
gentleman  in  whatever  disguise  I  might 
assume. 

"  Hughie,  I'm  not  one  for  silly  alarms," 
said  Lady  Jane,  "but  I  mistrust  that 
doddering  old  pantaloon,  and  'you  must 
build  a  high  wall  to  keep  out  fear.'  You've 
done  all  you  can  here,  and  I  doul^t  but 
you've  got  yourself  in  a  rare  coil  in  the 
doing  of  it.  Now  to  undo  it  as  best  we 
may." 

"I'll  not  deny  that  things  look    'un- 


chancy,' as  we  say  in  the  North,  Cousin 
Jane,  but  for  the  life  of  me  I  don't  see 
how  they  are  to  be  bettered  by  anything 
I  can  do  now." 

"My  heart  !  But  men  are  slow  to  see 
ahead!  We  will  be  away  out  of  this  the 
moment  we  are  assured  of  this  young  cal- 
lant's  safety,  in  a  week  or  so  at  most,  I 
hoi)e.  I  will  take  ship  from  Harwicli, 
and  you  shall  journey  with  us  as  my  ser- 
vant, my  courier.'' 

"  Do  you  think  that  is  absolutely  neces- 
sary, cousin  ?" 

"Hughie,  Hughie,  how  long  will  you 
continue  to  walk  with  Vanity?" 

"  Just  so  long  as  I  must  lie  down  with 
Adversity,  cousin.  Cannot  you  under- 
stand it  is  humiliating  for  a  man  of  my 
condition  to  go  masquerading  about  the 
country  as  a  lackey?" 

"Not  so  readily  as  I  can  understand 
the  awkwardness  of  being  laid  by  the 
heels.  Master  Hughie.  Now  don't  have 
any  more  nonsense  !  Do  you  start  off' 
this  very  night  for  Huntingdon,  and  lie 
at  the  Bell  Inn  there  until  you  hear  from 
me.  It  will  not  be  for  more  than  a  week. 
Let  me  see,  yes,  '  Simpkin '  will  be  a  good 
name  for  you." 

"  Do  I  look  like  Simpkin?"  I  returned, 
indignantly. 

"  My  cei'tes,  no!  You  look  more  like 
the  Grand  Turk  at  the  moment,"  she  an- 
swered, laughing.  "But  you  must  con- 
ceal your  rank,  my  lord,  by  your  modesty 
and  'Mr.  Simpkin,'  until  I  can  offer  it  a 
more  eff'ective  covering  in  a  suit  of  bottle- 
green  livery." 

"I  trust  your  ladyship  will  not  require 
any  reference  as  to  character T' 

"It  is  written  on  your  face,  sir.  There  ! 
I  will  countersign  it  for  you,"  whereat 
she  put  her  two  hands  on  my  cheeks  and 
kissed  me. 

"  'Fon  my  soul,  Cousin  Jane,  I  don't 
wonder  the  men  raved  over  you,"  I  said, 
in  admiration. 

''No,  poor  things,  it  doesn't  lake  much 
to  set  them  off'  at  the  best  of  times.  But 
do  not  begin  your  flatteries,  Hughie  ; 
even  age  is  no  warrant  for  connnon-sense 
when  it  meets  with  old  gratifications.  Be 
off:'  now.  and  get  back  here  for  supper, 
ready  for  your  travels." 

I  hurried  off'  to  my  old  lodgings,  and 
soon  made  such  preparation  for  jny  jour- 
ney as  was  necessary. 

When  I  parted  from  Mistress  Kouth  I 
said:   "I    have  learned  during  the  time 
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.S])ent  under  voui'  roof  liow  irrevocable 
your  resolve  is,  and  have  acce{)ted  it  as 
absolutely'  as  yourself,  but  now  that  I  am 
goino-  away  froiu  England,  wliich  I  shall 
probably  never  set  foot  in  again,  and  it  is 
still  more  jn'obable  tliat  we  may  never 
meet,  1  have  one  promise  to  exact  which 
you  caniu)t  refuse.  It  is  presumable  my 
way  in  life  -will  be  in  some  degree  suc- 
cessful, and  that  my  son  may  some  day 
need  such  aid  as  I  may  be  able  to  give 
him  ;  he  is  yours  while  you  live,  but 
})i'omise  me  when  your  time  comes  you 
will  tell  him  who  his  father  is.  Because 
you  have  chosen  a  different  way  of  life 
from  mine,  do  not  be  tempted  to  allow 
the  boy  to  go  to  strangers  when  you 
know  he  has  a  heart  waiting  to  love  and 
cherish  him.  I  have  never  done  a  dis- 
honorable action  in  my  life,  so  far  as  I 
can  judge,  and  if  only  for  his  sake,  I  will 
always  trj^  and  keej)  my  conscience  free 
to  make  the  same  atHrmation.  A  mes- 
sage to  Mr.  Drummond,  the  banker  in 
Charing  Cross,  Avill  always  find  me.  Can 
you  refuse  ?"' 

"No;  it  is  onl}^  justice.  Your  claim 
comes  after  mine.  I  promise  I  will  not 
die  without  telling  the  bov  who  vou 
are." 

For  herself  she  resolutely  refused  to 
take  a  shilling  more  than  was  due  for  my 
lodging,  but  I  succeeded  in  forcing  her 
acceptance  of  a  matter  of  twenty  pounds, 
the  last  of  my  own  money,  not  Lady 
Jane's,  to  be  used  for  the  boy.  She  stood 
beside  me  silent  and  unmoved  whilst  I 
kissed  him  in  his  sleep,  and  when  I  ])art- 
ed  from  her  she  said,  "Good-by.  Cap- 
tain Geraldine,"  with  a  composui-e  I  fain 
would  have  assumed  myself,  but  it  was 
im])ossible. 

The  su])per  at  Lady  Jane's  was  gay 
enough,  even  the  Vicomte  contributing 
his  modicum  of  entertainment,  no  doubt 
stimulated  thereto  by  the  thought  of  my 
near  dei)arture,  and  sui-ely,  Avlien  a  man 
may  give  pleasure  by  his  goings  as  well 
as  by  his  comings,  he  is  in  a  ])osition  to 
be  envied.  I  sang  Jacobite  songs  that 
evening  with  an  ex])ression  that  would 
have  cai'ried  conviction  to  the  Duke  of 
Cumberland  himself,  and  when  I  took  my 
departure  with  the  Vicomte  aftei'  mid- 
night, I  left  a  veritable  hot-bed  of  sedi- 
tion behind. 

j\[y  companion,  tln^ugh  out  wnrdly  ci  vil. 
took  my  little  ])leasantries  with  so  ill  a 
grace  that  I  was  in  a  measure  pi'e})ared 


for  his  words  at  our  parting  before  the 
coach-oflice. 

"Chevalier,  you  are  a  man  of  many 
charming  parts;  I  trust  you  will  long 
be  spared  to  exercise  them  in  Cjuai'ters 
where  they  may  fail  to  give  offence  to 
any  one." 

■'  3Iy  dear  Vicomte."  I  replied.  "  Pi'ovi- 
dence  has  bestowed  on  me  only  my  poor 
talents,  but  has  not  granted  me  the  power 
to  provide  appreciation  in  otiiers.  Still, 
if  you  should  feel  at  any  time  that  I 
am  answerable  for  the  short-comings  of 
which  you  coinplain.  do  not.  I  pray,  let 
any  false  delicacy  stand  in  your  way.  I 
should  be  complimented  in  sustaining 
such  an  argument."  At  which  he  only 
bowed  in  his  stateliest  manner,  and  wish- 
ing me  a  safe  journey,  bent  his  steps  tow- 
ards St.  James's  Street. 

I  must  confess  such  a  qiuirrel  would 
have  been  infir.itely  to  my  taste,  but  un- 
fortunately there  would  have  been  no  sat- 
isfaction to  me  even  if  I  had  pushed  it  to  a 
successful  issue.  My  way  tow-ards  Marga- 
ret was  stopped  by  a  much  more  serious 
obstacle  than  any  man  who  ever  drew^ 
sword.  Did  the  Vicomte  but  know  this, 
possibly  my  connection  with  Lady  Jane 
might  not  have  appeared  to  him  so  radi- 
cal a  reason  for  keeping  the  peace  be- 
tween us.  With  these  thoughts  and  oth- 
ers germane  to  them  I  whiled  away  the 
time  until  the  coach  Avas  ready,  and  at 
the  dead  hour  of  two  in  tlie  morning  we 
rolled  out  of  London  on  our  way  to 
Huntingdon,  where  we  arrived  at  eight 
the  following  evening. 

I  put  up  at  the  Bell,  which  was  com- 
fortable enough,  aiul  made  shift  to  em- 
])loy  my  time  through  the  long  week  be- 
fore me  in  some  manner  that  would  i-ea- 
sonably  account  for  my  stay  in  a  dull 
country  town  which  otl'ered  no  attrac- 
tions to  a  n\i\u  of  fashion. 

At  length  my  letters  reached  me,  and 
my  gorge  rose  at  the  address: 

Mr.  Sunpfcin, 

Liiiiig  at  the  Bdl  Inn, 

Jlunt//if/(ton. 

Now  it  had  never  cost  me  a  second 
thought  to  travel  as  a  i)eddler  when  mak- 
ing my  escape  from  Scotland,  but  this 
wishy-washy  nonentity  of  a  name  an- 
noyed me  beyond  measure.  Thiiik  you 
did  ever  "  ]\Ir.  Sim})kin"  salute  at  Fonte- 
nov.  or  make  a  leg  at  Marlv:*     I  doubt  it. 
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Nor  is  it  strange  that  a  man  with  no  more 
vanity  than  myself  should  iind  some  little 
vexation  at  the  perversity  of  Lady  Jane 
in  fastening-  this  ridicule  upon  me.  That 
it  was  intentional  I  could  not  douht  from 
her  letter,  for  she  rallied  me  upon  it  at 
every  turn  she  could  drag  it  in.  How- 
ever, I  had  the  consolation  that  I  was  to 
join  her  forthwith  at  Harwich,  and  my 
journey  across  the  country  over  bad 
roads  with  a  pair  of  wretched  nags  gave 
me  more  material  discomforts  to  rail  at, 
and  by  these  means  I  brought  myself 
to  a  frame  of  mind  that  I  could  at  least 
imagine  Lady  Jane's  enjoyment  of  her 
childish  jest. 

When  I  reached  Newmarket, I  found, to 
my  disgust, it  was  impossible  to  go  forward 
again  that  night,  but  w^as  on  the  road 
bright  and  early  the  next  morning;  how- 
ever, it  was  evening  before  I  was  set  down 
at  a  decent-looking  inn  beside  an  arm  of 
the  sea,  across  which  I  saw  the  spires  of 
Harwich  twinkling  a  welcome  to  me  in 
the  setting  sun. 

Having  settled  with  the  post-boys.  I 
desired  the  landlord  to  attend  me  within. 

"I  see  you  have  boats  there,  which  is 
fortunate,  for  I  wish  to  be  set  across  the 
water  at  once,"  I  said  on  his  entry. 

"That  is  impossible,  your  honor;  it  is 
too  late." 

"Nonsense,  my  man.  Tiiere  is  for  a 
bottle  of  your  best,  and  enough  to  make 
up  to  you  my  not  remaining  overnight, 
I  must  set  off  at  once  !" 

"But, your  honor,  it  can't  be  done.  No 
boat  is  allowed  to  cross  after  sunset.  Tlie 
frigate  lying  there  is  for  no  other  purpose 
than  to  prevent  it.  'Tis  on  account  of 
the  smuggling." 

"  Don't  talk  such  rank  nonsense  to  me, 
sir.      Do  I  look  like  a  smuggler^ ' 

"  No,  your  honor,  you  do  not,  so  far  as 
I  can  judge." 

"Then  come,  my  man,  I  must  be  put 
across." 

"Oil,  sir,  'Lis  of  no  use;  I  should  be  a 
ruined  man,"  said  the  poor-spirited  crea- 
ture, almost  snivelling. 

Seeing  this,  I  tried  him  on  a  new  tack. 
"You  scoundrel!"  said  I,  laying  my  hand 
on  my  sword  and  advancing  towai'ds  him 
threateningly,"  if  you  fail  to  have  me  on 
my  way  before  half  an  hour  is  over,  I'll 
pink  the  soul  out  of  you." 

"Oh  Lord,  sii*,  have  a  care  what  you 
do!"  he  shrieked  in  terror,  and  before  I 
could  intercept  him  he  had  thrown  open 


the  door  into  the  adjoining  room,  where 
three  ofhcers  sat  at  their  wine  before  the 
fire. 

' '  Captain  Gal  way  !  You  r  honoi* !  I  am 
undone  for  upholding  the  law  !  Save  me  ! 
Save  me !" 

"Damn  you  for  a  Avhining  hound! 
What  do  you  mean  by  rushing  in  like 
this?''  roared  the  officer  addi-essed,  who 
I  marked  w^ore  a  naval  uniform. 

During  the  babel  of  ex])lanations  which 
followed  from  the  terrified  ci'eature  I  was 
by  no  means  easy  in  my  mind,  for  I  could 
not  but  think  the  frigate  was  stationed 
there  for  a  purpose  that  touched  me  more 
nearly  than  smuggling,  and  certainly 
King's  oificers  were  not  the  company  I 
should  have  chosen.  But  hesitation  would 
have  been  the  height  of  folly.  I  advanced 
assuredly,  and  addressing  the  company, 
said : 

"Gentlemen,  your  pardon,  for  I  am 
afraid  that  I  am  really  more  to  blame  than 
tliis  poor  man,  who  it  appears  was  only 
preventing  an  unintentional  breach  of 
the  law  on  my  part.  The  truth  is,  I  am 
most  anxious  to  cross  over  to  Harwich 
to-night,  and  had  no  thought  to  meet 
with  any  obstacle  in  my  design,  least 
of  all  that  I  should  be  taken  for  a  smug- 
gler.'' 

There  was  a  laugh  at  this,  and  he  whom 
the  innkeeper  had  addressed  as  Captain 
Galway  said,  roundly  enough, 

"Thank  God,  sir,  his  Ma^^sty's  ofTicers 
have  still  something  above  the  excise  to 
look  after!' 

"Then,  sir,"'  I  replied,  though  his 
words  confirmed  me  in  my  susptcion.  "I 
have  but  this  moment  paid  for  a  bottle 
of  our  host's  best;  we  can  discuss  it  with 
your  leave,  and  it  may  serve  as  footing 
for  my  interruption.'' 

Tliei":  were  bows  on  all  sides  at  this, 
and  my  gentleman  introduced  himself  as 
Captain  Galway,  commanding  the  Tvi- 
umphant,  now  riding  at  anchor  in  the 
bay,  and  his  friends  as  Major  Green  way 
and  Ca()taiii  Hargreaves,  of  the  32d  Kegi- 
ment.  In  turn  I  introduced  myself  as 
Mr.  Johnstone,  for  I  was  determined  to 
liave  done  with  Mr.  Siinpkiii,  come  wiiat 
might. 

"Ah!"  drawled  Cai)tain  Hargreaves, 
"one  of  the  Johnsons  of  AVorcester?" 

"No,"  I  answered,  shortly:  "mine  is 
the  Border  family,  but  I  come  direct  from 
London." 

Much  to  my  relief,  our  host  now  made 
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liis  ai)pearanco  witli  the  ^ville,  and  put  an 
end  to  this  uncomfortable  questioning. 
Ills  sample  ])i-oved  excellent;  so  g-ood  that 
I  doubted  if  even  the  smug-o-ling-  story 
might  not  have  some  foundation,  and  so 
exact  was  it  to  Captain  Gahvay's  palate 
that  befoi-e  we  had  made  an  end  of  tlie 
second  bottle  he  swoi'e  by  all  his  g"ods, 
whose  seats  appeared  to  be  chieily  in  those 
parts  which  went  to  nuike  up  his  personal 
a])pearance,  that  I  should  be  put  across 
the  water  though  he  had  to  do  it  himself. 

So  far  everything  seemed  to  run  exact- 
ly to  my  liking;  but  when  at  liis  invita- 
tion I  took  my  place  in  the  stern-sheets 
of  his  boat,  it  was  not  without  uneasiness 
I  observed  Captain  Hargreaves  draw  him 
aside  and  whisper  to  him  earnestly,  and 
on  his  taldng  his  place  I  saw^  his  liumor 
was  altered. 

He  ordered  his  men  to  give  way  in  a 
voice  that  suggested  the  clap  of  a  prison 
door,  and  his  hrst  words  to  me  were  scarce 
reassuring: 

"You  are  from  the  Border,  you  say, 
Mr.  Johnstone?  Possibly  from  the  north- 
ern side?"' 

"\es.''^I  answered,  seeing  what  was 
before  me,  and  cursing  the  ill  luck  that 
had  drawn  me  into  such  a  trap,  but  de- 
termined to  i)ut  a  bold  face  on  it.  "  Yes, 
I  am  fi^om  Kirksmuir,  near  Lanark." 

''Then  you  may  iniow  my  midship- 
man here,  Mr.  Lockhart,  of  Carnwatlrf 
and  he  indicated  a  lad  about  eighteen  be- 
side me. 

My  heart  sank  within  me.  for  this  very 
l)oy\s  elder  brother  liad  unfortunate!}" 
been  dritwn  into  this  unhappy  rebellion, 
and  with  him  I  had  been  intimate.  I 
had  been  a  constant  guest  at  his  father's 
house,  and  it  was  impossible  to  tell  what 
this  youngster  might  have  heard. 

"Mr.  Lockhart's  family  is  lionorably 
known,  sir,  throughout  our  country,  and 
I  doubt  not  he  can  speak  equally  well 
of  my  own,"  I  returned,  in  my  best  man- 
nei';  and  fortunately  for  me  the  lad  was 
either  so  bashful,  or  so  busily  employed 
in  I'acking  his  brain  to  puzzle  out  what 
family  mine  was,  thai  he  could  inake  no 
I'cply,  and  L  went  on  with  my  most  care- 
less air: 

"  ISurely,  Captain  Gal  way.  it  is  unne- 
cessary to  keep  so  far  down  witli  the  tide 
as  it  sets.  I  would  not  take  you  out  of 
your  way  for  the  world." 

"Oh,  nonsense!"  he  cried,  with  a  poor 
attempt  at  heartiness.      '*  You  shall  come 


on  board.  We  too  seldom  meet  with  one 
of  your  quality  to  part  so  easily.  You 
nuist  make  your  excuses  to  your  friends. 
Say  you  were  kept  a  prisoner."  And 
he  laughed  loudly  at  his  wit. 

Good  heavens!  how  I  despised  the  man 
who  would  make  a  jest  of  a  fellow-crea- 
ture in  such  a  strait!  Had  I  been  a 
swimmer,  I  would  have  taken  the  chance 
of  a  plunge  over  the  side:  but  in  my 
case  that  would  have  been  little  short  of 
suicide. 

"Come,  sir.  come!  You  make  a  poor 
return  for  my  offer  of  hospitality."  he 
continued,  banteringly:  "you  are  not  at 
all  the  same  man  I  took  you  for  at  the 
inn." 

"Pardon  me,"  I  returned,  quickly,  for 
his  last  remark  spurred  me  to  my  utmost 
etfort.  "you  gentlemen  who  go  down  to 
the  sea  in  ships  forget  that  we  landsmen 
find  even  the  wobble  of  a  boat  discom- 
moding. No  man  is  the  same  with  an 
uneasy  stomach." 

"Next  thing  to  an  uneasy  conscience 
— eh,  Mr.  Johnstone?" 

"  Worse,  sir,  far  worse.  You  may  for- 
get the  one  at  times,  but  the  other  is  never 
at  rest." 

"Oh.  well,  we  ai-e  for  a  time  now,  at 
all  events!"  he  cried,  with  a  ring  of  tri- 
umph in  his  voice,  as  we  slowed  up  along- 
side the  great  ship,  and  the  sailors  made 
us  fast  by  the  ladder. 

"After  you.  sir."  said  my  tormentor, 
as  he  pointed  upward,  and.  willy-nilly,  I 
mounted  the  shaking  steps  with  the  hor- 
rid thought  that  perhaps  it  was  the  last 
ladder  I  should  mount  save  one  that 
would  lead  to  a  platform  whence  I  would 
make  my  last  bow  to  a  howling  mob  at 
Tyburn. 

"It  is  fast  growing  dark,  sir;  we  will 
not  stand  on  ceremony,"  said  the  cap- 
tain, leading  to  the  cabin. 

"Do  not,  I  pray."  I  answered,  with 
some  firmness,  for  I  was  now  only  anx- 
ious for  the  last  act  of  the  ghastly  farce 
to  end;  the  suspense  was  growing  intol- 
erable. 

When  wine  and  glasses  were  placed 
before  us,  the  captain  filled  them  both, 
and  raised  his. 

"  "Pon  my  soul,  Mr.  ,lohnstone,  I  am 
sorry  to  lose  so  good  a  com])anion,  but 
we  must  not  put  your  landsman's  endur- 
ance to  too  hard  a  })roof.  I  wish  you 
a  safe  arrival  with  all  my  heart!  My 
men  will  put  you  ashoi-e  at  once.'' 


"  HE    ORDERED    HIS    MEN    TO    GIVE    WAY    IN    A    VOICE    THAT    SUGGESTED    THE    (LAP    OF    A 

PRISON    DOOR,' 


I   was  SO   fluttered  by  the   unex])ecte(l  llarwicli    sliore    with    all    the    force    of 

turn  and  the  honest  heartiness  he  threw  six    oars    pulled    b\'   six    ini})atient   men, 

into  his  words  tliat  I  could  scarce  reply,  and  I'll  wager  none  amongst  them  was 

but   in   some  way  I    made    my  acknow-  so  impitient  as  the  ])asseiiger  they  car- 

ledgments.      In   a   few   moments   I   was  ried. 

over  the  side  and  speeding-  towards  the  [to  bk  continued.] 
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BY     MEREDITH     NICHOLSON. 


\17ITH  bits  of  metal,  ivory,  and   wood 
*      Man  nuikes  an  instrument  and  calls  it  good 
But  he  that  wrought  with  joy  the  fair  design 
Cannot  evoke  the  hidden  chords  divine. 
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BY    A    BRITISH    OFFICER. 


Second  ipapcr. 


IN  my  last  article  sjKice  did  not  allow 
nie  to  describe  in  an,y  detail  the  life 
of  the  young"  cavalry  officer,  thoug'h  the 
subject  of  cavalry  life  was  dealt  with  to 
a  certain  extent,  the  experiences  of  the 
"  last  joined  "  being  touched  on,  and  some 
allusion  made  to  the  part  played  by  the 
ladies  of  the  regiment  in  the  social  life  of 
its  otiicers. 

The  daily  life  of  tbe  cavalry  officer 
when  he  has  got  through  the  training  in 
the  elementai'y  part  of  his  profession  I 
have  not  yet  described,  and  I  will  now 
endeavor  to  repair  this  omission.  In  some 
respects  my  task  is  not  an  easy  one,  as  the 
daily  life  of  the  officer  naturally  varies 
with  his  surroundings, which, in  their  turn, 
depend  to  a  considerable  extent  on  the 
station  in  whicb  he  happens  for  the  time 
being- '  o  be  quartered,  and  also  to  a  certain 
extent  on  the  regiment  to  which  he  happens 
to  belong-.  Some  of  the  home  stations  of 
our  cavah'v  are  unfortunately  large  towns, 
such  as  Dublin  and  Leeds,  and  in  these 
])laces  the  opportunities  for  indulging  in 
field  sports  are  very  limited,  and  the  sport- 
ing tastes  of  tlie  majority  of  the  officers 
can  only  be  gratified  at  considerable  ex- 
pense. However,  whatever  difficulties  are 
in  the  way,  hunting  during  the  winter 
months  will  be  found  to  take  up  the  great- 
er part  of  the  spare  time  of  the  younger 
men,  at  any  I'ate,  while  nearly  all  shoot- 
ing parties  in  the  neighborhood  will  be 
usually  largel\^  recruited  from  the  nearest 
cavalry  barracks;  and  in  the  summer  it  is 
])ossible  at  most  stations  to  get  a  certain 
amount  of  polo,  though  the  time  devoted 
to  this  game  will  depend  in  great  mea- 
sure on  the  impoi'tance  attached  to  it  in 
tlie  regiment.  8ome  regiments,  notably 
the  10th  Hussars,  the  loth  Hussars,  and 
the  9th  Ijancers,  are  great  polo  regiments, 
usually  hotly  contesting  the  last  stages  of 
the  int(M'-regimental  tournament;  and  the 
amount  of  time  and  tr()ul)le  devoted  to 
the  ])ractice  of  the  game  in  these  cor})s, 
to  say  nothing  of  tbe  very  large  sums 
spent  on  tiie  purchase  of  ponies,  would  be 
almost  incredible  to  many  civilians.  Polo 
is,  under  any  circumstances,  an  expensive 
game,  but  when   the  goal  in  view  is  the 


winning  of  the  above-mentioned  tourna- 
ment, it  is  of  the  greatest  inipoi'tance  to 
secure  the  best  possible  mounts,  almost 
regardless  of  cost.  In  a  good  polo  pony 
certain  qualities  difficult  to  iind  in  combi- 
nation are  of  very  great  im])ortance.  To 
commence  with,  he  must  not  be  more  than 
1-1.2  hands  in  height;  he  must  be  very  fast, 
and,  moreover,  be  able  to  jump  off  at  full 
speed  at  the  shortest  notice;  this  gi-eat 
])ace  will  rarely  be  found  in  any  but  prac- 
tically thoi'oughbred  ponies,  and  aninuils 
of  this  class  are  usually  headstrong  and 
impetuous;  but  the  polo  ])ony  must  be 
temperate  and  handy,  though  full  of  cour- 
age, and  must  be  able  to  cai'i-y  from  twelve 
to  fourteen  stone,  or  even  more.  It  is  ob- 
vious that  the  man  who  desires  to  possess 
a  number  of  ponies  combining  all  these 
good  qualities  must  own  a  well -filled 
purse,  as  he  will  often  have  to  give  two  or 
three  hundred  guineas  for  the  animal  he 
covets;  and  excellent  training  in  ])luck 
and  horsemanship  as  the  game  affords  to 
the  cavalry  soldier,  it  is  a  question  wheth- 
er the  extravagance  entailed  thereby,  and 
the  consequent  loss  to  the  service  of  many 
promising  young  officers,  is  not  almost 
too  heavy  a  price  to  ])ay  for  the  incom- 
parable seat  and  dashing  horsemanship 
with  which  the  "king  of  games'"  rewards 
its  votai'ies. 

Leaving  those  regiments  in  which  polo 
furnishes  the  chief  topic  of  conversation 
and  the  most  engrossing  subject  of  inter- 
est to  all  I'anks  during  the  summer  months, 
we  shall  find  that  the  game  is  played  in 
every  cavalry  regiment  to  a  greater  or  less 
extent,  the  cost  of  the  game  being  ke))t 
within  bounds  by  the  ado})tion  of  tlu^ 
"club  "  system.  By  this  system  the  funds 
for  the  purchase  and  maintenance  of  po- 
nies are  ])rovided  by  subscri})tion  among 
all  the  officers,  whether  they  play  the  game 
or  n(^t.  and  during  the  winter  months  any 
ofiicer  wanting  a  ])ony  for  a  hack  oi-  a 
trapper  can  have  one  from  the  club  simi)ly 
by  paying  the  cost  of  his  keep.  Tbe  funds 
of  the  club  are  managed  by  a  committee 
of  the  officers,  to  one  or  two  of  whom  is 
intrusted  the  replacing  of  ponies  cast  for 
various  reasons.      Of  course  regiments  de- 
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poiuliiin^  Oil  tlie  club  system  are  hardly 
likely  to  pay  the  enormous  sums  neces- 
sai'y  to  <iet  hold  of  the  speediest  and  hit^li- 
est-clnss  ponies,  and  hence  are  seriously 
handica.pixul  in  an  attempt  to  win  the 
intei'-re<i'iniental  cup;  hut.  in  spite  of  this 
drawback  the  game  is  just  as  useful  as 
tiie  faster  tournament  game  in  teaching- 
'*  hands"  and  horsemanship,  and  the 
young  soldier  who  has  graduated  in  the 
])ol()-lield  will  rareh'  come  off  second  best 
in  a  contest  for  supremacy  with  an  unruly 
horse.  Moreover,  even  in  regiments  where 
the  "club"  system  is  adopted,  good  man- 
agement often  ])rovides  the  very  best  po- 
nies. The  raw  material  is  cheaply  pur- 
chased, and  where  the  agent  of  the  corps 
possesses  ])atience  and  good  judgment, 
care  in  training  develops  tlie  necessary 
qualities.  Besides  polo,  cricket  and  rac- 
quets take  a  leading  place  among  the  sum- 
mer amusements  of  the  cavalry  ofBcer; 
in  fact,  the  "pair"  sent  up  by  that  well- 
known  cavalry  regiment  the  IStli  Lancers 
are  the  present  holders  of  the  Racquets 
Challenge  Cup  open  to  the  whole  army. 

But  other  amusements,  less  innocent  in 
some  respects  than  the  games  I  have  been 
discussing,  offer  very  powerful  attraction-S 
to  a  large  i)roportion  of  officers.  The  tui'f 
is  a  great  English  institution,  and  has  its 
adherents  among  every  class  of  society  in 
the  three  kingdoms,  so  it  is  hardly  to  be 
wondered  at  that  men  who  live  in  a  so- 
ciety in  which  horseflesh  furnishes  one 
of  the  principal  topics  of  conversation 
should  feel  themselv^es  irresistibly  drawn 
into  the  vortex  of  racing.  The  majority 
content  themselves  with  the  role  of  spec- 
tators, but  some  cannot  thus  satisfy  their 
love  of  sport  and  their  craving  for  excite- 
ment, and  soon  set  up  studs  of  their  own, 
and  in  many  cases  devote  themselves  con- 
scientiously to  an  endeavor  to  emulate  the 
prowess  in  the  pigskin  of  the  best  profes- 
sional jockeys.  In  the  pursuit  of  this 
aim  some,  but  not  many,  have  had  nota- 
ble success;  in  fact,  it  is  only  a  couple  of 
j^ears  since  the  winner  of  the  Grand  Na- 
tional was  ridden  b\'  a  cavalry  subaltern 
on  full  pay.  In  some  societies  feats  of 
this  kind  would  be  regarded  witli  an  atti- 
tude of  mild  condemnation,  or  of  doubt- 
ful ap})robation  at  the  best ;  but  those  wlio 
know  the  courage,  readiness  of  resource, 
self-denial,  and  continuous  hard  work  ne- 
cessary befoi'e  a  success  of  this  kind  can 
be  hoped  for,  are  little  likely  to  undervalue 
the   steeple-chase    course   as    a    training- 


school  for  the  young  soldier.  The  gallant 
Roddy  Owen,  who,  by-the-bye,  was  an  in- 
fantry officer,  proved  that  the  coolness 
and  courage  wliicli  had  gained  him  such 
high  honors  on  the  race-course,  making 
his  name  in  very  deed  a  household  word, 
were  equally  available  when  the  oppor- 
tunity came  for  employing  them  in  the 
service  of  his  country,  and  eminent  sol- 
diers and  statesmen  soon  recognized  a 
kindred  spirit  in  the  hei'o  of  Aintree  and 
Sandown.  On  active  service,  in  the  mo- 
ment of  imminent  danger  and  great  and 
sudden  emergency,  the  self-reliance  and 
quickness  of  resolution  which  ai'e  indis- 
pensable to  the  successful  steeple  chase 
rider  cannot  fail  to  be  of  tlie  utmost  value 
to  the  soldier,  consequently  I  hope  that 
the  day  is  far  distant  when  the  amateur 
jock  will  be  looked  upon  with  disfavor  by 
his  military  superioi's.  For  the  mere  spec- 
tators the  case  is  difl'erent;  many  of  these 
go  racing  for  many  years  without  coming 
to  grief;  but  others,  less  cool-headed,  suc- 
cumb to  the  fascination  of  the  betting-ring, 
which,  alas,  every  year  claims  a  toll — 
though,  happily,  yearly  a  decreasing  one — 
from  the  ranks  of  our  cavalry.  As  is 
the  case  in  the  regiments  composing  the 
Household  Brigade,  annual  '*  point-to- 
point  "  and  steeple-chase  meetings  are 
lield  by  each  cavalry  i-egiment,  at  the 
latter  function  the  events  usually  con- 
sisting of  the  Regimental  Challenge  Cup, 
the  Subalterns'  Cup,  and  probably  a  race 
for  some  other  trophy,  the  meeting  con- 
cluding with  a  race  for  the  farmers  or 
the  members  of  the  local  hunt.  At  these 
meetings  the  latent  talent  of  tlie  embryo 
jockey  is  probably  first  discovered,  and  a 
lad  who  is  found  to  be  the  happy  possessor 
of  nerve,  dash,  and  judgment,  in  addition 
fo  a  good  seat  and  hands,  will  not  be  long 
without  offers  of  mounts  from  his  brother 
officei's,  which  will  soon  make  his  name 
familiar  to  the  racing  world. 

Turning  from  racing  and  other  amuse- 
ments to  Avhat  may  be  termed  the  interior 
economy  of  the  mess,  the  visitor  to  the 
institution  will  probably  be  struck  in  the 
first  place  by  the  cleverness  with  which 
all  the  furniture  is  designed  with  a  view 
to  })ortability  as  well  as  comfort.  The 
necessity  for  this  is  obvious,  when  one  re- 
flects that  a  regiment  is  rarely  left  longer 
than  a  year  or  two  at  the  outside  in  the 
same  station,  and  that  the  furniture  sup- 
plied by  a  ])aternal  government  consists 
onlv  of  a  number  of  Windsor  chairs,  and 
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a  diniiiL;"  tabic  aiid   sidi^board  of   Spaiiaii  nation  foi-  tlie    interested  civilian   guest, 

simplicity.        Carpets,    curtains,    niiri-ors,  In  a  conspicuous  place,  if  dining  at  au  in- 

easvcliairs,  sofas,  occasional  tables,  book-  fantry   mess,  will  be  seen    displayed  the 

cases,  pictures,  etc.,  all  have  to  be  moved  colors  of  the  battalion,  in  nuiny  cases  ihe 

about  fi'om  one  station  to  another  at  tiie  silk    sadly   defaced    and    tattered   by  the 

e.\p(Mise   of   the  coi'ps.  which   also    has  to  storms  of  many  continents,  the  honored 

])rovide  th(^  whole   of    the  ulass,  cutlei-y.  emblems  bearing"  on  their  folds  the  record 

table  -  linen,  etc.,    re(iuired    by   its    nuMu-  of  many  gallant  deeds,  well  calculated  to 

hers,  in  addition  to  the  silver  mess  plate,  lire  the  blood  of  youth  or  to  quicken  the 

which  is  generally  exceedingly  handsome,  slackening  pulse  of  the  old. 
and,  as  a  rule,  contains  many  trophies  won  A  selection   of  music  is   played  during 

on  the  turf  or  on  the  rifle-range,  as  well  dinner  by  the   band   of  the   regiment,  the 

as  the  line  pieces  of  plate  presented  at  (lit-  programme    concluding    with    the    regi- 

fei'ent  times  by  individual  ollicei's.  or  i)ur-  nuuital   march    blending  into  "God  save 

chased  out  of  the  funds  of  the  corps.  the  Queen,"  or.  in  some  regiments,  "•  Rule 

The    care    and  cleaning    of  this   plate,  Ph-itannia."      After  the  dessert  has    been 

often    of  the  value  of    over    a   thousand  })laced  on  the  table,  the  wine  is  circulated, 

pounds,  are  in    themselves   suilicient   re-  and.  all  glasses  being  filled,  the  officer  sit- 

s})onsibility   foi*  one   num  —  as  a  general  ting  as  president  rises  from  his  chair,  and 

rule  a  i)rivate  belonging  to  the  regiment,  raising   his     glass,  calls  out.    '"Mr.  Vice- 

whoperformspractically  no  military  duty,  President,  the  Queen"":  on   this  all  rise, 

but  devotes  his  time   to  the   care  of  the  glasses  in  hand:   the  young  officer  sitting 

silver  committed  to  him.      The  whole  of  as  vice-president   gives  the   toast,  "  Gen- 

this    silver  is  ])acked   in    cases  specially  tlemen,  the  Queen  "" :   the  band,  which  has 

nuule  to  fit  each  article  when  the  regiment  been  on  the  lookout  for  a  signal  from  the 

is  on  the  move,  and  when   in  quarters   is  mess  sergeant,   ci'ashes   out   the   national 

stored  in  a  room  in  the  mess  buildings,  in  anthem,  and  the  health   of  the  sovereign, 

which  room  is  [)laced  tlie  bed  of  the  "sil-  drunk   with    enthusiasm,    ends   the   brief 

ver-man''  responsible  for  its  safe  custody,  ceremony,   the   flow    of    cliafT,   laughter. 

Among  social  functions  the  weekly  and  conversation,  momentarily  interrupt- 
guest-niglit  liolds  a  leading  place,  and  it  ed,  bursting  forth  afresh.  Till  the  wine 
may  be  of  interest  if  1  shortly  describe  one  has  been  once  round  the  table  after  din- 
of  these  festive  occasions.  To  commence  ner  no  officer  is  i)ei'mitted  to  leave  the 
with,  it  is  (7c  r/V//fc/n' in  every  well-ordered  i-(-)om.  except  by  permission  of  the  presi- 
ref'ijnent  that  every  officer,  whether  mar-  dent — a  permission  rarely  granted  on 
ried  or  single,  present  with  the  regiment  guest-nights  except  to  the  orderly  officer, 
should  dine  at  mess  on  guest-nights,  and  who  has  to  collect  reports  at  tattoo  and 
tlie  party  is  swollen  both  by  the  private  see  lights  out  in  barracks.  The  innocent 
friends  of  the  officers  and  by  a  sprinkling  breach  of  this  rule  by  newly  joined  offi- 
of  the  local  notabilities  asked  as  guests  of  cers  is  usually  ])unished  by  a  fine,  the  of- 
the  mess.  On  their  arrival  the  guests  fender  having  to  stand  champagne  to  all 
are  received  by  their  own  ])rivate  hosts  the  mess.  Fines  of  this  nature  are  rather 
and  by  the  commanding  olficer  of  the  an  institution  in  the  service,  the  acts  lead- 
regiment  in  the  anteroom,  from  whicli  a  iiig  to  tlunr  infliction  differing  in  dift'er- 
niove  is  made  to  the  mess-room  when  din-  cut  regiments,  but  in  all  cases  the  young- 
ner  is  announced,  the  comi)any  in  many  ster  must  walk  v;arily  at  first,  or  he  will 
regiments  moving  to  their  seats  to  the  air  find  himself  with  a  vei'y  swollen  wine 
of  "The  lioast  Beef  of  Old  Elngland.""  dis-  bill  at  the  eiul  of  the  month.  Fines  are 
coursed  by  the  band  of  the  corps  posted  usually  inflicted  for  such  causes  as  the 
in  a  gallery  or  out  building  adjoining  the  following:  the  drawing  of  a  sword  in  the 
dining-room.  On  the  dining-table  and  premises  of  the  mess,  parting  company 
the  sideboard  the  mess  ))late  is  dis])layed  with  one"s  hoi'se  on  parade  or  in  the 
in  all  its  gl<\aming  si)l(Mi(lor.  thehistorical  school.  dro])ping  one"s  cap  under  similar 
associations  connected  with  many  of  the  circmustanees.  wearing  the  belt  foi'  the 
princi))al  pieces  possibly  calling'  forth  a  fii-st  time  as  orilerly  officer,  etc.;  while 
flow  of  reminisceiu'e  from  the  senior  offi-  other  incidents,  such  as  })i'omotion.  or  the 
cers  and  anv  old  members  of  the  regi-  winning  (^f  a  race,  are  regai'ded  as  legiti- 
nient  who  may  happen  to  be  ]u-esenl.  mate  reasons  for  standing  champagne, 
which  cannot  fail  to  have  a  i>eculiar  fasci-  Before  the  stage  of  coffee  and   cigars   is 


SOCIAL    LIFE    IN    THE    BRITISH    AKMY. 


715 


reached,  to  return  to  our  g-uest-in'oht  din- 
ner, tiie  band-master  is  invited  into  the 
room  to  join  the  ofhcers  in  a  glass  of  wine, 
a  place  being  laid  for  him  on  the  right 
liand  of  the  i)resident;  and  this  little  cere- 
mony ovei",  an  adjournment  is  soon  made 
to  the  anteroom  or  billiai'd  -  room,  and 
tables  are  usually  made  up  for  whist  or 
less  serious  games,  till  the  dei)ariure  of 
the  guests  and  seniors  is  a  signal  for  a 
certain  amount  of  horse-])lay  and  "  rux- 
ing,"  which,  it  must  be  admitted,  is  occa- 
sionally carried  rather  to  an  excess.  Some- 
times a  mock  court  martial  is  assembled 
for  the  trial  of  a  subaltern  for  some  im- 
aginary crime,  a  trial  conducted  with  all 
the  form  and  ceremony  of  the  real  article, 
with  the  exception  that  the  finding  is  in- 
variably "guilty,"  and  that  there  is  a 
cei'tain  monotony  about  the  sentences, 
which  usually  end  in  the  immersing  of 
tlie  culpi'it,  uniform  and  all,  in  the  near- 
est horse-trough.  AVoe  betide  any  unfor- 
tunate yfiuth  who  is  unwary  enough  to 
go  to  bed  eai'ly  when  one  of  these  oi'gies 
is  in  ])rogress.  When  his  absence  is  de- 
tected, an  escort  of  subalterns  will  be 
warned,  the  delinquent  will  be  fetched 
unceremoniously  into  the  mess,  and  will 
be  luck}^  to  escape  with  a  fine  of  a  dozen 
of  champagne.  The  frequency  of  the  oc- 
casions on  which  this  horse-play  goes  on 
will  be  found  to  vary  very  nnicli  with 
regiments.  In  some  corps  the  high  spii-its 
of  the  subalterns  lead  to  a  good  deal  of 
noise  almost  every  night,  while  in  othei's 
it  is  only  on  some  special  occasions,  such 
as  the  recurrence  of  some  anniversary 
specially  honored  in  the  regiment,  tlint 
the  juniors  break  out  in  the  fashion 
above  described.  Needless  to  say,  regi- 
ments of  the  latter  type  are  the  more 
comfortable  to  live  in,  and  also  the  less 
likely  to  acquire  a  brief  but  unenviable 
notoriety  in  consequence  of  overstepping 
the  bounds  of  decoi'um  in  an  unfortunate 
direction  during  one  of  these  satui-nalia. 

I  will  now^  endeavor  to  describe  tlie 
menage  maintained  by  the  mess  of  a 
cavalry  or  infantry  regiment  serving  at 
liome.  The  cook  is  naturally  a  person 
of  the  first  im})ortance,  and  is  usually  a 
man,  often  a  Frenchman,  in  receipt  of 
wages  varying  frojn  £00  to  £100  a  year; 
occasionall3^  especially  in  Ii'eland.  where 
regiments  are  often  split  uj)  into  several 
detachments,  a  woman  cook  is  employed 
from  motives  of  economy,  but  in  any  case 
every  effort  is  made  to  obtain  the  services 


of  an  artist  in  his  or  hov  ]irofession.  To 
assist  the  cook  in  the  "  fatigue"  duties  of 
the  kitchen  two  men  are  generally  pro- 
vided fi-oni  the  I'anks  of  the  regiment — one, 
the  "  kitchen-man,"  coi'i'esponds  to  the 
kitchen-maid  of  civilian  life,  and  the  oth- 
er, the  "delf-man."  takes  the  place  of  the 
scullery -maid.  In  the  upstairs  depart- 
ment the  chief  place  is  filled  by  the  mess 
sergeant,  who  ])ei'foi*ms  the  same  duties 
as  fall  to  a  confidential  butler  in  civil 
life,  in  addition  to  other  duties  which  are 
chiefly  concerned  with  ai-i-anging,  in  con- 
cert with  the  mess  ])resident,  the  daily 
menu  of  the  dinner.  Under  the  sergeant 
the  ordinary  duties  of  waiters  are  carried 
out  by  two  or  three  soldiers  under  a  cor- 
])()ral,  who  are  dressed  in  livery,  often 
clean-shaved  in  defiance  of  regulations, 
and  who,  though  at  first  probably  rather 
uncouth  and  clumsy,  yet,  being  selected 
for  their  smartness,  soon  pick  up  the  ways 
of  the  pi'ofessional  footman,  and  make 
excellent  sei-vants.  The  above-mentioned 
staff  ai-e  ()l)viously  unequal  to  the  task  of 
waiting  on  a  lai'ge  iiumbei'  at  dinner,  con- 
sequently a  rost(M*  is  lce])t  by  the  mess 
sergeant  of  the  ofhcers'  soldier-servants, 
and  the  number  required  are  warned  for 
duty  by  the  mess  corpoi-al,  usually  for  a 
week  at  a  time. 

All  thesc^  servants  are  jirovided  with 
the  liv(M'y  of  the  cor])s  by  their  masfers, 
and  natui-ally  wear  it  at  mess;  but  their 
skill  as  waitei's  is  I'ai-ely  (^qual  to  the 
smartness  of  theii*  apjx^irance.  and  vei-y 
amusing  are  the  tales  of  their  blunders 
to  be  Ilea  I'd  in  (^very  I'egiment. 

The  general  ]nanngein(Mit  of  the  mess 
is  intrusted  to  a  committee  of  the  ofli- 
cers,  as  a  i-ule  consisting  of  a  major,  or 
ca])tain,  arid  two  subalterns,  c^acli  of  the 
hitter  being  made  responsible  for  some 
s])ecia^  department,  such  as  the  wine  or 
the  catering,  while  the  pi'esident  exei'cises 
a  general  sni)ervisi()n.  In  a  catei'ing 
mess  that  is  to  say,  in  a  mess  where  the 
oflicers  provid(^  their  own  food,  and  do  not 
hand  everything  over  to  a  contractoi* — 
the  ofHce  of  mess  president  is  no  sinecure, 
and  the  comfort  and  mode  of  life  of  the 
officei-s  as  a,  body  are  very  nmcli  in  his 
hands.  By  Queen's  Regulations  the  daily 
expenses  of  living  in  a  mess  (for  food 
alone)  are  not  su])i)osed  to  exceed  four 
shillings,  and  if  the  mess  president  is  a 
good  one,  and  the  number  of  dining 
members  considerable,  this  sum  usually 
sullices.    If  not,  there  ai-e  numerous  waj'^s 
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of  keeping  within  the  letter  of  the  law 
while  breaking-  it  in  spirit,  which  do  not 
require  to  be  divulged. 

But  the  expense  of  the  actual  messing 
is  only  a  small  fraction  of  the  expenses 
to  which  the  members  of  a  mess  are  lia- 
ble: subscriptions  to  the  polo  team,  the 
regimental  coach,  the  regimental  hounds 
— in  cases  where  hounds  are  kept — the  race 
fund,  added  to  the  expenses  of  maintain- 
ing the  mess  itself,  providing  servants' 
liveries,  newspapers,  stationery,  repairs  to 
glass  and  china,  etc.,  swell  the  total  very 
often  into  quite  a  large  sum.  Officers 
above  the  rank  of  lieutenant  have,  in  ad- 
dition, to  pay  for  the  maintenance  of  the 
regimental  band,  towards  which  the  gov- 
ernment only  subscribes  a  certain  num- 
ber of  trumpets  and  bugles  and  a  contri- 
bution to  the  salary  of  the  band-master, 
leaving  the  cost  of  the  purchase  and  re- 
pair of  instruments,  the  payment  of  extra 
bandsmen,  etc.,  to  be  borne  entirely  by 
the  officers  of  the  corps.  The  expense 
of  the  entertainments  which  are  expected 
from  the  officers  of  her  Majesty's  regi- 
ments, both  horse  and  foot,  by  the  civil- 
ian population  among  whom  they  are 
quartered  forms  in  many  cases  a  heavy 
additional  tax  on  the  purses  of  the  offi- 
cers, especially  of  the  seniors,  as  these  are 
subscribed  for  according  to  rank  —  the 
major,  whose  dancing  days  are  possibly 
over,  having  to  pay  about  three  times 
the  amount  contributed  by  the  subaltern, 
at  whose  instigation  the  ball  may  have 
been  given,  and  who  dances  conscien- 
tiously through  every  item  on  the  pro- 
gramme. One  consequence  of  this  per- 
haps salutary  regulation  is  that  the  sen- 
iors are  more  inclined  to  check  than  to 
encourage  extravagant  entertainments. 
In  some  corps  an  "entertainment  fund" 
is  maintained,  to  which  all  officers  sub- 
scribe a  day's  pay,  or  some  similar  sum, 
monthly:  the  object  of  this  fund  is  to 
avoid  heavy  calls  on  the  purses  of  the 
officers,  and  it  is  no  doubt  a  very  useful 
institution. 

It  would  be  impossible  to  quit  the  sub- 
ject of  the  social  life  of  the  British  offi- 
cer without  alluding  to  the  peculiarities 
of  the  soldier-servant,  in  whose  hands  the 
comfort  of  his  master  lies  to  a  very  con- 
siderable extent.  In  the  days  of  long- 
service  little  or  no  difficulty  was  experi- 
enced in  obtaining  and  retaining  the  ser- 
vices of  a  well-trained  and  experienced 
servant,  who   usually    identiiied   himself 
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with  the  fortunes  of  his  master  to 
an  extent  rarely  met  with  in  civil  life, 
adding  also  to  the  usual  qualifications 
of  tbe  valet  such  valuable  accomplish- 
ments as  the  power  of  being  able  to  send 
up  a  very  fair  dinner  if  called  on  to 
cook  in  an  emergency,  and  sufficient  skill 
as  an  armorer  to  repair  and  keep  in  or- 
der his  master's  fowling-pieces,  while  he 
very  frequently  was  expert  enough  as  a 
tailor  to  be  able  to  keep  his  master's 
wardrobe  in  order,  sewing  on  his  buttons, 
and  mending  his  shirts  with  all  the  neat- 
ness of  an  accomplished  seamstress.  Alas ! 
the  soldier-servant  of  this  type  has  van- 
ished, never,  I  fear,  to  return.  His  place 
has  been  taken  by  a  very  inferior  article. 
The  foreign  draft  annuall}^  strips  the  regi- 
ment of  all  its  most  seasoned  men,  thus 
restricting  the  officer's  choice  to  the  j- oung 
soldiers  who  have  completed  their  drills 
and  are  not  desirous  of  promotion  to  the 
non-commissioned  ranks.  For  many 
years  this  state  of  things  has  existed  in 
the  infantry  of  the  line;  a  recent  order 
is  responsible  for  the  introduction  of  the 
evils  of  the  annual  foreign  draft  into  the 
cavalry.  The  young  soldier- servant, 
therefore,  who  very  probably  has  never 
entered  a  gentleman's  room  before,  has 
to  be  taught  the  very  rudiments  of  his 
new  vocation,  with  the  result  that  the 
domestic  experiences  of  his  master  are 
likely  for  some  little  time  to  contain 
more  of  the  unexpected  than  is  either 
comfortable  or  desirable.  His  clothes 
are  folded  in  the  weird  manner  taught 
in  the  barrack-room ;  his  boots  are  var- 
nished according  to  the  light  of  nature; 
his  hunting-breeches  are  balled  with  such 
zeal  that  their  wearer  is  enveloped  in 
clouds  of  white  dust  whenever  he  moves; 
and  his  tops,  when  they  have  left  the 
hands  of  this  artist,  resemble  a  chef- 
cVoeuvre  by  a  painter  of  the  impressionist 
school.  Time  and  patience  will  over- 
come all  these  difficulties;  but  the  i»nan 
will  hardly  have  got  into  his  master's 
ways  before  the  temptations  of  deferred 
pay  allure  him  to  the  reserve,  and  the 
task  of  teaching  his  successor  has  to  be 
commenced  de  novo.  Yes,  I  am  solemnly 
convinced  that  the  soldier-servant  as  a 
type  of  the  skilled  and  faithful  retainer 
is  a  fraud,  which  is  due  not  to  any  de- 
generation in  the  individual,  but  to  the 
entire  disappearance  of  the  conditions 
which  called  his  prototype  into  exist- 
ence. 
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What  I  Ijave  written  above  with  refer- 
ence! to  tlie  life  of  the  cavalry  otlicer  will 
ai)i)ly  in  a  great  measure  to  that  of  the 
ollicer  of  infantry  as  well,  with  the  excep- 
tion that,  owing  tohis  meansbeingnsually 
considerably  more  limited,  the  latter  is 
n liable  to  take  part  as  freely  as  he  would 
lik'c  in  the  sports  of  hunling  and  racing-, 
and  the  costly  game  of  polo,  wliich  come 
as  a  matter  of  course  to  his  more  richly 
endowed  brother  otlicer.  The  spoi-ting 
foot-soldier,  having  no  point-to-point  to 
win  in  his  own  regiment,  consoles  himself 
by  having  a  cut  in  at  the  races  of  the  local 
liunt,  and,  if  a  light  w^eight  and  keen  on 
polo,  will  manage  to  see  a  good  deal  of 
liunting  from  the  backs  of  the  game  little 
ponies  he  has  played  all  the  summer.  He 
must  console  himself  with  the  reflection 
that  every  lot  has  its  compensations,  and 
if  he  cannot  break  himself  by  owning 
race-horses,  he  is  quite  at  liberty  to  lose 
his  money  in  backing  the  horses  belong- 
ing to  wealthier  men.  Taking  the  soldier 
all  round,  the  sporting  blood  flows  hotly 
through  his  veins,  and  the  man  who  can- 
not afford  to  gratify  his  tastes  to  the  full 
at  home,  will  find  little  difficulty  in  get- 
ting transferi-ed  to  a  battalion  in  India, 
the  poor  sportsman's  paradise. 

In  India  the  life  of  the  young  officer  is 
very  different  from  that  to  which  he  has 
been  used  at  home.  In  the  first  place, 
he  cannot  fail  to  realize  that  in  India  he 
is  the  representative  of  a  conquering  race, 
which  holds  by  the  sword  the  possessions 
which  the  sword  has  won.  The  moral 
aspect  of  this  situation  cannot  but  have  a 
strong  effect  in  moulding  the  character 
of  the  young  soldier,  even  if  in  the  hum- 
blest grade,  and  doubtless  contributes 
largely  to  acquiring  the  habit  of  com- 
mand and  the  air  of  authority  which  so 
soon  become  part  of  the  nature  of  the 
British  soldier  in  the  East.  The  trooper 
Avill  hardly  have  been  brought  to  an  anch- 
or befoi-e  she  will  be  invaded  by  swarms 
of  natives  in  their  picturesque  dresses, 
armed  with  "chits."'  or  letters  of  recom- 
mendation from  ])revious  masters,  all 
anxious  to  enter  the  service  of  the  new- 
comer. If  well  advised,  the  novice  will 
be  exceedingly  chary  of  engaging  one  of 
these  gentry,  who  are  quite  likely  lo  de- 
sert him  on  his  journey  up  country  at  the 
first  favorable  opportunity,  taking  with 
them  as  much  as  they  can  conveniently 
carry  away  of  tlieir  m^w  master's  effects. 
If  the  young  soldier  is  on  his  way  to  join 


a  British  or  Queen's  regiment,  so  called 
in  contradistinction  to  the  native  regi- 
ments in  the  Indian  army,  his  future  bro- 
ther officers  will  probably  have  sent  a  re- 
liable man  to  meet  him  and  conduct  him 
to  his  new  corps,  and  under  the  i>rotec- 
tion  of  this  individual  his  journey  up 
cotuitry,  whether  by  "dak"  or  rail,  will 
probably  be  made  with  the  greatest  com- 
fort possible  under  the  circumstances. 
The  ordinary  life  in  India,  and  the 
peculiarities  of  travel  in  that  counti'v, 
have  been  already  made  so  familiar  to 
the  world  at  large  that  it  is  not  my  in- 
tention to  allude  to  anything  with  which 
the  ordinary  reader  or  traveller  is  likely 
to  be  already  familiar.  Into  the  vie 
iniime  of  the  soldier  the  enterprising 
globe-trotter  has  not  yet  succeeded  in 
penetrating,  and  it  is  with  peculiarities 
in  which  it  differs  from  the  life  of  the 
civilian  that  I  now  propose  to  deal. 

In  his  regiment  at  home  the  officer 
is  accustomed  to  living  in  government 
quarters,  to  being  waited  on  by  a  soldier- 
servant,  and  to  being  dependent  for  the 
comforts  of  his  existence  on  a  mess  oc- 
cupying a  portion  of  the  barracks  built 
solely  for  that  purpose.  In  India  he  will 
find  these  conditions,  as  a  rule,  non-ex- 
istent. In  very  few  places  are  there 
officers' quarters  owned  by  government; 
the  rule  is  to  find  the  officers  of  a  regi- 
ment occupying  bungalows,  rented  from 
a  private  individual,  in  the  neighborhood 
of  the  lines  of  the  regiment,  while  the 
mess  buildings  will,  as  a  rule,  be  simi- 
larly rented  by  the  mess  as  a  whole.  In 
most  cases  the  officers  will  go  shares  in 
bungalows,  two  or  more  officers  to  each 
house,  and  the  younger  ones  will  often 
have  many  of  their  servants  in  connnon, 
though  each  will,  of  course,  keep  a  bearer 
or  butler,  the  title  varying  with  the  pres- 
idency in  which  he  is  serving,  exclusive- 
ly for  his  own  service.  In  Bengal,  in 
addition,  it  is  usual  for  each  officer  to 
keep  a  khitmutgar.  whose  duty  it  is  to 
wait  on  his  master,  and  on  his  master 
alone,  at  mess  and  when  dining  out.  The 
service  of  a  dinner  by  these  well-trained 
and  silent  servitors,  moving  noiselessly 
in  their  bare  feet,  is  as  good  as  can  be 
met  with  anywhere  in  the  world,  and  is 
apt  to  spoil  the  man  accustomed  to  it  for 
the  rougher  ministrations  of  the  home- 
grown mess  waiter. 

Life  in  most  parts  of  India  may  be  rough- 
ly divided  into  the  life  of  the  cold  weather, 
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and  the  struggle  for  existence  duiiiig'  tlie 
grilling"  days  and  almost  hotter  nights  of 
the  rest  of  the  year,  when  in  many  places 
existence  is  only  possible  by  the  con- 
tinued use  of  punkas  and  thermanti- 
dotes,  and  other  appliances  indigenous  to 
the  country.  Needless  to  say,  in  the  hot 
weather  a  determined  effort  is  made  to 
get  away  to  the  delights  of  the  nearest 
hill  station,  life  at  which  elysiums  has 
been  made  familiar  to  all  by  the  graphic 
pen  of  Rudyard  Kipling,  who  has  also 
brought  vividly  before  the  most  unimagi- 
native of  mortals  the  miseries  of  the  lot 
of  the  unfortunates  condemned  to  swelter 
through  the  arid  summer  months  in  the 
plains.  During  this  trying  time  military 
duties  are  naturally  reduced  to  a  mini- 
mum, though  musketry  still  goes  on  in 
many  places,  and  the  professional  zeal  of 
the  keenest  soldier  is  generally  easily 
satisfied  with  the  one  parade  a  day 
(Thursday,  the  general  military  holiday 
throughout  India,  excepted),  which  parade 
is  held  in  the  early  morning  before  the 
sun  has  had  time  to  acquire  his  full 
power,  being  usually  over  by  eight 
o'clock. 

Orderly-room  and  breakfast  have  now 
to  be  attended  to,  and  when  this  is  over 
the  rest  of  the  day  is  given  up  to  an  en- 
deavor to  get  cool,  to  sleep,  and  to  pass 
away  the  time  till  it  is  possible  to  venture 
forth  for  the  game  of  racquets,  polo,  or 
tennis,  which  is  required  to  pi'ovide  the 
exercise  necessary  for  health.  This  ovei', 
the  club  will  be  visited  for  a  "peg," 
Anglice  drink,  and  a  game  of  pool  or 
billiards  before  dinner,  and  the  evening 
may  be  brought  to  a  conclusion  with 
more  billiards  or  a  rubber  of  whist.  The 
hot  weather  wnll  also  afford  the  sports- 
man an  opportunity  of  putting  in  for 
leave  to  visit  Cashmere,  or  to  make  an 
excursion  into  the  Terai  in  quest  of  tiger. 
Leave  is  given  with  a  free  hand  in  India. 
In  times  of  peace  within  our  borders  any 
officer  can  count  on  his  two,  tliree,  or 
even  four  months'  leave  in  the  year, 
which  compares  favorably  with  the  two 
and  a  half  months'  obtainable  in  the 
winter  at  home.  But  the  leave  season  is 
brought  to  a  conclusion  with  the  arrival 
of  the  cold  weather,  when  the  military 
training  of  the  troo])s  is  taken  seriously 
in  hand,  and  when  camps  of  exercise,  in- 
volving much  hard  work  on  all  ranks, 
are  annually  formed  at  the  principal 
militarv  centres. 


Besides  this  revival  of  activity  in  pure- 
ly military  directions,  the  cold  weather 
Avill  also  witness  a  great  quickening  of 
social  activity  in  nearly  every  station, 
the  fair  occupants  of  the  numerous  bun- 
galows in  the  larger  cantonments  return- 
ing from  the  hills,  where  they  have  been 
dancing,  picnicking,  and  flirting  away  the 
summer  months,  to  enter  with  a  renewed 
zest  on  the  same  occupations  with  fresh 
fields  to  conquer  and  fresh  game  to  sub- 
due. 

In  some  places  fox-hounds,  imported 
from  England,  which  have  been  sent  to 
the  hills  during  the  hot  weather,  are 
brought  back  to  their  kennels,  and  the 
ardent  horseman  abandons  the  fascina- 
tions of  pig-sticking  for  the  tamer  pursuit 
of  the  jackal,  which  is  in  some  instances 
carried  on  with  all  the  pomp  and  circum- 
stance of  fox-hunting  at  home.  At  many 
places  cricket  is  now  in  full  swing,  and 
race-meetings  and  the  great  polo  tourna- 
ments give  a  zest  to  existence  which 
had  been  sadly  wanting  in  the  torrid 
months,  now  almost  forgotten.  The 
British  officer  in  India  is  as  keen  on  ra- 
cing as  his  brother  at  home;  and  if  he 
wants  to  gamble,  facilities  for  doing  so 
are  supplied  by  the  selling  lotteries, 
which  take  the  place  of  the  accommoda- 
ting book-maker.  Horseflesh  is  cheap  in 
India,  though  high-class  polo  and  racing 
ponies  certainly  command  fancy  prices, 
the  latter,  miniature  race-horses  of  13.2 
and  under,  taking  the  place  of  the  thor- 
oughbred in  England;  but  every  subal- 
tern can  possess  his  "tat,"  and  the 
"sport  of  kings"  can  be  indulged  in  by 
men  who  would  find  it  impossible  to  be 
more  than  spectators  at  home.  For  this 
reason,  and  for  the  facilities  that  exist 
for  the  pursuit  of  every  sport  at  a  mod- 
erate expense,  India  is  indeed  a  paradise 
for  the  average  Briton — that  is  to  say, 
if  he  can  retain  his  health,  a  condition 
which  is  more  easy  to  fulfil  in  these 
days  of  improved  sanitary  knowledge 
than  it  was  in  the  past. 

Unfortunately,  owing  to  the  falling 
rupee,  the  poor  man  is  becoming  daily 
at  a  greater  disadvantage  in  India,  but 
even  now  the  young  soldier  of  a  hardy 
stock,  of  scanty  means,  and  keen  on 
gratifying  the  sporting  instinct,  w^hicli 
forms  such  a  strong  characteristic  of 
his  race,  can  do  worse  than  throw  in 
his  lot  Avith  the  British  army  in  the 
"  Gorgeous  East." 
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/'HETHER  we  shall  enter  upon  ca 
career  of  conquest  and  annexation 
ill  the  islands  of  the  seas  adjacent  to  our 
shores  and  in  distant  parts  of  the  world, 
or  adliere  to  tlie  peaceful  continental  pol- 
icy wliich  has  heretofore  characterized  our 
national  course,  is  hy  far  the  most  im- 
portant question  yet  presented  for  tlie 
consideration  of  our  people  in  connection 
with  the  existing  war  with  Spain.  To 
even  the  most  careless  ohserver  of  current 
events  it  must  be  evident  that  the  avowed 
purpose  for  which  the  war  was  com- 
menced has  passed  almost  entirely  out  of 
the  public  mind,  and  that,  if  not  wholly 
abandoned  before  hostilities  cease,  it  will 
be  accomplished  merely  as  one  of  the  in- 
cidents attending-  the  success  of  our  arms, 
while  other  results  having  a  permanent 
and  controlling  influence  upon  our  future 
nationrl  life  and  character  may  make  this 
struggle  with  a  feeble  monarchy  in  Eu- 
rope the  commencement  of  a  new  era  in 
the  history  of  the  great  American  repub- 
lic. Spain  may  not  be  able  to  maintain 
her  existing  d\'nasty,  or  even  her  present 
form  of  government,  and  yet  it  may  be 
that  she  has  provoked  a  conflict  which 
will  mark  the  beginning  of  a  radical 
change  in  the  domestic  and  foreign  pol- 
icy of  the  United  States,  and  possibly  the 
beginning  of  a  revolution  in  the  opinions 
and  aspirations  of  our  people  which  may 
ultimately  prove  fatal  to  the  simple  re- 
publican institutions  under  which  we  now 
live. 

The  only  causes  for  ihe  inlervention 
which  resulted  in  the  present  war,  as 
stated  by  Congress  in  a  resolution  ap- 
proved by  the  President,  were  that  "the 
abhorrent  conditions  which  have  existed 
for  more  than  three  years  in  the  island 
of  Cuba,  so  near  our  own  borders,  have 
shocked  the  moral  sense  of  the  people  of 
the  United  States,  have  been  a  disgrace 
to  Christian  civilization,  culminating,  as 
they  have,  iti  the  destruction  of  a  United 
States  battle-ship,  with  2(U)  of  its  oilicers 
and  crew,  while  on  a  friendly  visit  in  the 
harbor  of  Havana,  and  cannot  longer  be 
endured.""  For  these  reasons  only  it  was 
declared  that  the  peo!)le  of  the  island  of 
Cuba  are,  and  of  riuht  ouii"ht  to  be.  free 


and  independent:  that  it  is  the  duty  of  ' 
the  United  States  to  demand,  and  the  gov-  / 
eminent  of  the  United  States  does  de-  | 
mand,  that  the  government  of  Spain  at  I 
once  I'elinquish  its  authority  and  govern-  I 
ment  in  the  island  of  Cuba,  and  withdraw 
its  land  and  naval  forces  from  that  island  i 
and  its  waters;  and  that  tlie  President  of  the 
United  States  be,  and  he  hereby  is.  direct- 
ed and  empowered  to  use  the  entire  land 
and  naval  forces  of  the  United  States,  and 
to  call  into  the  actual  service  of  the  Unit- 
ed States  the  militia  of  the  several  States. 
to  such  extent  as  nuiy  be  necessary  to 
carry  the  resolution  into  efl'ect.  Even  if 
the  resolution  had  stopped  here,  it  would 
have  been  perfectly  plain  that  there  was 
no  ptu'pose  of  conquest  or  annexation, 
because  the  right  of  the  people  of  Cuba 
to  be  free  and  independent,  which  includes 
a  right  to  establish  and  maintain  a  sep- 
arate government  of  their  own.  was  dis- 
tinctly declared;  but,  in  order  to  give  the 
world  positive  assurance  of  ottr  unselflsh 
purposes,  the  resolution  concluded  with 
the  unequivocal  statement  that  "  the  Unit- 
ed States  hereby  disclaims  any  disposi- 
tion to  exercise  sovereignty,  jurisdiction, 
or  control  over  said  island,  except  for  the 
paciiication  thereof,  and  asserts  its  deter- 
mination, when  that  is  acconijilished.  to 
leave  the  government  and  control  of  the 
island  to  its  people." 

This  demand,  with  the  disclaimer  in- 
corporated in  it.  was  at  once  oflicially 
transmitted  to  our  minister  at  Madrid  for 
delivery  to  the  Spanish  government,  with 
the  announcement  that  a  response  must 
be  made  within  forty-eight  hours.  That 
government  having  prevented  the  deliv- 
ery of  the  demand  by  the  stimniary  dis- 
missal of  our  minister.  Congress  prom})tly 
declared  that  war  existed  between  the  two 
countries  from  the  date  of  that  act,  and 
we  are  now  engaged  in  the  prosecution  of 
hostilities  for  the  reasons  and  purposes 
set  forth  in  the  I'esolution.  Unless  bad 
faith  is  to  be  imputed  to  our  government, 
the  conelusicni  is  inevitable  that  if  this 
demand  had  been  comi)lied  with,  the 
whole  purpose  of  our  intervention  would 
have  been  accomj)lislied.  and  no  further 
proceedings   of   an    unfriendly   character 
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would  have  been  taken.  If  we  were 
actuated  by  any  other  motives  or  enter- 
1  .lined  any  other  pui-poses,  then  was  the 
line  to  declare  them,  in  order  that  our 
own  people  and  the  world  at  large  might 
fully  understand  the  grounds  upon  which 
it  was  proposed  to  justify  our  action. 
Honesty  is  the  best  policy  for  nations  as 
well  as  for  individuals,  and  having  thus 
explicitly  declared  the  purpose  for  which 
the  war  was  to  be  prosecuted,  we  cannot, 
without  serious  injury  to  our  national 
character  and  standing,  enter  upon  a 
crusade  for  the  spoliation  of  the  enemy's 
territory.  Such  a  course  would  not  only 
forfeit  the  respect  and  confidence  of  other 
nations,  and  deprive  us  in  large  part  of 
the  sympathy  which  our  declared  posi- 
tion has  secured  for  us,  but  might  provoke 
such  unfriendly  proceedings  upon  the 
part  of  other  governments  as  to  embarrass 
our  operations  and  greatly  prolong  the 
struggle.  But  our  national  honor  is 
pledged,  and  ought  to  be  sacredly  pre- 
served, no  matter  what  view  other  na- 
tions may  take  of  the  subject.  Even  if 
the  permanent  acquisition  of  the  colonial 
possessions  of  Spain  were  desirable  under 
any  circumstances,  we  could  not  afford 
to  seize  and  hold  them  as  the  result  of  a 
war  professedly  prosecuted  solely  in  the 
interest  of  humanity  and  the  right  of  the 
people  to  govern  themselves  as  indepen- 
dent communities. 

It  is  urged  by  some,  however,  that  we 
should  appropriate  the  territory  of  the 
enemy  as  an  indemnity  for  the  expendi- 
tures incurred  in  the  prosecution  of  the 
war,  but  it  is  obvious  that  such  a  course 
would  be  wholly  inconsistent  with  the 
motives  avowed  by  Congress  as  a  justi- 
fication for  the  intervention.  It  would 
place  us  in  the  humiliating  attitude  of 
demanding  compensation  for  our  human- 
ity and  love  of  liberty.  It  was  perfectly 
evident  from  the  terms  of  the  resolution 
that  war  was  expected  to  follow  a  refusal 
by  Spain  to  comply  with  our  demand  for 
the  liberation  of  the  sutfering  people  of 
Cuba,  and  it  was  of  course  well  known 
that  war  could  not  be  prosecuted  without 
an  enormous  expenditure  of  money  and  a 
great  sacrifice  of  life  and  property;  and 
yet  a  solemn  pledge  was  made  that  we 
would  not  attempt  to  exercise  sovereign- 
ty, jurisdiction,  or  control  over  the  very 
territory  which  furnished  the  whole  cause 
for  intervention.  It  would  be  a  mere 
quibble  to  say  that  the  pledge  applied  by 


its  terms  to  Cuba  only,  and  that  we  are 
therefore  free  to  seize  and  appropriate 
Spanish  territory  in  every  other  part  of 
the  globe.  The  declarations  of  the  gov- 
ernment must  be  taken  as  a  whole;  they 
announced  the  motives  for  the  interven- 
tion and  the  object  intended  to  be  secured ; 
and  the  pledge  was  incorporated  only  to 
give  additional  and  positive  assurance  to 
the  world  that  no  other  motives  influenced 
the  action  of  the  government,  and  that  no 
other  object  was  contemplated. 

But,  independently  of  the  declarations 
which  immediately  preceded  the  com- 
mencement of  hostilities,  are  we  not  im- 
pliedly pledged,  by  our  past  policy  with 
reference  to  this  hemisphere,  not  to  make 
acquisitions  of  territory  or  establisli  gov- 
ernments in  other  quarters  of  the  world? 
For  three-quarters  of  a  century  this  gov- 
ernment has  steadily  maintained  the  posi- 
tion that  it  would  not  permit  European 
powers  to  "extend  their  systems  to  any 
portion  of  this  hemisphere,"  and  several 
times  we  have  been  on  the  verge  of  seri- 
ous collisions  with  other  nations  on  ac- 
count of  a  real  or  supposed  purpose  on 
their  part  to  disregard  our  policy  in  this 
respect.  At  the  time  this  policy  was  an- 
nounced by  President  Monroe  it  was  dis- 
tinctly understood  that  it  was  equally 
incumbent  upon  us  to  abstain  from  all 
interference  with  the  internal  affairs  of 
European  nations.  In  October,  1823,  Mr. 
Jetferson  wrote  to  President  Monroe: 
"Our  first  and  fundamental  maxim 
should  be,  never  to  entangle  ourselves  in 
the  broils  of  Europe.  Our  second,  never 
to  suffer  Europe  to  intermeddle  with  cis- 
atlantic affairs."'  And  Mr.  Monroe,  in  his 
message  of  that  year,  speaking  of  our  pol- 
icy in  regard  to  Europe,  said  it  was  "not 
to  interfere  in  the  internal  concerns  of 
any  of  its  })owers."  He  also  declai-ed  in 
the  same  message,  as  a  part  of  the  policy 
he  was  piomulgating.  that  "  with  the  ex- 
isting colonies  or  dependencies  of  any 
Euro})ean  power  we  have  not  interfered 
and  shall  not  interfere.*'  This  policy  was 
announced  at  a  most  critical  period  in  our 
history.  The  Holy  Alliance  had  b<^^en 
formed,  and  by  an  addition  to  its  com- 
pact in  1822  had  declared  "that  the  sys- 
tem of  representative  government  is 
equally  as  incompatible  with  tlie  mo- 
narchical principles  as  the  maxim  of  the 
sovereignty  of  the  people  with  the  divine 
right," and  the  parties  to  it  therefore  en- 
gaged "in  the   most  solemn    manner  to 
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use  al]  their  efforts  to  i)ut  an  end  to  tlie 
system   of  representative   <i()vernnient   in 
^vllatever  country  it  may  exist  in  Eui-ope, 
and   to    pi'event  its    being    introduced  in 
those  counti'ieswlierc  it  is  not  yet  known." 
One  of  the  well-lvnown  purposes  of  this 
alliance  was  to  assist  Spain  in  re-establish- 
ing- her  authority  over  her  I'evolted  ])rov- 
inces  in  South  America;  but  the  position 
taken  by  the  United  States,  supported  by 
the    I'efnsal    of  Great  Britain   to  counte- 
nance the  views  of  the  allied  kings,  put 
an  end  to  their  mischievous  plans,  at  least 
so  far  as  this  hemisphei'e  Avas  concerned; 
and  fi'om  that  time  to  the  present,  by  a 
Jh-m  adhei'ence  to  the  policy  of  non-inter- 
vention for  political  ])urposes  in  Europe, 
and   protest   against  Euro])eaii    interven- 
tion for  like  })urposes  on  this  side  of  the 
Atlantic,  we  have   succeeded  in   keeping 
ourselves  free  from  the  quarrels  and  wars 
of  the  outside  world,  and  in  successfully 
developing    the    internal    resources    of  a 
great  republic  devoted  to  the  arts  of  peace 
and  civilizati(ui.     Suppose  it  had  been  an- 
nounced in  1823  not  only  that  we  would 
not  ])e"niit  Euro})ean  nations   to  acquire 
territoi'y  or  establish  their  systems  of  gov- 
ernment   on    this   hemisphere  in   the   fu- 
ture, but   that    we   would   forcibly   expel 
them  from  the  possessions  already  held, 
whether  on  the  mainland  or  in  the  seas, 
and  that  at  the  same  time  we  would  pro- 
ceed at  our  own  will  and  })leasure  to  ac- 
quire  territory    by  conquest    or  cession, 
and  set  up  governments  in  every  part  of 
the  glol)e  within  our  reach,  can  there   be 
a  rational  doubt  as  to  what  the  immediate 
result  would  have  been  .^     The  mitions  al- 
ready armed   and  combined   to   preserve 
and  extend  monarchical  institutions  and 
to    suppress    I'epresentative    government 
would  have  resented  our  declaration  by 
the  use  of  force;  and  this  re})ublic,  then 
just    beginning    to    feel     assured     of    its 
strength  and   dui'abilily.  would  ]>robably 
have  been  destroyed,  and  its  territory  ])ar- 
titioned  among  the  co-()})ei'ating  powers. 
Even   Great   Britain,  then    holding  large 
possessions  on  this  continent,  as  well  as 
valuable   interests   in    the   adjacent   seas, 
would    have   been    com])ellcd.  in   self-de- 
fence, to  join   in   the  war  of   extermina- 
tion against  us.  and  we  would  not  have 
had  the  su])])ort  or  synipalhy  of  a   single 
nation  in  Europe.      The  question   for   us 
now  to  consider  is  whether  it  would   be 
wise,  after  maintaining  tiiis   position   for 
so  long  a  time,  and  securing  the  acquies- 


cence of  otlicr  nations,  largely  upon  the 
assurance  that  we  would  not  meddle  wiili 
their  affairs,  to  reopen  ihe  controversy  by 
a  total  reversal  of  our  policy  in  regard  to 
the  acquisition  of  territory  in  remote  parts 
of  the  world,  and  thus  extend  our  politi- 
cal interests,  power,  and  influence  far  be- 
yond the  limits  voluntarily  a.ssigned  to 
them.  How  can  we  consistently  deny 
tiie  right  of  other  nations  to  acquire  ter- 
ritory on  this  continent  or  in  this  henii- 
spliere  if  we  at  the  same  time  assert  our 
own  right  to  seize  provinces  and  establish 
governments  wherever  we  may  chooser 
Nations  have  long  lives,  and  this  question 
is  certain  to  confront  us  sooner  or  later 
if  we  take  the  new  departure  which  many 
of  our  people  now  seem  to  favor. 

But  even  if  we  were  untrammelled  by 
pledges,  expressed   or   implied,  or  by  our 
past  declarations  concerning  the  acquisi- 
tion of   teri'itory  in   this   hemisphere   by 
other  nations,  there  are  abundant  reasons, 
alfecting  otir  own  economic  and  political 
interests,  why  we  should  not  repudiate  the 
conservative  and    safe    policy  which  has 
made  us  the  most  compact,  homogeneous, 
and  progressive  cotmtry  in  the  world,  and 
enter  U})on  an  unjustifiable  and  dangerous 
contest  for  dominion  and   power  beyond 
the  natural  limits  of  our  State  and  Fed- 
eral systems  of  government — a  contest  in 
which   success   would    prove    to    be    the 
greatest  calamity  that  could  befall  us  as 
a  nation.      That  our  political  institutions 
were  not  designed  for  the  government  of 
dependent   colonies   and    provinces    is  a 
proposition  which  scarcely  admits  of  dis- 
cussion.     This  was  intended  to  be  a  free 
republic,    composed     of    self-governing 
States  and   intelligent,  law-abiding,  and 
liberty-loving    people:    and    no   one    has 
evei*  heretofore  sn])posed   that  any  terri- 
tory or  community  could  be    rightfully 
governed  by  the  central  authority,  except 
for  such  period  as  might  be  necessary  to 
prepare     it   for    admission    into    the    Un- 
ion  upon    a    fooling    of    perfect   eqiu'ility 
with    each  of  tlie   oilier  States.      The   un- 
Amei-ican    theory    that    Congress  or  the 
Executive  can  permanently  hold  and  gov- 
ern any  part  of  the  United  States  in  such 
manner  as  it  or  he  may  see  ]n'0})er  is  a 
necessaiy  feature  of  the  imperialism  which 
now  threatens  the  country;   for  it  is  evi- 
dent that  if   this   theory  cannot  be  prac- 
tically applied  to  the  i)ro])osed  additions 
to  our  territory,  their  ])ossession  Avill  be  a 
})ei'petual  menace  to  our  institutions.      A 
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large  majority  of  the  population  which 
tlie  advocates  of  conquest  and  annexation 
propose  to  incorporate  by  force  into  the 
body  of  American  citizenship — tlie  Chi- 
nese, Malays,  half-breeds,  native  pagans, 
and  others — are  not  only  wholly  unlit  to 
govern  themselves,  but  incapable  of  being 
successful!}^  governed  under  our  free 
Constitution.  If,  however,  territory  is 
acquired,  it  must  be  governed  by  either 
lirect  Congressional  legislation  or  by  the 
inhabitants  themselves,  under  such  super- 
vision and  control  as  Congress  can  con- 
-litutionally  exercise.  At  the  close  of 
;lie  war  tlie  title  to  all  the  territory  actu- 
ally held  in  subjection  by  our  military 
forces  will,  unless  otherwise  provided  by 
stipulation  or  treaty,  be  vested  in  the 
United  States  for  all  public  and  political 
purposes.  During  the  war,  and  while 
held  by  the  military  authorities,  it  will 
be  subject  to  the  laws  of  war,  and  may  be 
governed  accordingly,  because  it  is  still 
enemy's  country;  and  if  a  de  facto  gov- 
ernment has  been  established  by  the 
military  authorities  during  the  occupa- 
tion, and  is  in  existence  when  peace  is 
concluded,  that  government  may  be  con- 
tinued for  a  reasonable  time  afterwards, 
in  order  that  persons  and  property  may 
be  protected  until  the  laws  of  the  new 
sovereign  can  be  extended  over  it.  This 
exceptional  form  of  government  is  justi- 
fiable only  on  the  ground  of  necessity, 
and  consequently  it  can  be  rightfulh^  con- 
tinued only  for  asufhcient  time  to  enable 
the  new  proprietor  to  establish  its  own 
civil  authority  over  the  conquest  or  ces- 
sion. But  this  de/ac'to  militar\"  govern- 
ment cannot,  after  the  war  is  over,  exer- 
cise any  authority  inconsistent  with  the 
Constitution  of  the  United  States.  There 
is  no  room  for  a  military  despotism,  or  for 
the  exercise  of  arbitrary  power  by  the 
civil  authorities,  anywhere  within  the  ju- 
risdiction of  the  United  States  in  time  of 
peace;  and  whenever  the  Philippine  Isl- 
ands, Puerto  Rico,  or  other  islands  shall 
become  part  of  our  territory,  their  inhab- 
itants will  be  entitled  to  all  the  rights, 
privileges,  and  immunities  secured  to  the 
people  by  the  Constitution.  While  held 
by  the  military  forces,  after  the  cessation 
of  hostilities,  the  officials  representing  the 
de  facto  government  may  administer  the 
local  affairs  and  establish  rules  and  regu- 
lations for  the  preservation  of  peace  and 
order,  but  the  fundamental  rights  of  the 
people  must  be  respected. 


"  It  cannot  be  admitted,"  says  the  Su- 
preme Court,  in  a  well-considered  case, 
"  that  the  King  of  Spain  could,  by  treaty 
or  otherwise,  impart  to  the  United  States 
any  of  his  royal  prerogatives;  and  much 
less  can  it  be  admitted  that  they  have 
capacity  to  receive  or  power  to  exercise 
them.  Every  nation  acquiring  territoi'y, 
by  treaty  or  otherwise,  must  hold  it  sub- 
ject to  the' Constitution  and  laws  of  its 
own  government,  and  not  according  to 
those  of  the  government  ceding  it." 

Whatever  power  Congress  possesses  to 
govern  a  territory,  either  by  direct  legis- 
lation or  by  providing  a  form  of  local 
government  by  the  people,  is  derived  sole- 
ly from  the  Constitution,  and  must  be  ex- 
ercised in  accordance  with  that  instru- 
ment. Every  territorial  othcial,  whether 
appointed  by  the  President,  designated  by 
Congress,  or  elected  by  the  people,  must 
take  an  oath  to  support  the  Constitution, 
and  he  can  perform  no  valid  act  incon- 
sistent with  its  provisions.  Under  our 
system  no  part  of  our  territory  or  people 
can  be  governed  by  proconsuls  or  gov- 
ernoi'S-general,  but  only  by  responsible 
ollicials,  whose  powers  are  regulated  and 
litnited  not  only  by  the  express  provi- 
sions of  the  Constitution  and  laws,  but  by 
the  recognized  principles  of  civil  and  re- 
ligious liberty  which  constitute  tlie  bases 
of  our  political  institutions.  The  acqui- 
sition of  territory  does  not  necessarily 
confer  upon  its  inhabitants  the  immediate 
right  of  suffrage;  but  trial  by  jury,  the 
right  to  the  writ  of  habeas  corpus,  free- 
dom of  speech,  freedom  of  the  press,  free- 
dom of  conscience  in  matters  of  religion, 
immunity  from  unreasonable  seizui'es  and 
searches,  the  right  to  acquire  and  enjoy 
property  free  from  molestation  exce[)t  by 
due  })rocess  of  law,  and  all  the  other  per- 
sonal rights,  ])rivilege8,  and  immunities 
secured  to  citizens  and  others  within  our 
jurisdiction,  must  be  respected  and  en- 
forced in  conquered  and  ceded  territory 
as  well  as  elsewhere. 

The  great  mass  of  the  })eo[)le  of  the 
United  States,  as  now  constituted,  belong- 
to  a  race  wliich  has  been  accustomed  to 
the  enjoyment  of  personal  libert.y  and  self- 
government  from  time  immemoi'ial.  They 
are  educated  in  the  princi})les  of  English 
and  American  liberty,  and  they  ai)preci- 
ate  the  blessings  of  free  government;  but 
the  ignorant,  degraded,  and  servile  races 
which  it  is  now  proposed  to  absorb  into 
the  body  politic  know  absolutely  nothing 
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al)()ui  IIk'sc  pi'iiiciples,  or  the  iiistilutioiis  perniaiient  national  policy  that  we  are 
(',stn.l)lisht'd  for  tlu'lr  maintenance;  and  asked  to  inaugurate,  not  merely  a  tempo- 
even  if  th(^y  (lid,  lliey  are  wholly  incapa-  )'ary  departure  fl'om  the  course  marked 
ble  of  ai)preci;ilin,^'  Ihcm.  All  their  hab-  out  by  the  statesmen  of  the  past.  A'isions 
its,  traditions,  expei-ience,  and  surround-  of  a  great  empire  extending  into  every 
ings,  especially  in  tlie  Philippine  Islands  part  of  the  habitable  globe,  limited  only 
and  the  other  islands  belonging  to  Spain,  by  the  measure  of  our  own  military  pow- 
are  oj)[)osed  to  our  theoi-ies  of  govern-  er  and  the  bounds  of  oui-  own  ambition, 
ment.  Not  only  llieir  i)()litical  system,  are  already  beginning  to  obscure  the 
but  their  civilization,  their  social  customs,  popular  judgment  and  silence  the  voice 
and  their  conceptions  of  i-ight  and  wrong,  of  sol)er  reason  and  genuine  patriotism. 
a.i'(^  wholly  diilei'ent  from  ours.  The  Domestic  problems  of  the  gravest  cliar- 
sens(^  of  individual  independ(Mice  in  the  acter,  pressing  for  settlement,  are  treated 
conduct  of  their  own  i)i'ivate  afl'aii's,  and  with  indilTerence. while  dreams  of  wealth, 
of  r(>s[)onsibility  to  the  community  and  of  commercial  supremacy  abroad,  martial 
the  state  in  the  conduct  of  i)ublic  atlairs,  glory,  and  autocratic  dictation  in  the 
has  never  existed  in  the  minds  of  these  great  international  councils  of  the  world, 
p(M)i)le,  and  it  caniu)t  be  imparted  to  them  are  inllaming  the  imaginations  of  the 
i>y  a  mere  change  of  sovereignty.  What  })e()])le,  and  rapidly  driving  them. without 
they  are  now  they  must  continue  to  be  due  consideration,  into  the  endorsement 
for  many  generations,  and  tlie  political  of  a  policy  which,  when  once  adopted. 
))ower  wliich  their  numbers  and  the  pop-  can  never  be  abandoned  without  a  con- 
ular  chai'acter  of  our  institutions  will  fession  of  weakness  which  no  administra- 
ultimately  entitle  them  to  exercise  will  tion  will  ever  be  willing  to  make.  Every 
have  a  strong  tendency  to  debase  our  disapi)ointed  politician,  every  adventur- 
legislation,  and  nuiy  even  control  the  ous  speculator,  evei-y  ambitious  soldier  of 
ciioice  of  the  Chief  Executive  and  the  fortune,  and  every  reckless  enthusiast, 
wliole  donu^stic  and  foreign  policy  of  the  whatever  may  be  his  calling  or  station  in 
government.  The  Philip])ine  Islands,  life,  will  clamor  for  new  acquisitions,  and 
with  a  i)opulation  of  eight  or  ten  mill-  the  additional  patronage  which  a  com- 
ions,  must,  unless  we  are  to  violate  the  pliance  with  his  demands  would  secure 
organic  law  of  the  hind  and  hold  and  will  always  constitute  a  persuasive  argu- 
govern  them  perj)elually  as  conquered  ment  in  sui)})oi't  of  his  policy.  Everj^ 
])rovinces,  be  erected,  within  a  reasonable  extension  of  our  jurisdiction  over  inhab- 
time,  into  several  States,  each  with  two  ited  territory  acquired  from  other  coun- 
Senators,  and  all  together  having  thirty  tries,  especially  if  the  inhabitants  are  ig- 
or  forty  Uei)resentatives;  while  Cuba,  witli  norant  and  inexperienced  in  public  af- 
a  population  of  a  million  and  a  half,  fairs,  will  oi)(Mi  a  fruitful  tield  for  the 
must  also  become  a  St;ite.  with  two  Sena-  ()i)erations  of  the  unscru})ulous  politician, 
toi-s,  and  at  least  liv(>  Ri^pj-esentatives  ac-  wliich,  we  may  be  sui'e.  he  will  promptly 
cording  to  the  ])resent  ratio.  But  this  is  occu])y  and  diligently  cultivate.  It  is  said 
not  all  we  have  to  apprelnuid.  for  if  we  that  the  Si)aiiish  ■"  cai'pet-bagger  "  is  now 
once  inaugurate  the  i)()li('y  of  coiuiuest  the  curse  of  the  Phili])pine  Islands,  plun- 
and  annexation  beyond  the  boundaries  dering  the  rich  and  the  i)oor.  the  church 
of  our  own  continent,  at  what  ])oint  are  and  the  state,  with  pei-fect  impartiality, 
we  to  stoj)?  The  i^ossessiou  of  the  Philip-  and  it  is  probable  that  his  capacity  for 
pine  Islands.  Cuba.  Hawaii,  tlie  Caroline  extortion  and  })eculation  has  not  been  ex- 
Islaiuls.  tli(>  Ladrone  Islands,  and  Puei'to  aggerated;  but  if  we  ai)i)ro})riate  the  isl- 
Pico  will  not  satisfy  the  aggressive  sjjirit  ands  it  will  very  soon  be  demonstrated 
of  inii)erialism  :  in  fact.it  will,  according  that  the  American  species  of  this  i)est  is 
to  llie  uniform  expei'ience  of  other  na-  much  nun-e  destructive  than  the  Spanish 
tions.  stimulate  the  desire  for  lu^w  ac-  vari(>ty.  and  tliat  he  can  easily  gi'ow  rich 
(luisitions,  aiul  we  will  almost  certainly  and  arrogant  otf  the  remnants  left  by  his 
go  on,  unless  cluH'ked    by  tlit^  armed  op-  predecessors. 

position    of   other  i)ow.m-s.  until    we  have  We  must  not  delude  oui-selves  with  the 

fastened  u})ou   tlie  United   States  a  black  hope  or  belief  that   the   era    of  conquest 

and  yellow  horde  of  cousciij)!  citizens  to  and  annexation  will  close  when  the  pres- 

debauch  the  sutl'i-age  and  sap  the  fouuda-  enl    programme   is   completed;    it  will    be 

tions    of   our    free    institutions.      It    is   a  the   beginning,  not   the  end.      After   the 
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first  step,  public  seiitimeiit  will  be  so  per- 
verted and  the  public  service  so  demoral- 
ized that  it  will  require  raore  than  ordi- 
nary moral  courage  upon  the  part  of  the 
conservative  element  in  the  country  to 
resist  the  ag-gressive  movement,  urg-ed  on, 
as  it  will  be,  by  appeals  to  patriotism,  to 
national  pride,  and  to  commercial  ava- 
I'ice.  It  will  take  our  people  a  long-  time 
to  learn,  if  they  ever  learn,  that  the  en- 
thusiasm and  self-confidence  born  of  suc- 
cessful warfare  are  not  safe  guides  in  mat- 
ters alfecting  the  permanent  policies  of 
the  government.  The  gi'eat  danger  is 
tliat  they  will  not  learn  tliis  truth  at  all, 
or  learn  it  too  late  to  save  the  republic. 

While  sympathy  for  the  oppressed,  and 
even  actual  assistance  in  their  struggles 
for  emancipation  when  it  can  be  properly 
rendered,  are  not  to  be  condemned,  very 
few  will  deny  that  our  first  and  highest 
duty  is  to  protect  the  material  and  politi- 
cal interests  of  our  own  country,  and  pre- 
vent their  being  subordinated  to  the  real 
or  supposed  interests  of  others,  who, what- 
ever may  be  their  condition,  are  certain- 
ly not  more  meritorious  than  our  own 
people.  Whether  Cuba  shall  be  free  and 
independent  and  shall  have  a  stable  gov- 
ernment are  questions  of  great  importance 
to  the  people  of  that  island,  and  of  consid- 
erable importance  to  us;  but  the  question 
of  greatest  importance  to  the  people  of 
the  United  States  is  whether  they  shall  al- 
low a  war  prosecuted  ostensibly  for  the  in- 
dependence of  a  foreign  people  to  be  made 
the  pretext  or  the  occasion  for  changing 
the  very  essence  of  our  national  charac- 
ter, and  for  converting  their  own  gov- 
ernment into  a  great  war-making,  tax-con- 
suming, land-grabbing,  and  office-distrib- 
uting machine.  No  graver  question  than 
this  will  probably  ever  be  presented  for 
the  consideration  of  the  American  people, 
for  upon  its  decision  depends  the  preser- 
vation or  destruction  of  the  vital  princi- 
ple of  our  federative  republic  of  equal 
States.  If  we  are  to  close  and  seal  up  the 
records  of  the  past  and  begin  a  new  his- 
tory, it  ought  not  to  be  said  hereafter 
that  it  was  done  without  a  protest  from 
the  friends  of  democratic-republican  gov- 
ernment, or  without  a  full  knowledgcvof 
the  probable  consequences. 

Hitherto  we  have  been  exempt  from 
the  maintenance  of  large  standing  armies 
and  great  navies,  and  consequently  the 
burden  of  taxation,  while  much  greater  at 
some  periods  than  the  real  necessities  of 
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the    public   service    requii-ed,    has   never 
been  so  heavy  as  seriously  to  impede  the 
growth  and    prosperity   of   the    country. 
Our  energies  have  been    devoted  to   the 
cultivation  of  the  arts  of  peace,  to  the  con- 
struction of  great  highways,  to  the  devel- 
opment of  our  mineral  resources,  to  the 
improvement  of  waterways,  to   agricult- 
ure, manufactures,  and   commerce,  and  to 
the  establishment  of  charities  and  institu- 
tions of  learning,  and  all  the  other  inter- 
ests and   objects  which  most  distinguish 
the  civilization  of  a  peaceful   American 
republic  from  that  of  the  armed  and  for- 
tified kingdoms  and  empires  of  the  Old 
World.      Under  this  policy  our   military 
and  naval  establishments  have  been  com- 
paratively inexpensive,  and  as  a  general 
rule    they    have    practically    constituted 
mere  branches  of  the  civil  service.     They 
have    not  dominated  the  country  or  ma- 
terially  influenced   the  course  of  public 
affairs,  but  have  been  subordinate  to  the 
civil  authorities  in  practice  as  well  as  in 
theory.      Fortunately  for  us,  the  militar- 
ism which  constitutes  the  most  conspicu- 
ous  and  apparently  the  most  dangerous 
element  in  the  social  and  political  systems 
of  France  and  the  German   Empire    has 
not,  up  to  the  present  time,  asserted  itself 
to  any  considerable  extent  in  this  coun- 
try.     But  if  we  are  to  adopt  and  success- 
fully   maintain   an    imperial    policy,   the 
glory    of    the    achievement    will    belong 
principally  to  the   army  and  navy,  and 
the  people  at  large  will  simply  enjoy  the 
privilege  of  paying  the  cost.      Each  suc- 
cessful expedition,  each  forcible  extension 
of  our  jurisdiction  over  an  unwilling  peo- 
ple, will  add  to  the  laurels  of  tlie  military 
branches  of  the  government,  and  the  al- 
most inevitable  result  will  be  that  their 
social   and  political    influence   will   grow 
until  tliey  overshadow  all  other  callings 
and    professions.      Military  Senators  and 
Representatives    in   Congress    will    enact 
laws  for  a  military  President  to  execute, 
and  military  Governors  of  States  will  not 
long  pei'plex  themselves  with  questions  of 
civil  law  when  the  soldiery  under  their 
command  can   easily  cut  the  knots  with 
their  swords.     We  will  be  more  fortunate 
than  the  people  of  some  other  countries  if 
our  judicial  tribunals,  under  the  elective 
system,  shall  escape  the  influence  of  the 
military  spirit  and  continue  to  administer 
justice  between  private  individuals   and 
between  the  government  and   its  citizens 
according  to  the  simple  and  conservative 


726 


IIAlirEirS    KEW    MONTHLY    ^[AGAZIXE. 


rul<^san{l  processes  of  the  connuon  law  of 
tlie  land. 

When  territory  is  conqnei-ed  or  annex- 
ed, we  must  not  only  <>"ovei'n  it,  v.'ith  or 
without  the  consent  of  its  people,  but  we 
must  also  he  })repared  at  all  times  to 
])rotect  it  as'ainst  the  possible  encroach- 
ments of  other  ])ow^ers;  its  cities  and 
towns  must  be  ^-arrisoned  by  a  sufficient 
military  foi'ce,  and  its  coasts  must  be  for- 
tified and  g-uarded  by  a  navy  strong 
enoug-h  at  l^ast  to  meet  any  sudden  emer- 
g-ency.  This  involves  an  enormous  ad- 
dition to  our  regular  army,  and  such  a 
permanent  inci-ease  of  our  naval  estab- 
lishment as  will  keep  it  constantly  upon 
a  war  footing-.  This  drain  upon  our  re- 
soui'ces  must  be  met  iminediately  by  ex- 
orbitant taxation  upon  the  pro])erty  of  the 
])eople.  and,  sooner  or  later,  by  consci-ip- 
tion  of  their  ])ersons;  for  g-reat  standing- 
armies  and  navies  cannot  be  permanenth' 
maintained  by  voluntary  enlistment  in  a 
country  where  the  opportunities  for  prof- 
itable employment  are  so  g-reat  as  they 
are  here.  Tlie  unAvholesome  climates  of 
our  ti"0})ical  possessions  ^xi]]  demand  new 
victims  every  year,  and  thousands  of  our 
young-  men  must  be  forcibly  withdrawn 
from  the  productive  industi-ies  of  the 
country  and  sacrificed  to  the  remorseless 
spirit  of  imperialism,  which  has  already 
ruined  many  nations  and  ini])ovei'ished 
and  oppi*essed  manypeo})le.  Our  fathers 
made  what  they  supposed  to  be  a  perpet- 
ual protest  against  it  when  they  forci- 
bly separated  the  colonies  from  the  mo- 
ther-country, and  established  institutions 
founded  on  the  democratic  priuci})le  that 
no  ])eople  can  be  rightfully  govei-ned 
except  by  theii'  own  consent;  but  after 
the  lapse  of  less  than  a  hundred  and 
twenty- five  years  we  find  great  numbers 
of  their  descendants,  inhabiting  the  coun- 
try they  redeemed,  and  living  under  the 
institutions  they  founded,  openly  repudi- 
ating the  gi-ounds  upon  which  the  Revolu- 
tionary war  was  fought,  and  insisting  upon 
the  right  to  conquer  and  annex  teri'itory 
and  ])eo})le  without  affording  them  the 
least  o]>portunity  to  exju'ess  their  will 
upon  the  subject.  Tiiere  is  absolutely  no 
evidence  woi-thy  of  consideration  to  show 
that  a  majoi'ity  of  the  ])eo]ile  of  Hawaii 
or  Cuba,  or  any  other  island  proposed  to 
be  conquered  or  annexed,  desii-e  to  be  at- 
tacluHl  to  the  United  Slates,  while  their 
character,  habits,  and  past  histories  strong- 
ly conduce  to  prove  that  they  greatly  ])re- 


fer  to  remain  as  they  are.  or  esiabli.sh  in- 
dependent go  vernments  of  their  own.  So 
far  as  the  example  and  influence  of  our 
republican  institutions  have  educated  the 
minds  and  encouraged  the  aspirations  of 
mankind,  a  repudiation  by  tiie  United 
States  of  the  principle  that  all  just  gov- 
ernments must  be  founded  upon  the  con- 
sent of  the  governed  would  set  the  Avorld 
V)ack  more  than  a  century,  and  all  the  ar- 
guments that  have  been  presented,  all  the 
battles  that  have  been  fought,  and  all  the 
progi-ess  that  has  been  made  in  the  long- 
struggle  to  emancipate  the  ])eo})le  fi-om 
the  domination  of  self -constituted  and 
hereditary  rulei's  Avill  be  lost  by  a  sin- 
gle false  step  taken  in  the  delii-ium  of  tri- 
umph over  a  prosti-ate  and  dying  mon- 
archy. Better  a  thousand  times  that  mo- 
narchical Spain  should  continue  to  rule 
a  people  against  their  will  than  that  the 
United  States  should  usurp  her  place  and 
hold  them  in  subjection  in  the  name  of 
liberty  and  humanity. 

Here  on  our  own  continent  we  are  not 
only  free  fi'om  molestation  by  other  pow- 
ers. })ut  free  also  from  any  obligation  or 
interest  to  participate  in  their  quarrels 
or  wars  abroad;  but  the  adoption  of  the 
imperial  ]iolicy  of  conquest  and  annexa- 
tion beyond  the  conceded  limits  of  our 
political  influence  will  at  once  preci})itate 
us,  wholly  un})re]iared.  into  the  vortex  of 
European  and  Asiatic  comj^lications.  and 
it  is  not  reasonable  to  su}>pose  that  we 
can  successfully  maintain  our  ))osition 
without  CO  o])ei'ating  at  times  Avith  one 
side  oi'  the  other  in  all  the  controversies 
that  now  exist  or  that  may  hereafter  ar- 
I'ive.  We  can  neither  extend  the  Monroe 
doctrine  to  our  possessions  in  Europe  and 
Asia  nor  maintain  it  here  when  we  have 
once  crossed  the  line  which  has  hei-eto- 
fore  separated  us  from  the  diplomacy  and 
wars  of  rival  nati(Uis  beyond  the  seas. 
If  we  invade  their  domain  we  must  leave 
behind  us  the  traditions  and  ])olicies  of 
the  past,  and  we  must  go  v.'ith  arms  in 
our  hands  prepai-ed  to  defend  what  we 
take  against  all  comei's.  Presidential  mes- 
sages and  ])roclamations,  and  even  Con- 
gressional resolutions  and  statutes,  will 
not  ])reserve  the  balance  of  })ower  abroad, 
or  limit  the  ambitions  of  kings  and  emper- 
ors. Wise  diplomacy,  gi-eat  armaments, 
enormous  expenditures  of  money,  and  the 
most  exacting  system  of  taxation  that  can 
be  devised  will  be  neces.sarv  to  establish 
and  ])ermanently  maintain  our  position  as 
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a  member  of  the  powerful  group  of  na- 
tions now  and  always  contending-  among 
themselves  for  commercial  and  political 
supremacy.  When  we  acquire  territory 
we  necessarily  acquire  an  interest  in  all 
the  questions  affecting  its  trade  and  its 
material  development.  The  obligation  to 
protect  and  promote  the  commercial  and 
other  interests  of  Honolulu  and  Manila 
will  be  precisely  the  same  as  the  obliga- 
tion to  protect  and  promote  the  commer- 
cial and  other  interests  of  New  York  and 
New  Orleans,  and  having  extended  our 
jurisdiction  over  them,  we  will  be  bound, 
by  every  consideration  of  honor  and  duty, 
to  see  that  no  unjust  discriminations  are 
made  against  them  by  the  municipal  or 
international  regulations  adopted  by  other 
countries.  At  the  very  outset  we  are  like- 
ly to  be  confronted  with  the  most  serious 
questions  growing  out  of  the  Chinese  situ- 
ation, and,  in  the  unsettled  state  of  affairs 
abroad,  it  is  almost  certain  that  other 
troublesome  problems  will  be  presented 
in  the  near  future.  Are  we  prepared  to 
deal  witli  them?  If  so,  we  must  enter  the 
field  of  European  diplomacy  at  once  and 
assume  our  share  of  responsibility  for  the 
adjustment  of  European  interests,  whether 
peaceably  or  otherwise.  If  not,  we  must, 
upon  a  confession  of  incapacity  or  indif- 
ference, sacrifice  the  interests  of  a  people 
whom  we  have  gone  half-way  round  the 
globe  to  conquer  and  annex,  and  who 
by  our  action  have  been  deprived  of  all 
other  protection.  It  will  be  impossible  to 
take  part  in  the  discussion  and  adjust- 
ment of  European  problems,  whether  they 
are  commercial  or  political,  without  com- 
mitting ourselves  to  the  results,  whatever 
they  may  be.  The  great  questions  of 
peace  and  war  will  no  longer  be  deter- 
mined exclusively  by  a  consideration  of 
our  own  interests  or  the  judgment  of  our 
own  people,  but  by  the  controlling  in- 
fluences of  European  intrigues  and  coali- 
tions. 

Already  the  most  advanced  advocates 
of  imperialism,  and  even  some  who  are 
opposed  to  it,  are  beginning  to  foresee 
the  results  of  that  policy  and  to  suggest 
preparations  to  meet  them ;  but  one  of  the 
most  serious  objections  to  their  sugges- 
tion is  that  its  adoption  would  probably 
provoke  at  once  the  very  international 
entanglements  which  all  true  Americans 
desire  to  avoid.  Coupled  with  the  im- 
perial policy,  and,  in  fact,  constituting  a 
part  of  it,  an  alliance  with  Great  Britain, 


it  is  contended,  would  make  us  strong 
enough  to  hold  whatever  we  chose  to 
take  in  any  part  of  the  world;  but  the 
fact  seems  to  be  overlooked  that  if  Great 
Britain  is  to  help  us  take  care  of  our  de- 
pendencies, we  must  help  Great  Britain 
take  care  of  hers;  and  thus,  while  our 
power  and  prestige  might  be  increased, 
our  burdens  would  be  multiplied  many 
fold.  Great  Britain,  by  reason  of  her 
conspicuous  position  in  Europe,  her  im- 
portant colonial  possessions  in  every  quar- 
ter of  the  globe,  and  her  aggressive  com- 
mercial policy,  is  far  more  exposed  to  the 
danger  of  frequent  wars  than  the  United 
States,  or  at  least  far  more  than  the  Unit- 
ed States  have  heretofore  been  under  the 
wise  counsels  of  our  early  statesmen. 
An  alliance  with  Great  Britain  or  any 
other  power  would  necessarily  impose 
upon  us  reciprocal  obligations  and  duties, 
which,  when  once  assumed,  could  not  be 
disregarded  without  a  breach  of  good 
faith,  no  matter  what  loss  or  damage  a 
compliance  with  them  might  entail  upon 
us.  We  have  a  memorable  instance  in 
our  history  where  an  alliance  with  a  for- 
eign power,  formed  during  the  struggle 
for  independence,  afterwards  came  very 
near  embroiling  us  in  the  wars  of  Eu- 
rope, and  did,  in  fact,  cause  a  serious  rup- 
ture, if  not  actual  war,  between  this  coun- 
try and  the  other  party  to  the  compact. 
The  colonial  alliance  with  France,  had 
it  not  been  for  the  wisdom  and  courage 
of  Washington,  would  have  drawn  us 
into  the  mighty  conflicts  which  convulsed 
the  nations  of  Europe  at  the  close  of  the 
eighteenth  and  the  beginning  of  the  nine- 
teenth centuries,  and  we  might  then  have 
shared  the  fate  of  the  governments  that 
perished  by  the  sword  or  were  extin- 
guished bj'-  treaties  and  congresses  which 
they  vrere  powerless  to  prevent.  Al- 
though we  escaped  the  wars,  we  did  not 
escape  all  their  consequences,  and  the 
United  States,  after  the  lapse  of  a  hun- 
dred years,  are  still  investigating  and 
paying  the  claims  of  their  own  citizens 
for  French  spoliations  of  their  commerce. 
It  is  best  to  keep  our  domestic  aH'airs  and 
the  conduct  of  our  foreign  relations  in 
our  own  hands  under  all  circumstances; 
and  if  v.-e  distrust  the  power  of  our  own 
government  successfully  to  prosecute  the 
policy  of  conquest  and  aggrandizement, 
that  is  a  sufficient  reason,  if  there  were 
no  other,  for  condemning  the  policy  it- 
self, but  not  by  any  means  a  sufficient 
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reason  foi"  the  formation  of  ;in  alliance 
which  wonld  i-equii-e  us  to  assist  anotlier 
nation  in  extending-  or  ])reserving  its  co- 
lonial ])()Ssessions. 

Alliances  between  independent  nations, 
especially  when  their  institutions  and  in- 
terests ai-e  dissimilar  in  any  material  re- 
spect, are  always  dangerous,  even  when 
they  a])pear  to  be  most  necessary.  jMany 
of  the  great  wars  of  the  world  have  grown 
out  of  disagreements  between  the  parties 
themselves  concerning  the  character  and 
extent  of  the  obligations  imposed  ujion 
them  by  the  compact,  and  out  of  alleged 
breaches  of  good  faith  upon  the  part  of 
one  or  the  other;  and  considering  the  re- 
moteness of  the  United  Slates  from  the 
theati-e  of  Euro})ean  and  Asiatic  sti'ife, 
and  the  great  number  and  im})ortance  of 
the  questions  likely  to  arise  in  which  we 
could  have  no  real  conceiMi.  or  in  which, 
if  concerned  at  all,  our  real  intei-ests 
might  be  opposed  to  those  of  our  ally. 
it  is,  to  say  the  least,  highly  probable  that 
an  alliance  with  any  one  of  the  great 
})owers  w^ould  not  only  involve  us  at  once 
in  the  dii)lomatic  controvei'sies  and  ])er- 
haps  more  sei-ious  contests  with  its  rivals, 
but  ultimately  in  a  breach  of  friendly 
relations  between  the  contracting  parties 
themselves.  Undoubtedly,  if  our  tradi- 
tional policy  is  to  be  abandoned,  and  an 
alliance  is  to  be  contracted  with  any  for- 
eign power,  Great  Britain  is  the  nation 
with  which  we  have  the  most  interests 
and  sentiments  in  common,  and  therefore 
the  one  to  which  we  should  look,  above 
all  others,  for  concei't  of  action  in  matters 
affecting  the  general  peace  and  jirogress 
of  the  world.  But  in  order  to  secure  this 
concert  of  action  in  all  cases  wiiere  it  may 
be  nec'ssary  or  desii'able.  it  is  not  incum- 
bent upon  us  to  tie  ourselves  hard  and 
fast  in  advance  by  a  solemn  compact. 
Having  a  common  language,  religion, 
and  juris})rudence,  and.  to  a  great  extent, 
common  interests  in  the  ])romotion  and 
extension  of  similar  ])olitical  institutions, 
the  two  countries  are  natural  allies,  and 
all  that  is  required  in  order  to  make  their 
power  and  influence  practically  control- 
ling in  international  affairs  is  a  frank 
I'ccognition  of  this  fact  on  both  sides,  and 
the  cultivation  of  tlie  fraternal  feeling 
which  it  ought  to  inspire. 

Instead  of  the  indiscriminate  denuncia- 
tion aiul  abuse  Avhich  it  has  been  the  habit 
of  a  certain   class  of  our  legislators   and 


politicians  to  indulge  in  for  partisan 
purposes  in  the  ])ast.  let  them  fxjrego 
in  the  future  the  supposed  advantages  of 
a})})eals  to  the  lowest  passions  and  pre- 
judices of  the  })e(){)le,  and  devote  them- 
selves to  the  ])atriotic  task  of  undoing 
their  own  mischievous  work.  Herelo- 
foi-e  it  has  been  impossible  to  carj-y  on  a 
discussion  upon  any  ]niblic  question  in 
this  country,  especially  if  it  i-elated  in 
any  way  to  our  economic  ])olicy,  without 
liaving  to  meet  the  charge  of  sul)servi- 
ency  to  British  interests,  if  not  the  charge 
of  outright  bril)ery  with  British  gold:  and 
some  perverted  imaginations  have  never 
failed  to  see  the  stealthy  di})lomacy  of  that 
govei'nment  thwarting  our  purposes  in 
even  the  most  trivial  entei'prises  at  home 
or  abroad.  According  to  their  view,  no 
policy  could  possibly  be  right  or  beneficial 
to  us  if  Great  Britain  was  supposed  to  ap- 
prove it,  and  no  i)olicy  could  possibly  be 
wro4ig  or  injurious  to  us  if  Gi'eat  Britain 
was  supposed  to  disa])])rove  it. 

The  sympathy  manifested  for  us  in  the 
present  war  by  the  government  and  peo- 
ple of  the  mother-coutitry  is  just  what 
was  expected  by  intelligent  Aniei'icans 
who  had  not  allowed  Themselves  to  be 
intiuenced  by  the  reckless  statements  and 
inflammatory  appeals  of  small  })oliticians 
in  and  out  of  office,  but  it  is  none  the  less 
significant  or  gratifying  for  that  reason. 
It  will  bring  the  two  countries  still  closer 
together,  and  awak-en  in  each  a  pride  of 
race,  a  sense  of  }>ower.  and  a  spirit  of  mod- 
eration and  justice  in  all  matters  of  dif- 
ference between  themselves  which  will 
contribute  far  more  to  their  mutual  se- 
curity and  to  the  promotion  of  peace 
with  other  nations  than  any  mere  con- 
ventional alliance.  When  it  is  under- 
stood that  there  are  to  be  no  more  wars 
between  ]->eo})le  of  the  Anglo-Saxon  race, 
that  all  their  differences  not  amicably  ad- 
justed by  diplomacy  will  be  permanently 
settled  by  arbitration,  that  they  are  thoi'- 
oughly  united  by  the  ties  of  blood  and  a 
common  heritage  of  free  institutions,  not 
for  conquest  or  aggression  of  any  kiiul, 
but  for  the  promotion  of  })eace  and  civil- 
ization, and  that  their  combined  influence 
will  be  exerted  for  these  pur])oses  only, 
all  other  nations  will  realize  that  a  new 
force  has  been  develo})ed  which  cannot 
prudently  be  ignored  in  their  schemes 
of  aggrandizement  in  any  part  of  the 
a'lobe. 


AN    AUTHOR'S    EEADING,  AND    ITS    CONSEQUENCES. 

BY    MRS.  BURTON    HARRISON. 


FOR  some  lime  Sut])l)cn  Lad  been  in 
proud  possession  of  a.  literary  club, 
tlie  leading  spii'it  of  which  was  the  lively 
and  exhaustless  wife  of  tlie  chief  banker 
of  the  town. 

People  in  Sutphen,  including'  her  fam- 
ily, her  followers,  and,  last  but  not  least, 
her  husband,  never  knew  what  Mrs. 
Chauncey  Stratton  was  going  to  do  next 
for  the  benefit  or  entertainment  of  their 
lives.  She  rushed  them  from  bazar  to 
out-door  play,  from  concerts  to  cooking 
classes.  She  and  her  coterie  of  women- 
folk liad  descended  upon  the  editor  of  the 
])rincipal  news{)aper  and  made  him  give 
them  one  issue  of  his  journal  lobe  edited 
by  them  for  charity.  And  about  six 
montlis  before,  she  had  instituted  a  sei'ies 
of  fortnightly  meetings,  at  Avhich  men 
and  women  were  to  meet  for  discussion 
of  books  and  current  events.  After  the 
])resident  (of  course  Mrs.  Chauncey  Strat- 
ton) had  accomplished  the  matter  of  read- 
ing before  the  assembled  club  two  oi' three 
])apers  embodying  her  own  views  of  given 
subjects,  and  was  getting  a  little  tired  of 
it,  her  fi'iends  began  dimly  to  feel  that 
something  new  would  shortly  be  in  order 
to  brighten  these  occasions  —  something 
fresh,  metropolitan,  Ji)i  <Ie  siiwJe,  that 
would  carry  Sutphen  again  upon  the 
wave  of  novelty. 

But,  like  all  great  leaders,  Mrs.  Oliaun- 
cey  Stratton  had  malcontents  in  Ihm- 
camp— close  to  lier  })erson— sharing  in 
lier  daily  councils.  The  chief  complaint 
made  by  these  unsatisfied  ones  was,  in 
vulgar  parlance,  that  they  were  tired  of 
being  bossed. 

The  matter  was  under  discussion  one 
morning  in  the  cozn^  library  of  the  secre- 
tary of  the  clnb — a  well-to-do  s})inster. 
Miss  Cornelia  Bennett — whose  claim  to 
literary  cousinship  was  based  U})on  sub- 
stantial grounds.  For  some  years  she 
had  been  in  the  habit  of  sending  slips  of 
linen  cloth  to  authors  in  America  and 
Eui'ope,  with  the  request  that  they  would 
inscribe  tliereon  their  names  in  ])encil. 
These  autogi'aphs,  duly  rctui-ncd  to  and 
"back-stitched  ''  in  color  by  Cornelia,  were 
then  assembled  in  a  sort  of  "  crazy-quilt," 


and  sold  for  the  benefit  of  a  hospital  for 
incurables.  After  this  signal  success 
in  tlie  world  of  letters,  Miss  Bennett 
had  been  elected,  without  a  dissenting 
voice,  to  be  Mrs.  Stratton's  second  in 
command. 

She  was  a  ineelc,  ashen -hued  female, 
who,  to  all  a])pearance.  accepted  it  as  her 
manifest  destiii}^  to  walk  in  Mrs.  Strat- 
ton's tracks,  never  dreaming  of  such  de- 
fiance as  pushing  ahead  of  her,  or  cross- 
ing her  line  of  inarch. 

But  in  reality,  while  engaged  in  cover- 
ing for  distribution  among  the  members 
of  the  club  the  batch  of  new  books 
ordered  by  Mrs.  Stratton  from  New  York, 
a  strange  si)irit  of  i-evolt  was  kiiulling  in 
her  flat  chest.  Aiding  Miss  Bennett  in 
her  work  sat  Mrs.  Mark  Grindstone,  a 
large,  dull,  catai-rhal  lady,  cljosen  to  serve 
as  treasurei*  of  their  organization  chiefly 
because  slie  lived  in  a  lai'ge,  dull  house, 
was  sustained  by  a  large,  dull  husband, 
and  wore  to  church  on  Sundays  a  black 
velvet  cloak  bursting  with  jet  beads  and 
bugles  at  qxcvv  pore. 

Dull  as  Mi's.  Grindstone  was,  she  yet 
})Ossessed  the  S])irit  of  the  traditional 
worm.  "Of  w^hat  use  is  it,"  she  asked 
herself,  "to  wear  the  handsomest  clo;ik 
in  Sutphen.  if  one  is  always  to  be  or- 
dered to  the  rightabout  by  Annetta 
Stratton?" 

And  "Why  have  T  been  in  cori-esi)ond- 
ence  with  the  most  prominent  brain- 
workers  of  two  hemispheres,''  wondered 
Cornera,  "if  here  1  am  actually  afraid 
to  ]>ortion  out  the  books  before  Annetta 
Stratton  ccmies?"  And,  i)resently,  "If  we 
had  only  a  chance,"  she  murmured,  mak- 
ing common  cause  with  Mi'S.  Grindstone, 
"to  show  her  that  when  called  ui)on  for 
independent  action  we  can  l)e  her  equals 
in  success  I" 

"We  will  make  a  chance,"  said  Mrs. 
Grindstone,  after  clearing  her  throat 
(rather  un[)leasa.ntly,  Coi'iielia  thought). 
"What  Annetta  does  not  like  to  think 
is  that  othei-  peoi)le  can  do  things  with- 
out her  telling  them  how.  It  would  be  a 
good  ])lan  to  keep  quiet  and  go  ahead 
and    do    some    big    thing   exact) v  as  she 
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means  to  do  it— on  tlie  same  scale  in  every 
Avay." 

"ExactljM"  ci'ied  Cornelia,  with  ani- 
mation, as  she  Avrestled  Avith  the  crackly 
brown  paper  enshrouding- the  last  book  of 
lier  i)ile.  "One  such  lesson  Avould  bo 
enough  for  Annetta."' 

"Just  so,"  said  Mrs.  Grindstone,  fairly 
slapping  her  last  label  into  place. 

"  Look  here,  g-irls,"  interposed  old  Mrs. 
Bennett,  who  always  read  her  morning's 
paper  from  the  rising  to  the  going  down 
of  its  varied  information,  "fine  times 
liave  come  to  Sutphen.  Here's  a  cit}^ 
caterer  set  up  in  that  built-over  block  on 
Main  Street  where  Blink's  shoe  -  store 
used  to  be  before  the  fire.  There's  no- 
thing he  doesn't  offer  to  furnish  to  cus- 
tomers—  bread,  rolls,  patt\— shells,  ice- 
creams (French  and  American),  birth- 
day cakes,  weddin'  cakes,  salads,  cotillon 
favoi's.  Jack  Horner  pies — " 

"You  don't  say  so!"  interpolated  Mrs, 
Grindstone,  with  housekeeperish  relish. 

"Yes,  and  he  undertakes  to  serve  'din- 
ners, luncheons,  teas,  and  receptions  with 
glass,  silver-ware  and  elegant  services  of 
china,  competent  waitei-s  and  chefs,  awn- 
ings, camp-chairs,  crash,  tables,  decora- 
tions— all  in  first-class  style.'  '' 

"  For  all  the  world  as  they  do  it  in  the 
city,"  exclaimed  Miss  Cornelia,  excitedly. 
"Mother,  it  does  look  as  if  Providence 
had  rolled  a  stone  out  of  our  pathway. 
Everybody  knows  we  could  have  had  just 
as  fine  parties  as  Annetta  Stratton,  if  we'd 
only  not  had  to  ask  her  how  to  set  about 
givin'  'em.  And  so  could  you,  Mrs.  Grind- 
stone. Your  house  is  two  feet  wider  than 
Annetta's — four  rooms  on  a  fiooi',and  splen- 
did chandeliers  in  every  room.  Just  the 
place  for  an  evening  reception,  like  the 
one  I  went  to  at  Professor  Slocum's  in 
New  York." 

"I  have  often  tlioughl  of  it,"  sighed 
Mrs.  Grindstone,  "Of  course  there'd  be 
some  trouble  to  get  Mr.  Grindstone  into 
it.  He's  sort  o'  set  in  his  ways,  and  thinks 
it  a  sin  to  light  more  than  one  gas-burner 
in  a  room.  But  we  might  get  over  J(i))i, 
if  there  was  only  any  excuse  to  give  a 
party.  Any  brides,  or  explorers,  or  great 
folks  that  we  knew,  coming  to  town,  that 
liad  to  be  entertained." 

"  That's  it,''  said  Miss  Cornelia.  "  We 
are  as  dull  as  ditch-water  in  Sutplien — 
unless  Annetta  stirs  us  up,"  she  added, 
reluctantly. 

At  this  moment  enter  ^Irs.  Chauncev 


Stratton,  plump,  rustling,  well  dressed, 
with  red  cheeks  like  a  china  doll,  self- 
satisfaction  in  every  line  of  her  face,  in 
every  movement  of  her  person.  At  the 
bare  sight  of  her  the  two  conspii-ators 
shrunk  into  their  shells.  Old  Mi's,  Ben- 
nett, who  had  returned  to  the  perusal  of 
a  column  devoted  to  the  wants  of  do- 
mestic service,  alone  preserved  her  equi- 
librium, 

"  My  dear  girls,"  exclaimed  the  oracle, 
dropping  into  her  chair  at  the  literarj^ 
table,  "if  I  am  late,  put  it  down  to  the 
claims  of  excessive  correspondence.  And 
as  I  see  j'ou've  finished  with  the  books, 
let  me  lose  no  time  in  informing  you  that 
I  have  just  had  the  good  fortune  to  con- 
clude successfully  a  negotiation  for  a  lec- 
ture before  our  club  b}'  no  less  a  literary 
light  than  Timothy  Bludgeon,  who  is  at 
the Hotel  in  New  York.'' 

'*  Bludgeon,  the  English  author?''  re- 
plied Miss  Cornelia,  faintly.  "Not  that 
I've  much  opinion  of  his  works,  since  he 
I'efused  me  his  autograph  for  nn'  quilt, 
and  even  sent  me  a  very  tart  letter  through 
his  secretary.  But,  still,  he  is  the  lion  of 
the  d9y," 

"Precisely,"  observed  !Mrs.  Stratton, 
calmly;  "  so  I  made  up  my  mind  to  get 
him — and  I  did." 

Mrs,  Grindstone  made  a  series  of  mufiied 
sounds  that  might  have  been  applause. 
In  her  heart  she  was  struck  with  jealous 
indignation.  Quick  as  a  flash  she  and 
Cornelia  saw  open  before  them  another 
vista  in  which  Annetta  would  walk  glori- 
fied, they  remaining  part  of  the  incon- 
spicuous crowd  ranged  on  either  side  of 
her. 

"  I  asked  him  to  come  for  our  meeting 
on  the  fifteenth,'' remarked  Mrs.  Stratton, 
with  tlie  same  exasperating  composure, 
born  of  certainty.  "And  he  could  just 
lit  it  in  on  his  way  to  Boston,  He  will  ar- 
rive on  the  11  A. 31.  train  on  the  loth,  and 
leave  next  morning  at  the  same  time, 
thus  allowing  to  Sutphen  twenty- four 
hours.  I  have  decided  to  give  him  a 
dinner  in  the  evening,  and  to  change 
the  hour  for  the  lecture  to  the  after- 
noon." 

"  Such  assurance  I"  said  both  satellites, 
internally.  But  they  only  murmured: 
"Splendid,  Just  like  you,  Annetta,"  and 
the  like, 

"Of  course  you  and  dear  Mr,  Grind- 
stone will  be  included  in  my  dinner  list," 
went  on  Mrs,  Stratton,  addressing  her  now 
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speecliless  treasurer,  "And  yon,  Cornelia, 
will  pair  with  old  Major  Gooch.  Sixteen 
I  can  seat  easily,  all  choice  spirits,  and 
the  rest  of  the  club  will  have  to  be  satis- 
fied with  an  introduction  to  Bludgeon 
over  a  cup  of  tea  at  five  o'clock.  Mr. 
Bludgeon  will,  I  fancy,  see  that  Sutphen 
is  not  so  far  behind  New  York  in  lier 
style  of  doing  things." 

"  And  what  will  the  lecture  be  about?'' 
ventured  Cornelia,  more  than  anj^thing 
to  cover  her  own  pique. 

"Oh!  that  is  of  no  consequence. 
Readings  from  his  own  works,  possibly. 
The  name  of  Bludgeon  is  enough.  It 
will  exhaust  a  good  deal  of  the  reserve 
fund  of  the  club  to  pay  him  his  price; 
but  I  felt  sure  we  could  make  that  all 
right,  Mrs.  Grindstone.  That  I  had  de- 
cided it  is  best,  would,  of  course,  be  suf- 
ficient for  the  club.'' 

And  the  treasurer  was  to  have  no  voice 
in  this,  her  own  especial  branch  of  ser- 
vice!  No  wonder  Mrs. Grindstone's  spirit 
rose! 

Old  Mrs.  Bennett,  breaking  in  upon  the 
conversation  to  read  aloud  an  obituary 
notice  striking  her  fancy,  effected  a  happy 
diversion. 

From  that  date  Mrs.  Stration,  absorbed 
in  her  own  ambitious  plans  for  a  feast  to 
the  Englisli  author  that  should  be  de- 
scribed in  the  local  prints. and  perchance 
quoted  in  metropolitan  news  columns, 
saw  but  little  of  her  two  fi'iends.  It  was 
observed  by  some  lookers-on  that  Cor- 
nelia Bennett  was  seen  moving  about  the 
streets  with  aniination,  paying  fi-equent 
visits  to  tlie  new  caterer,  Sinionson,  and 
preserving  withal  an  air  of  i)leasing  mys- 
tery. 

Other  people  saw  good  Mrs.  Grind- 
stone going  hither  and  thilher  in  much 
the  same  way.  And,  putting  two  and 
two  together,  Sutphen  decided  that  there 
was  to  be  at  least  a  "chicken  salad  and 
oyster  spread"  in  store  for  the  members 
of  the  Literary  Club,  following  the  ap- 
l)earance  on  tlieir  platform  of  the  great 
man  Timothy  Bludgeon.  The  unliterary 
portion  of  Sutphen  licked  its  chops  at  the 
suggestion  ! 

But,  a  week  before  the  appointed  time, 
out  came  a  genuine  surj^rise.  Two  sets 
of  cards  were  issued  simultaneously — one 
from  Mrs.  and  Miss  Bennett  in  viting  their 
friends  to  meet  Mr,  Bludgeon  at  luncheon 
on  the  15th;  the  other  stating  that  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Grindstone  would  be  "at home" 


on  the  evening  of  the  same  day  at  half 
past  ten  o'clock,  with  the  additional  words 
"  to  meet  Mr.  Bludgeon  "  inscribed  across 
the  top. 

Where  now  was  the  wind  for  Mi-s.Strat- 
ton's  sails?  In  vain  might  she  whistle 
for  it,  when  her  lion  was  due  to  roar  at 
two  banquets  besides  her  ow^n  in  the  self- 
same day. 

And,  worse  than  all,  Coi-nolia  Bennett, 
in  undertaking  to  give  this  ridiculous 
luncheon  of  hers,  would  actually  take 
precedence  in  point  of  time  of  Mrs. 
Chauncey  Stratton !  Of  course  the  af- 
fair would  be  a  sad  failure.  Cornelia 
knew^  little,  her  mother  less,  of  the  cus- 
toms of  entei'taining  in  modern  society. 
Theirs  would  be  homely  doings.  Turkey 
with  cranberry  sauce,  for  example  ;  jel- 
lies in  tall  glasses  set  around  a  china 
compotier  of  floating  island.  Cakes,  big 
and  little.  No  lobster  farci,  no  mush- 
rooms on  toast,  French  chops,  birds, 
tongue  in  as])ic,  salads,  ices — such  as 
Mrs.  Stratton  would  have  ordered.  Mrs. 
Grindstone's  festivity  would  be — equally 
of  course — on  the  same  old-fashioned  lines. 
Oyster  stews  and  moulds  of  ice-cream  tlie 
predominating  element  of  the  table,  A 
smell  of  fried  oysters  enveloping  all.  Oh, 
Annetta  well  knew  the  sort  of  thing  to 
expect!  She  pitied  poor  Mr. Bludgeon  for 
falling  into  the  hands  of  these  stupid, 
pushing  women,  who  were  not  satisfied  to 
sit  still  and  see  her  take  the  field  of  Sut- 
phen's  hospitality  to  distinguished  stran- 
gers. 

One  thought  occurred  to  her  to  fill 
Annetta's  soul  with  consolation  !  The 
weak  spot  in  Sutphen's  domestic  ])anoply, 
as  known  to  all  Sutphen's  housekee])ers, 
was  the  general  ])revalence  of  i)lain  Avhite 
or  old  willow-pattern  china  on  the  shelves. 
Most  of  Sutphen's  lords  and  mast<M's  ))re- 
fei'red  these  varieties  of  porcelain,  and 
had  set  their  feet  down  upon  any  sugges- 
tion of  change.  Strange  to  say,  even  the 
amenable  Mr. Chauncey  Stratton  had  once 
asserted  himself  so  far  as  to  declare  he 
preferred  to  eat  his  meals  from  the  dishes 
lie  had  been  accustomed  to  ever  since 
his  wife  and  he  had  set  up  housekeep- 
ing. 

This  was  the  cininijiled  rose  leaf  in 
Mrs.  Chauncey  Siratton's  couch  of  down. 
That  her  set  of  white  porcelain  rejoiced  in 
gilded  edges,  while  those  of  other  people 
were  plain,  gave  her  but  limited  satisfac- 
tion.     For  two  vears  slie  had  been  bend- 
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ing-  every  energ-y  of  her  mind  toward 
.securing  an  outlit  of  Royal  Meissen — 
"onion  pattern  " — that  slie  had  seen  in  a 
famous  sliop  in  New  York.  For  two 
years  Mr.  Chauncey  Btratton  had  i-esisted 
iiei\  His  altitude  was  to  be  accounted  for 
only  by  tlie  saying  of  old  Mrs.  Bennett, 
"Tlie  very  best  and  most  biddable  of  1ms- 
bands  has  his  obstinate  spot,  my  dear; 
and  when  a  woman  runs  afoul  of  it,  she 
might  as  well  give  up." 

Of  late,  coincidently  with  the  thi'eat- 
ened  dinner  to  Mr.  Timothy  Bludgeon, 
Mrs.  Stratton  had  seen  a  ray  of  light 
pierce  the  darkness  surrounding  this 
question  of  china  for  the  table.  In  in- 
vestigating the  resources  of  Simonson, 
the  New  York  restaurateur,  her  eyes  had 
sparkled  at  the  discovery,  in  the  rear  of . 
liis  premises,  of  an  entire  service  of  "on- 
ion pattern  "  Meissen — or,  at  least,  a  good 
imitation  of  that  desired  original.  What 
an  o])portunity  was  here  to  deck  out  her 
board  with  an  "effect"  in  porcelain  of 
the  latter-day  st^'le  she  aspired  to  intro- 
duce into  SutphenI  Little  by  little  the 
wily  caterer  had  induced  her  to  trust  the 
whol'  tiling  into  his  hands.  In  cases 
where  Simonson  undertook  to  serve  the 
feast  throughout,  it  was  his  custom,  he 
said,  to  supply  also  the  table  service — 
chiiux,  silver,  dishes,  candelabra,  rose-col- 
ored candles,  with  shades  to  match,  side- 
dishes  for  bonbons  —  all.  Under  these 
conditions,  he  guaranteed  that  Mrs.  Strat- 
ton\s  dinner  should  be  the  finest  ever 
seen  in  Sutphen.  And  thus  it  came  to 
pass  that,  with  a  heart  lightened  of  re- 
sponsibility, but  weighted  with  some  ap- 
prehension as  to  the  amount  of  the  final 
bill,  Mrs.  Sti'atton  had  tripped  away  from 
Sim  on  son's.  Her  last  word,  an  after- 
thought u])on  the  sidewalk,  which  she 
returned  to  the  shop  to  deliver — was  to 
enjoin  upon  the  glib  caterer  absolute  si- 
lence regarding  every  detail  of  her  ar- 
I'angements. 

When  the  day  arrived  that  was  to  see 
the  triplicated  entertainment  of  the  Eng- 
lishman, Sutphen  was  at  fever-iieat.  So 
much  had  popular  imagination  expected 
of  the  object  of  all  these  cares,  it  was  a 
distinct  disappointment  when  a  solemn 
little  black-a  -  vised  man.  carrying  an 
American  "dress-suit""  case,  stepped  out 
of  the  omnibus  of  tlie  Dixon  House  and 
requested  of  tlie  clerk  of  that  hostel I'y 
one  of  his  one  dollar  rooms.  Barring  a 
further  demand  for  hot  water  in  a  jug — 


which  the  bell-boy  took  to  indicate  some 
intention  toward  a  private  brew  of  punch 
— there  was  nothing  to  distinguish  the 
great  genius  from  an  ordinary  commer- 
cial traveller.  Some  enterprising  spirits 
who  had  been  hanging  around  the  hotel 
corridor  to  witness  this  arrival  went  home 
and  confided  to  wives  and  daughters  their 
opinion  that  Mr.  Bludgeon  had  better  bo 
read  than  seen.  And  these  ladies,  who 
for  days  had  been  conning  well-thumbed 
volumes  of  his  writings,  sighed  the 
sigh  of  disappointment  —  feeliiig  rather 
glad,  however,  that  certain  entertainers 
at  that  moment  yearning  for  his  presence 
were  destined  to  share  their  disillusion- 
ment. 

Just  before  the  coming  of  her  twelve 
guests  for  luncheon.  Miss  Bennett  received 
a  hasty  note  from  Mrs.  Stratton  express- 
ing deepest  regret  that  fatigue,  resulting 
from  necessary  cares  of  state  and  home 
(of  which,  naturally,  there  was  no  one  to 
relieve  Jier),  would  prevent  her  from  be- 
ing' present. 

"A  positively  raging  headache,  she 
says."  remarked  Cornelia,  compressing 
her  lips.  "Never  mind,  mother,  I  don't 
care.  I"ll  send  right  over  and  fill  up 
with  little  Miss  James,  the  elocution  teach- 
er. She  is  pretty  and  clevei*.  and  can 
talk  up  to  Annetta  any  day.  if  she  only 
gets  the  chance.  And  if  you'll  believe 
??ie,  mother,  it's  not  so  much  headache  the 
matter  with  Annetta  as  vexation  because 
I'm  to  skim  the  ci'eam  otf  the  milk-pan 
first :  good  gracious.  I'm  tired  to  death 
myself:  but  I'd  i-ather  die  than  give  up 
now." 

Curiosity  among  Miss  Bennett's  invites 
was  fully  sated  when,  upon  the  arrival 
of  the  guest  of  honor,  luncheon  was  at 
once  announced,  and  they  tiled  into  the 
well-rememl)ered  dining-room,  where  they 
had  of  old  partaken  of  feasts  of  the 
frizzled  beef  and  scrambled  egg  descrip- 
tion. 

Here,  niirabile  dicfii !  was  a  board  set 
out  in  modern  conventional  fashion — a 
silver  wine-cooler  full  of  roses  in  the 
centre:  silver  dishlets  holding  salted  al- 
monds, bonbons,  and  little  cakes  around 
it:  at  each  cover  a  name-card,  napkin, 
glass  for  claret,  another  foi*  sautei-ne,  and 
still  another  for  shei-ry,  setting  otf  a  plate 
of  blue  Meissen  porcelain  I 

So  far  Mr.  Bludgeon  had  said  ttle  be- 
side hum:  and  ha!  He  had  -voured 
his  bread  and  bouillon  in  silence,  and  had 


"an  opportunity  to  deck  out  her  board  with  an  'effect. 


drunk  a  glass  of  white  wine;  but  now  lie 
bestowed  upon  the  listening*  public  his 
first  connected  utterance. 

"Hum!  hal  yevy  fair  imitation,"  he 
said  to  his  hostess,  turning-  his  plate  up- 
side down  to  gaze  upon  Llie  trademark 
on  the  bottom.  "We  use  this  kind  of 
tiling-  in  our  own  house  for  every  day. 
Perlia})s  you  knew — but  it,  may  be  only 
chance — that  this  is  niy  favorite  ])attcrn 
ill  china.  Looks  clean  and  tidy  some- 
how, so  I  tell  my  wife." 

Sustained  by  tliis  mark  of  a])pr()val. 
Miss  Bennett  inwardly  l)k'sscd  Simonson, 
who,  looking  unconscious  in  an  evening- 
dress-suit,  was  occupied  at  I  lie  side  table 
in  dispensing-  platters  of  lisli  cro(i[uettes 
to  his  two  subordinates  to  serve.  She 
only  ^A^'^hed  that  Aiinetta  Stratton  niiglit 
have  b  i  near  enough  \o  hear.  The  rest 
of  the   meal,  whisked   along  expeditious- 
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ly  by  the  trained  minions,  went  so  fast 
that  ]\riss  Bennett  could  hardly  believe 
her  good  luck  when  all  was  at  an  eiui. 
True  to  the  instincts  of  more  artless  days, 
she  had  some  thoughts  of  })utting  on  her 
bonnet  and  running-  out  to  talk  it  over 
with  Aniietta.  But  her  feet  ached,  her 
dress  felt  too  tight,  hei'  mother  was  fi-et- 
tiiig  over  the  loss  of  both  pairs  of  specta- 
cles. Simonsoirs  men  were  overrunnitig- 
everything,  ]Mr.  l)liidgeoii  had  gone  away 
without  more  than  the  scantiest  recogni- 
tion of  her  ])ei'sonal  ity — so  she  went  i',}) 
to  her  l)edi-oom  and  had  a  hearty,  nervous 
cry. 

Ill  tli(^  Lyceum  Hall,  that  afternoon, 
when  the  Literary  Club  met  at  4  P.M.  for 
the  "lecture."  everybody  was  buzzing 
over  the  reports  of  the  Bennetts'  swell 
luncheon.  Mrs.  Chauncey  Stratton.  who 
had  insisted    upon    calling-  at   the   Dixon 
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House  to  fetch  Mr.  Bludo-eon  to  tlie  ball 
in  her  own  carriag'e,  did  not  arrive  till 
too  late  to  hear  the  gossip.  Just  before 
the  solemn  little  man  stepped  upon  the 
platform,  the 
great  lady  of  Sut- 
]ilien  passed  up 
the  middle  aisle, 
wearing  a  bon- 
net with  plumes 
turning  to  all 
points  of  the 
compass,  a  trail- 
ing skirt  of  rich 
satin,  a  jet  cui- 
rass, and  a  large 
bouquet  of  vio- 
lets in  the  bosom 
of  her  gown. 
Smiling,  nod- 
ding on  all  sides 
with  conscious 
pride,  this  patron 
of  letters  took 
her  seat  beside 
Mrs.Mark  Grind 
stone. 

"  S  ems  to  me 
you've  '  picked 
up'  since  lunch- 
time,"  observed 
that  lad3%  in  her 
customary  muf- 
fled tones. 

^'Ido  feel  bet- 
ter," said  Mrs. 
Stratton,  una,ble 
to  cease  bowing, 

although  in  convei'sation  with  hei*  friend. 
"So  you  were  at  poor  Cornelia's  little  af- 
fair?    Do  tell  me  how  it  went  off." 

''Six  courses — three  wines — the  whole 
thing  served  by  Simonson — couldn't  have 
been  better  done,"  answered  Mrs.  Grind- 
stone, lightly. 

"Simonson?"    The  shot  had  gone  home. 

"Mr.  Bludgeon  was  most  agreeable. 
He  particularly  noticed  the  table  service, 
and  seemed  so  i)leased,"  went  on  Mrs. 
Grindstone,  who  had  a  long  score  to  set- 
tle. "But  hush  1  Here  he  comes.  What 
do  you  supi)ose  he  is  going  to  read?" 

"Didn't  you  see  the  ])rogrannne?"  asked 
Annetta,  in  a  chilly  tone.  "It  was  set- 
tled with  me  bv  letter.      In  fact. I  selected 
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to  him  by  birth  and  training,  of  the  Eng- 
lishman's recital  of  his  own  gems  of 
thougiit.  The  usual  frost  accompanying 
this  s[)ecies  of  entertainment  was  deep- 
ened while  his 
tragic  scenes  and 
interludes  were 
rehearsed  suc- 
cessively. Some 
members  of  the 
club  were  rash 
enough  to  whis- 
})er  between 

themselves  that 
the  entertain- 
ment wasn't 
worth  the  appro- 
priation fi'om 
their  treasury 
required  to  meet 
its  cost. 

During        the 
"tea"    with    in- 
troductions, that 
followed,      Mrs, 
Stratton      again 
rose    to    the    oc- 
casion.     As   the 
fairy  godmother 
of     Genius     she 
was       immense. 
But    Genius    i-e- 
mained    unsmil- 
ing.     Life    was 
earnest    to    him 
dui'ing  that  epi- 
sode   of    Ameri- 
can homage. 
Seated  at  Mrs.  Stratton's  right  hand  at 
dinner,  in  her  pleasant  dining-room,  Mr, 
Bludgeon,  in  evening  dress,  unfolding  his 
napkin,  looked   almost   amiable.      When 
he  caught  sight  of  the  soup-plate  succeed- 
ing the  one  on  which  his  oysters  had  been 
served,  his  face  actually-  expanded  into  a 
smile. 

"  A'ei'y  nice,  very  nice. upon  my  word."' 
he  said,  indicating  the  object  before  him 
with  a  condescending  wave  of  his  hand. 
'*I  had  always  been  told  you  Americans 
do  things  in  very  lavish  style,  but  this, 
really,  is  more  than  I  could  have  expect- 
ed, don't  you  know." 

Annetta  was  radiant,  alt  hough  she  could 
not  exaetlv  understand  whv  her  guest's 


the  extracts  from  his  own  works,  and  it  gratitude  for  courtes}'  extended  took  this 

will  be  sure  to  be  satisfactory  to  all."  form.      Evidently  Simonson's  china,  sil- 

W^e  pass  over  the  somewhat  subduing  vei*.  roses,  bonbons,  decorations,  were  on  a 

effect  upon  a  large  mixed  audience,  alien  scale  surj)assing  anything  in  Bludgeon's 
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previous  experience  of  America.  She 
felt  she  could  afford  then  and  there  to 
forgive  Cornelia  Bennett  for  having-  had 
Simonson  for  luncli. 

The  dinner,  rather  a  weiglit  upon  Sut- 
phenites,  dragged  heavily  along,  but  it 
ended  at  last;  and  after  coffee  and  cigai'S 
(Simonson's  cigars!)  tlie  gentlemen  re- 
joined the  ladies  in  the  drawing-room. 

"I  am  sorry  to  say,"  explained  Mi'S. 
Stratton  to  her  guest-in-chief, "  that,  as  we 
in  Sutphen  keep  rather  early  hours,  the 
reception  given  for  you  at  my  friend  Mrs. 
Grindstone's  will  have  already  begun. 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Grindstone  left  some  time 
ago,  with  apologies  to  you.  It  is  too  bad 
that  we  should  have  to  deprive  ourselves 
of  you,  but  I  hope  you  will  not  quite  for- 
get our  home,  and  our  little  efforts  in 
your  behalf." 

"  No,  I  shall  not,  by  Geoi-gel"  exclaim 
ed  the   author,  who  had  become  a  trifle 
more  relaxed:   "and  when  I  tell  them  at 
home  about  it,  they  will  hai-dly  believe 
me,  don't  you  know  I" 

This  put  the  upex  upon  Mrs.  Strntton's 
pyramid  of  joy.  In  her  own  carriage, 
the  author  seated  beside   her,  facing  her 


husband  and  Cornelia  Bennett,  they  drove 
to  Mrs.  Grindstone's  house,  on  tlie  out- 
ski  I'ts  of  the  town. 

The  most  novel  revelation  of  Mrs. 
Grindstone's  party,  at  first  sight,  was  that 
all  the  gas-jets  in  the  house  were  lighted 
and  blazing — reckless  of  the  monthly  gas 
bill.  This  was  something  unprecedented, 
as  also  the  cloak-room  (Simonson's  inven- 
tion),the  white-capped  maids  (Simonson's), 
and  the  four  pieces  of  music  hid  by  Si- 
monson in  a  bower  of  palms  on  the  staii*- 
way.  Only  the  familiar  stooping  figure 
of  old  Mr.  Grindstone,  in  his  worn  frock- 
coat,  with  a  lai'ge  new  white  silk  tie, 
brought  the  public  to  a  realizing  sense  of 
where  they  were.  If  Simonson  could 
have  tucked  away  the  host  into  the  hall 
closet,  along  with  superfluous  wraps,  um- 
l)rellas,  and  overshoes,  that  functionary 
would  have  been  very  much  relieved. 

Mrs.  Grindstone,  on  the  contrary,  who 
might  always  be  reckoned  upon  to  come 
out  strong  in  the  matter  of  linery,  wore  a 
brave  new  gown  of  black  silk  and  net, 
U])()n  which  had  been  let  loose  a  whole 
collection  of  green  beaded  butterflies.  The 
splendor  of  tiiis  r<'ality  at  once  etfaced  the 


'very  fair  imitation. 
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ti-adiliou  of  tlie  velvet,  cloak.  Mrs.  Griiul- 
stone's  flaxen-g-i-ay  liair,  sU'aiiied  to  tlie 
smninit  of  liei'head,  was  furtliei'sui'inoimt- 
ed  by  an  aiiii'(4t,e  of  ^reeii  feathers  caug'lit 
by  a.  diamond  broocli.  Directly  she  saw 
her.  Mrs.  Sti-attoii  knew  wliy  lier  friend 
had  hurried  lionie  at  the  coiiclnsion  of 
the  dinner.  Mrs.  Grindstone  had  not  be(Mi 
willinn-  to  (>x})end  tlie  lirst  blush  of  suc- 
cess of  such  a  toilet  uj)on  another  wo- 
man's entertainment. 

"Isn't  she  splendid?"  whispered  Coi-ne- 
lia.  ''No  such  dressing-  has  ever  i)een 
seen  in  Sut])hen  in  my  time.'' 

"If  I  didn't  feel  sui-e  Mr,  Bludgeon 
would  think  it  overdone,"  said  Annetta, 
shrugging. 

But  she  was  herself  itn pressed,  and 
greatly.  The  revolt  of  Cornelia  and  Mrs. 
Grindstone  from  her  rule,  their  hlossom- 
ing  forth  with  all  this  magnificence  of  a 
day.  the  fact  that  they  would  henceforth 
stand  side  l)y  side  witli  her  in  the  I'eminis- 
cences  of  how  Sutphen  welcomed  Mr. 
Timothy  Bludgeon  to  its  literary  bosom, 
made  Annetta  smart.     The  one  consolin"- 
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thought  was  that  ^Mr.  Bludgeon  had  told 
her  his  ])eo})le  at  home  would  not  believe 
him  when  he  described  to  them  her  dinner. 
•'Now  for  the  fried  oystei's  and  ice- 
cream." thought  ^fi's.  Chauncey  Sti-atton, 
wiien.  later  on.  old  ]\Ii*.  Grindstone  offered 
his  arm  to  her,  to  follow  Mrs.  Grindstone 
and  ]Mr.  Bludgeon  in  to  su})j)er. 

Here  a  new  surprise— one  greater  than 
all  the  I'est — awaited  her.  Little  tables, 
an  innovatioji  undi-eamt-of  in  simple  Sut- 
phen, were  dotting  the  whole  i-oom.  At 
the  chief  one  of  these,  the  two  leading 
couples,  flanked  by  Cornelia  Bennett  and 
]\Iajor  Gooch,  were  placed.  In  a  trice,  that 
indefatigable  Simonson  had  begun  the 
service  of  a  supper  in  courses,  closely  re- 
sembling Miss  Coi-nelia  Bennett's  lunch. 

Annetta  could  have  cried  with  annoy- 
ance. Not  only  were  the  dishes,  the  silver, 
and  all  the  rest,  just  what  had  twice  al- 
ready that  day  appeared  before  the  Eng- 
lishman, hut  the  china  —  the  imitation 
"onion  ])attern" — was  identically  the 
same. 

Mr.  Bludgeon,  when  this  latter  fact  be- 
came manifest  to  his  observa- 
tion, smiled  for  the  second  time 
in  Sutphen.  It  was  not,  at  best, 
a  gay.  hilarious,  or  even  a  com- 
])hiisant  smile;  but  a  reluctant 
smile  of  flattered  vanity  impos- 
sil)le  to  mistake.  Pi'esently, 
when  they  called  upon  him  for 
a  speech,  he  arose,  holding  in 
1^  his  hand  a  glass  of  Simonson's 

(American)  champagne.      AVhat 
^  he  said,  preliminary  to  the  gist 

^    ^  of     his     i-emarks,    Mrs.  Stratton 

hardly   understood.      Her   bi'ain 
was  tingling  with  vexation,  she 
,    ,  even  sna})ped  at  CoiMudia  in  an 

undertone,  and  fairly  turned  the 
cold  shoulder  on  Mrs. Grindstone. 
When  she  could  at  last  control 
herself  sufficiently  to  be  able  to 
listen,  the  author  had  reached 
ihe  climax  of  his  sentences,  and 
]\Irs.  Stratton  was  rewarded  for 
all  her  labors  in  behalf  of  the 
Litei-ai\v  Club  by  hearing  this: 

"Before  I  came  to  this  coun- 
try." said  the  solemn  little  man, 
'■  1  may  have  had  doubts  about 
American  hospitality.  Since  vis- 
iting Sutphen  esj)ecially,  I  have 
none  remaining.  You  are  the 
most  gracious  hosts  in  the 
woi'ld.      As  an    instance   of  this 
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fact,  I  shall  always  cite  my  ini])a,i'alle]e(l 
experience  to-da3\  At  the  luiich(M;)n  of 
your  secretary,  that  aiiiiahle  lady,  who  sits 
at  table  with  nie  liei'e,  pleased  nie  with 
her  china  service;  I  happened  to  tell  \\ov 
it  reminded  me  of  home.  What  was  my 
sui'j)rise  and  g"ratification  to  find  that  your 
accomplished  pi'esident,  at  whose  house  I 
was  dining- a  few  houi's  later  on — to  whom 
no  doubt  my  remark  had  been  r(^})eated  — 
had,  at  such  very  shoi't  notice,  managed 
to  duplicate  the  set  of  china  I  had  com- 
mended! And  now.  again,  what  can  I  say  :■ 
Woi'ds  indeed  fail  me  wIkmi,  at  the  hos])i- 
table  board  of  your  adniii-able  ti'c^asurer,  1 
find  a  third  set  of  my  favoi'ih^  ])(>i'ce];iiii. 
The  resources  of  you  Amei'icaiis  really  do 
sur})i'ise  me.  Such  a  complinuMit.  so  con- 
C(Mved,  so  c;ii'ried  out.  has  n(n'(M'  IxM^n  i)ai(l 
to  me  befoi'e.  Need  I  say  that  it  goes  to 
my  inmost — '' 

Mr.  Bludgeon  stopped.  lie  had  heard 
a  giggle  of  hilai'ity  that  could  no  longer 
be  repressed.  The  company,  among  whom 
Simonson     and    his     belongings     had     of 


course  been  under  (vei^  discussion  ever 
since  they  had  sat  down  to  the  tables, 
fairly  exploded  with  deliglit. 

Ml".  Bludgeon  hemmed,  hawed,  colored 
—  finally  took  his  seat.  Mrs.  Stratton  has- 
tily left  the  room.  Mi's.  Grindstone  and 
Miss  Bennett  sat  on,  mute,  unrevealing 
as  two  S])hinxes  -hut  evidently  notolfend- 
ed  beyond  hoi)e  of  I'ecovery. 

Sonu^  time  aftei-  ]\lr.  Bludgeon's  visit  to 
Sutphen  had  begun  to  i);»ss  iiit»)  traditicMi, 
])0()r  Simonson's  establisliment  in  ]\lain 
Stn^et  was  shut  up.  He  had  di'agg(Hl  along 
for  som(>  time,  but,  lacking  custom (M's.  had 
finally  decidinl  to  ])a('k  u))  his  ''onion- 
])attern  "'  cliiua  nnd  tlie  r(^st,  and  had 
emigrated  to  a  Held  more  ])i'omisiug  for  a 
caterer's  opei-ations.  Tlie  day  of  his  gi'eat 
success  had  ])r()ve(l  his  Waterloo. 

Mrs.  Grindstone  is  now  the  ])i'esi'lent 
of  tbe  Sutphen  LitcM'ary  (^lub — cicc  Mrs. 
C'hauncey  Stratton  resigned  and  gone 
abroad.  ]\liss  Bennett  is  still  the  seci'etnry. 
Mr.  Grindstone's  gas  bills  remain  reason- 
ablv  low. 


The  '■  Wyoming"  dashing  into  the  Japanese  Fleet. 


OUR    XAYY    IX    ASIATIC    AVATERS. 

BY    WILLIAM    ELLIOT    GRIFFI.^. 


VT  the  date  of  the  expulsion  of  the 
Spaniard  and  the  Portuguese  from  Ja- 
pan, a  new  nation  was  begnn  by  the  Pil- 
grims at  tlie  edge  of  tlie  North  American 
wilderness.  Two  centuries  later,  in  1837. 
the  unarmed  sliip  Morrison,  sent  b}^  an 
American  firm  in  Cliina  to  take  back  Jap- 
anese waifs  into  Yedo  Ba\',  w^as  fired  on 
and  driven  away.  "  Why,''  asked  the 
owner,  "  is  the  sentence  of  expulsion 
passed  so  long  ago  n))on  the  Spaniards 
and  Portuguese  entailed  upon  usf  It  is 
creditable  to  the  Great  Pacific  Power,  as 
President  Arthur  named  the  United  States, 
that  her  very  first  ships  carried  the  olive- 
branch.  Beside  the  apostles  of  gainful 
trade,  our  country  sent  missionaries,  phy- 
sicians, and  teachers,  ])lanling  churches, 
hos))itals,  schools,  and  colleges.  In  the 
empire  of  China,  first  peacefully  opened 
to  American  connnerce  by  Shaw,  and  in 
Japan  and  Korea,  both  led  into  the  woi'ld's 
brotherhood  of  nations  bv  Perrv  and  Shu- 


feldt,  blood  has  been  spilled  by  our  people 
only  in  self-defence  or  after  ])rovocation. 

I.— EARLY  EPISODES  IX  CIIIXA. 

The  Dutcli  and  Bi-itishEast  India  Com- 
panies opened  the  eyes  of  Americans  to 
the  rich  harvest-fields  of  ti'ade  whitening 
in  the  Far  East.  It  was  American  gin- 
seng that  first,  through  the  Hollanders  in 
the  Hudson  Valley,  made  the  Chinese 
practically  aware  of  and  interested  in''The 
Country  of  the  Flowery  Flag."  It  was 
the  Chinese  leaf,  tea,  shipi)ed  from  Amoy 
on  British  merchantmen,  that  precipitated 
the  Revolutionary  war.  bringing  about 
that  event  of  July  4.  1770.  which  has  ever 
since  required  an  endless  sui)])ly  of  Chi- 
nese fire-crackers  to  celebrate  it. 

No  sooner  was  peace  concluded  between 
Great  Britain  and  the  United  States  than 
the  shii)  Empress,  loaded  with  ginseng, 
and  commanded  by  Captain  Green,  sailed 
from   New  York  on  Washinsfton's  birth- 


OUR   NAVY    IN    ASIATIC    WATERS. 


739 


day,  February  22,  1784,  for  Canton.  Ma- 
jor Samuel  Shaw,  her  supercargo  and  ex- 
artillery  officer  in  the  United  States  army, 
established  American  trade  in  Canton.  In 
the  ship  Massachusetts  lie  returned,  and 
was  American  consul  from  1790  to  1791. 
The  exchange  of  ginseng-  and  tea,  and  af- 
terwards of  cotton  and  crockery,  became 
lively  and  permanent.  Captain  Gray  car- 
ried the  American  flag  I'ound  the  world 
between  1787  and  1790,  during  which  time 
he  discovered  the  Columbia  River,  thus 
making  a  basis  for  the  American  claims, 
and  opening  the  way  for  barter  of  the 
furs  of  Oregon  for  the  silks  of  Cliina. 

The  first  passage  at  arms  between  Amer- 
ican citizens  and  Chinese  was  in  1809, 
when  Mr.  J.  P.  Sturgis,  of  Boston,  arriv^ed 
in  the  ship  Atahiialpa,  Captain  Bacon,  at 
Macao.  The  terrible  Chinese  pirate  Apoot- 
sae  was  then  ravaging  the  coast,  capturing 
imperial  forts,  laying  whole  towns  under 
contribution,  massacring  those  who  op- 
posed him,  and  terrorizing  the  mandarins. 
In  vain  were  rewards  offered  for  his  head. 
Having  watched  and  seen  the  chief  offi- 
cer and  an  armed  boat's  crew  leaving  the 
Atahualpa  for  the  city  to  obtain  a  river 
pilot,  he  thought  the  capture  of  the  for- 
eign devil's  ship  would  be  easy.  Ranging 
his  junks  under  color  of  moving  up  the 
river,  and  feigning  to  run  past  the  Amer- 
ican ship,  the  pirates  suddenly  rounded, ex- 
pecting to  leap  on  board  and  kill  the  eigh- 
teen or  twenty  men  left  there.  Instead 
of  quick  success,  the  Chinaman  caught  a 
Tartar.  Astounded  as  the  Yankees  were, 
their  cannon  were  fortunately  loaded, and 
they  made  lively  use  of  them,  and  with 
Brown  Bess  muskets,  horse -pistols,  and 
boarding-pikes,  defended  themselves  with 
spirit.  The  Chinese  threw  on  deck  ))lenty 
of  those  home-made  hand-grenades  which, 
owing  to  the  quantity  of  sulphur  in  the 
powder,  were  unpoetically  termed  "stink- 
pots," but  they  killed  none  of  their  foes. 
Amid  the  shrieks  and  groans  of  their 
wounded,  a  hellish  din  with  gongs  and 
drums  was  kept  up.  The  Yankees  fired 
with  such  effect  that  the  Chinese  were 
beaten  off.  Apootsae  called  awa}'  his  men, 
and  his  ships  were  soon  lost  to  sight.  This 
episode  put  such  courage  into  the  coward- 
ly mandarins  that,  by  means  of  bribery 
and  treachery,  they  secured  the  cutthroat 
Apootsae,  and  had  him  put  to  death  by  the 
slow  and  prolonged  process  of  hacking, 
called  "the  thousand  cuts."  From  this 
time  forth  there  was  intense  respect  for 


Americans  at  Canton  and  Macao, and  busi- 
ness increased  with  little  interruption. 

II.— EARLY  VISITS  TO  JAPAN. 

The  American  flag  was  seen  in  Japan- 
ese waters  as  early  as  1797,  at  a  time  when 
the  future  Commodore  M.  C.  Perry  and 
his  brother  Oliver,  boys  of  three  and 
twelve  years  old,  trained  by  their  Spartan 
mother,  were  learning  how  to  conquer  self 
before  capturing  a  squadron  and  opening 
a  hermit  empire.  Over-fat  Holland,  then 
neither  brave  nor  little,  but  distracted  and 
bleating  like  a  fat  sheep  before  Napoleon 
the  wolf,  had  been  degraded  into  tlie  Bata- 
vian  Republic.  The  Dutch  flag  was  wiped 
off  the  sea,  for  British  cruisers  were  at  the 
ends  of  the  earth.  In  order  to  keep  up  their 
trade  monopoly  with  Japan,  the  Dutch 
of  Java  engaged  Captain  Stewart,  on  the 
ship  Eliza  of  New  York,  to  go  to  a  place 
of  which — except  in  Swift's  Gulliver's 
Travels — few  Americans  had  ever  heard. 
Thus  the  thirteen  stj'ipes  and  seventeen 
stars  were  mirrored  on  the  waters  of  Na- 
gasaki Bay  when  President  Jefferson  was 
in  Japane.se  eye^  the  "  King  of  America." 
In  1799  Captain  James  Devereaux,  in  the 
American  ship  Franklin,  performed  the 
same  task.  When  the  nineteenth  century 
opened,  Captain  John  Derb\%  from  Salem, 
Massachusetts,  under  chai'ter  of  the  East 
India  Company,  attempted  to  o])en  trade 
with  Japan,  but  failed.  In  1803,  Stewart, 
still  flying  the  American  flag,  came  again 
to  this  loop-hole  which  the  Ja])anese  kept 
o})en  by  means  of  the  Dutch.  Except  gin- 
seng, the  Japanese  wanted  none  of  our 
products. 

Ja})anese  art  pictures  in  symbol  the 
prinuil  introduction  of  civilization  into 
their  "  Cliff' Fortress  Counti"y"by  means 
of  a  whale,  and  the  god  of  litei'atui'e  has 
a  brush-pen  in  one  hand  and  a  roll  or  i)ad 
of  manuscript  in  the  other,  while  he  stands 
in  festive  attitude  on  the  back  of  a  huge 
sea-monster.  In  reality  it  was  a  whale 
that  introduced  the  Americans  to  Ja})an, 
and  ushered  in  her  ])resent  amazing  pros- 
perity. In  search  of  this  furnisher  of  oil 
and  bone,  American  ships  moved  out  be- 
yond Nantucket  southward,  around  Cape 
Horn,  and  up  the  Pacific.  Though  ihe 
blubber  industry  was  nearly  destroyed 
by  the  Revolutionary  war,  it  revived. 
By  1812  our  men  of  the  harpoon  were  so 
numerous  in  the  Pacific  Ocean  that  Com- 
modore David  Porter,  in  the  Essex,  with 
David  Farragut  among  his  midshipmen, 
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tared  for  llie  desjxitcli  of  a  fi'ifr- 
ateaiid  two  .s]ooj)>  of  war:  but  the 
vessels  wei-e  never  sent.  Now  be- 
gan tbe  lonu"  stoi'v  of  the  impris- 
on n  len  t  of  si  i  i  p  \v  recked  American 
sailois  on  tbe  coasts  of  Tycoon- 
lanil.  Jolin  Quincy  Adams  de- 
nied the  riubl  of  Dai  Ni])p(tn  to 
l)e  a  liei'inil  nation,  but  bis  was  a 
voice  ci-yiiio-  in  the  wildei-ness. 
Neither  our  Liovernment  nor  peo- 
j)le  seemed  to  be  properly  inter- 
ested in  foreiun  commerce,  nmcli 
less  in  any  naval  application  of 
the  doctrine  of  "manifest  desti- 
ny "  or  territorial  expansion. 

111.— TIIK    ADVKNT    OK    AMKHICAX 
rnWKK    IX    TllK    J'AriFK". 

Whex  Andrew  Jackson  be- 
came President,  the  United  States 
beg-an  to  formulate  something' 
like  a  foreign  policy.  Commo- 
dore David  Porter  made  treaties 
with  Turicey.  The  French  and 
the  Xea]K)litans  were  compelled 
to  pay  their  debts.  One  of  the 
most  brilliant  of  American  luival 
operations  in  the  ]Mediteri*anean 
was  seen  when  six  of  the  (inesL 
tloating  fortresses  in  the  world, 
under  "  Old  Glory,"  entered  suc- 
cessively the  Bay  of  Naples,  and 
ranged  their  broadsides  o})posite 
the  beautifnl  city  of  King  Bomba. 
Clianging  his  attitude  of  haughty 
lefusal  to  ]niy,  he  banded  over  in 
cash  what  he  ow(>d  tbe  United 
States  for  his  father's  depreda- 
tions. 

Even  Asia  felt  the  new  influ- 
ence fi'om  Washington.  P^dmnnd 
l\oi)erts.  c)f  Portsmouth.  New^ 
Hampshire  —  posthumonsly.  and 
perha])s  truthfully,  called  in 
staiiunl-glass  memorial  tbe  "am- 
bassador" oi  tbe  United  Stales, 
but  ollicially  President  Jackson's 
"au'ent."  and    navallv    I'ated    as 

A   .I^ii.Mu.M-  portrait,  with  a  i..H.in  l.y   Va>hi, la  Shoin.  '.••'11  "  -.V 

ca])tain  s  ciei-k— became  onr  etn- 

cient    Hrst    Amei'ican    envoy    in 

MMit  out,  to    ])rotect  Yankee  whalers     tlie  Ear  East.      On  th(^  sloo])  of  wav  Pea- 

British  depredation.      Already  some     cocJ:,   afiei-    overcoming    great    obstacles, 
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had  gone  lai"  norm,  nringmg  uac 

how  the  little  brown  men  of  Jaj);ni  caught      In    Oochin    Oiiina    he    faib'd.   where   suc- 

whales  —  as    they   do    yet — -in    big    nets,      cess  was  inipossil);e.      In   tlu^  ex})ectation 

Commodore   Poi-iei'.  in    1S15,  ui'ged    upon     of  riMcbing  Japan,  be  died  June  12,  183(), 

Seci'etary   James    Moni'oe    that   Japan    be 

oi)enetl  to  commei-ce.  atul  plans  were  ma- 


'k  stories  of     lie  made  tr(\-ities  with  ^Muscat   and  Siam. 


at    ^Macao.      In   August  of  tbe   next    year 
Cornmodor(>     Kennedv.     in      the     P^nited 
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States  sloop  Peacock,  reached  those  isl- 
ands one  of  which  Captain  Reuben 
Coffin,  of  Nantucket,  had  already 
named,  but  which  were  called  by  the 
Japanese  Bonin,  or  "  no  man's  land." 
for  they  were  then  cl -aimed  by  no  g'ov- 
ernnient.  Since  1876  the  Bonin  g-roup 
has  been  made  an  inteoral  part  of  the 
Mikado's  empi re.  Tlie  Peacock  was  on r 
first  man-of-war  in  Japanese  waters,  the 
forerunner  of  Dewey  and  his  steel 
squadron. 

Americans  took  up  the  torch  dropped 
by  Roberts  to  bear  it  on  in  the  race. 
Messrs.  King- and  Co.,  of  Macao,  in  their 
own  ship,  appropriately  named  after  the 
great  m  issionary  Morrison,  reached  Ura- 
ga,  in  Yedo  Bay,  July  29,  1837.  Their 
freight  consisted  of  shipwrecked  Jap- 
anese and  presents  for  tlie  people.  As 
on  William  Penn's  colonizing*  ships, 
there  was  not  a  gun  or  cannon  aboard. 
The  story  of  their  repulse  is  soon  told. 
Though  they  explained  their  mission, 
and  w^ere  visited  by  hundreds  of  people 
wIjo  saw  their  unarmed  condition,  they 
were  fired  on  before  casting  anchor, 
and  again  the  next  morning  from  a 
fresh  battery  of  cannon  built  overnight. 
The  same  experience  met  them  in  Satsu- 
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ma,  farther  south.      In    the   eyes    of   the 
Japanese,  the   Si)aniai'd    and   Portuguese 
had    tarred    all    aliens    with    the    same 
brush. 

By  the  time  of  "Ti[)pecanoe  and  Tyler 
too,"  American  naval  o])erations  had 
become  so  far  organized  that  thei-e  was 
an  "  East  India,  squadron."  The  United 
Stales  ship  of  the  line  Coluvibus  and 
the  Vinconies  readied  Yedo  Bay  in 
1846,  but  wei'(^  at  once  surrounded  by 
scores  of  armed  l)oats.  To  the  polite 
letter  of  Presidoit  Pollc,  an  answer 
of  ini])iident  defiance  was  returned, 
and  Conimodoi'e  Biddle  was  insulted. 
Whik^  in  full  uniform.  step})ing  from 
a.  junk,  a  common  Japanese  sailor  gave 
the  American  chief  a  ])ush  which  land- 
ed him  unceremoniously  in  the  bottom 
of  his  own  boat.  Japanese  officers 
l)romised  to  punish  the  man.  but  no- 
thing was  done,  and  the  Amei-ican  ships 
went  away.  The  innnediate  result  was 
that  the  American  shipwrecked  sailors 
— who  were  not  indeed  always  of  the 
loveliest  disposition — were  more  ci'uelly 
treated  than  ever.  One  of  them,  on 
threatening  possible  vengeance  fi'om 
American  men-of-war,  was  sneeringly 
told  that  his  government  could  care 
nothing  for  poor  seamen,  for  a  Japanese 
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any  pun 


W-r. 


liad  insulted  even  an  American 
and  liad  not  been  made  to  sutfer 
isbment. 


-f^> 


COMMODORE    .TOSIAH    TATTNALL. 


This  epi.sode  made  oui*  naval 
officers,  and  one  in  pai'licular, 
I'esolve  on  a  ditfeivnl  course  of 
deportment.  Captain  Geisinger, 
formerly  of  the  Peacock,  l)ear- 
ing-  from  the  Dutcli  consul  at 
Canton  of  eig'hteen  sailoi-s  im- 
]n'isoned  at  Nagasaki,  ordered 
Commander  Glynn  in  the  Unit- 
ed Stales  brig  Preble  to  rescue 
lliern.  At  this  lime  llie  seas 
w-ere  so  little  known,  the  charts 
so  im})ei'fect.  and  tlie  season  so 
inclement,  that  naval  mc-n  at 
Hong--kong  laughed  at  the  id*  a 
of  the  little  fourteen-gnn  brig 
ever  arriving  at  her  destination. 
At  Napa,  in  the  Loo  -  Clioo 
Islands,  the  natives  0))enly 
scoi-ned  the  notion  of  Glynn 
being  able  to  do  anything, 
when,  in  the  "  Ja])anese  victory 
over  the  Americans" — referring 
to  the  episode  in  Yedo  Bay — a 
shi])  of  the  line  and  a  sloo])  of 
war  had  l)een  *'di-iven  a^vay.■" 
All  this  put  Glynn  on  his  mettle. 
Reaching  Nagasaki,  he  dashed  through 
the  cordon  of  boats  and  dropped  anchor 
within  range  of  the  city  snl)- 
ni'l)S.  The  boom  of  the  cannon 
announcing  his  arrival  was 
sweet  music  to  the  Amei'ican 
sailors  in  prison.  Boarded  by 
a  chief  interj^reter  with  attend- 
ants, who  inquired  his  business, 
Glynn  was  oi-dered  to  leave  the 
waters  of  Japan  at  once.  The 
American's  innnediate  i'e}dy 
was  that  liis  mission  was  to 
the  government.  Then,  rather 
ostentatiously,  he  gave  the  or- 
der to  heave  anchor. spread  sail, 
and  move  foi'ward.  Visions  of 
involuntary  hai'a-kiri  at  once 
excited  the  Ja]ianese  to  voluble 
l)rotests.  Nevertheless,  Glynn 
nun'ed  into  the  inner  harbor 
and  anchored  within  two  hun- 
dred yards  of  the  batteries  on 
either  side  of  the  anchorage. 
He  refused  to  see  anybody  but 
the  governoi',  sending  woi'd 
that  he  would  not  leave  until 
he  had  obtained  the  Amei'ican 
seamen  on  deck.  He  demanded 
their  innnediate  release.      Fur- 
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thermore,  he  made  it  plain  that  if  the  officers  the  drill,  discipline,  manual  of 
cordon  of  hoats  was  not  quickly  broken  arms,and  general  quarters.  The  next  day 
up,  he  would  blow  them  out  of  the  water,     the  imprisoned  Americans  were  brought 


During-  the  nine  days  the 
Preble   remained,  a  great 
army  of  soldiers  gathered. 
Extra  guns  to  the  number 
of    sixty    were    mounted, 
any  one  of  which,  rightly 
trained,  might  have  sunk 
the  Preble.     Yet,  in  spite 
of  the  glittering  arms,  the 
bright  and  variegated  col- 
ors of  the  feudal  banners, 
and  the  military  and  naval 
flags,  the  American    com- 
mander, while  granting  a 
little  longer  time,  refused 
to     modify     his     request. 
Half    his    crew    were    on 
deck  all  the  time,  and  ev- 
ery precaution  against  sur- 
prise and  preparation  for 
attack  was  made.      Glynn 
was  ably  second- 
ed by  Lieutenant 
Silas  Bent— after- 
wards with  Perry, 
and     the     scien- 
tific discoverer  of 
the  Kuro  Sljivvo, 
or    Pacific    Gulf 
Stream. 

A  new  gov- 
ernor came  into 
office.  Visiting 
Glynn  in  the  cab- 
in, he  asked   for 

three  days  more  time.  Making  an  end  to 
suavity  of  njanner,  Glynn  dashed  his  fist 
upon  the  table  and  exclaimed,  "  Not  an- 
other hour!"  Nor  should  the  governor 
nor  any  of  the   party  leave  the   ship  till 


VuK  Japanese  Premier  li. 

Jilcii  statue  presented  to  the  Museum  at   W 


on  board,  with  evevy  par- 
ticle of  property  that  be- 
longed to  tliem  or  their 
owners.  Within  fifty-nine 
days  from  leaving,  Glynn 
had  returned  to  Hong- 
kong. 

iVmong  the  captives  re- 
leased was  Ronald  Mac- 
Donald,  born  in  Astoria, 
Oregon,  about  1825.  He 
had  reached  Japan  in  the 
whaling  -  ship  Plymouth, 
and  had  been  voluntarily 
])ut  ashore  for  curiosity's 
sake,  but  was  involuntari- 
ly made  a  prisoner.  This 
bright  youth  was  the  first 
teacher  of  the  English 
language  in  Japan  —  the 
foi'erunner  of  that  mod- 
ern education  by 
American  teach- 
ers which  has  so 
ti'ansformed  an 
Oriental  people. 
He  was  a  bearer 
of  the  Pilgrim's 
creed  to  a  nation 
which  now  re- 
joices in  a  wi-it- 
ten  constitution 
and  is  tending  to 
democracy ;  for, 
when  asked  by 
tlie  Japanese  officer  to  state  the  source  of 
all  ])()wer  in  the  United  States, and  pi-oceed 
from  the  highest  to  the  lowest  in  au- 
thority, he  answered,  first  of  all,  "the 
])eoj)le"  —  a   phrase    inexplicable   to   the 


he  got  an  answer.  Instantly  the  excited  Japanese  of  that  day.  Among  his  pupils 
Japanese  stood  up,  the  interpreter  telling 
Connnander  Glynn  that  this  was  a  high 
officer,  and  must  not  be  so  spoken  to. 
"So  am  I,"  retorted  Glynn;  "I  repre- 
sent the  government  of  the  United  States." 
A  parley  was  then  asked  for  by  the  Japan- 
ese. With  watch  in  hand,  Glynn  waited 
during  the  promised  fifteen  minutes. 
When  the  Japanese  returned  to  the  cabin, 
the  governor  remarked  to  Glynn  that  he 
could  have  the  men  on  the  following  day. 
Then  "  grim-visaged  war  smoothed  his 
wrinkled  front."  With  the  frankest  cor- 
diality Glynn  ordered  refreshments,  ex- 
tended   every  courtesy,  and  showed   the 


was  Moriyama,  who  sei'ved  as  interpreter 
in  the  Perry  negotiations. 

Commander  Glynn  ])ut  into  the  hand 
of  Perry  the  key  which  that  gallant  offi- 
cer used  with  such  success  in  making  the 
long-closed  doors  of  feudal  Japan  open 
to  commerce  and  civilization.  By  the 
blending  of  sci'upulous  politeness,  con- 
summate attention  to  the  details  of  eti- 
quette, and,  last  but  not  least,  the  display 
of  abundant  and  most  efiicient  "force. 
Perry  was  able  to  win  a  "brain  victory," 
without  firing  a  hostile  shot  or  shedding 
a  drop  of  blood.  Yet  Commander  Glynn 
had  i)aved  the  way  for  his  success. 
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Wlien    Pen-y's    peaceful    armada    liad  Meanwhile,  witliout  a  sliip  or  a  sailor, 

sailed  away,  Japanese  otlicialdoin  hoped  practically  deserted  by  his  government 
it  had  o-ot  rid  of  the  "Iiairy  barbarians"  for  eio-hteen  months,  except  a  brief  visit 
for  a  lono-  interval.  What  was  the  from  Cuptain  Foote  in  the  United  States 
amazement  of  the  Shimoda  ofTicers  on  ship  Purfs)no>ifJi.  Townsend  Harris  won 
August    21,   1856,    to    behold    the    United     every    point,   and    prepared    the    wav   for 

the  diplomacy  of 
twenty  nation^. 
Rt'fusino-  to  de- 
liver President 
Pierce's  letter  t<. 
any  one  but  "th»' 
emperor."  he  en- 
tered Yedo.  llir 
long-  -  forhiddei, 
city,  on  Xoven,- 
ber  80.  1857.  re- 
fiisinii-on  the  way 
to  undei'goany  of 
the  humiliations 
common  to  tli>' 
Tycoon's  vassals. 
His  guard,  at- 
tendants, and  bag- 
gage-horses were 
decorated  with 
the  American 
arms  and  colo)'s. 
With  only  his 
Dutch  secretary. 
Mr.  Heusken.  he 
secured  audience 
of  the  Shogun, 
standing.  He 

continued       dur- 
ing many  weary 
months     the     in- 
struction of  these 
political    hermits 
in      modern      in- 
tt-rnational       eti- 
quette, in  view  of 
a    desii-ed    ti-eaty 
of  commerce  and 
foreign  i-esidence. 
While  t  lie  Amer- 
ican   shi))s    w(M-e 
in  C'hina.  the  ]mA  of  Ja])anese  ]K)litics  was 
boiling    ovtM-    in    murdei-s  and    assassina- 
tions.    The  counl(M'play  of  forces  was  be- 
twtMMi    Kyoto,    the    seat    of    the    :\Iikado"s 
autlioriiy.  and    Ytulo.   the    ])iace    of    long 
usui'palion    and    of    the    sham    emi)eror. 
Signal  ui-e    to    the    treaty    being   delayed, 
liai-ris  threaieneu  t(^  u'o  to  Kvolo. 


KEAR-ADMHiAL    DAVID    STOCKTON    M«MH)r(TAL 


States  steamshi[)  S((}i  Jdciiifo.  C'ommo- 
dore  Armstrong,  with  Townsend  Hai-ris. 
consul  -  general,  on  board!  A  rt^sidenci 
was  asked  for.  and  the  common  courte- 
sies ])r<)per  in  o])eninu-  relations  of  otli- 
cial  amity  were  demamled  and  obtaiiUHl. 
Amid,  the  strains  of  •'Ifail  C'olumbia." 
Harris  landed.  ( )n  September  4  oin 
sailors  formed  a  i-ing  around  the  tlau- 
sta.tf  and  cheered  "the  tirst  consular 
flair"  in  the  eni})ire.  At  5  P.M.  the  Scot 
Jnciiifo  left  for  (Miimi. 


v.  — FdOTK    AND    TIIH    -  rdirrSMoCTII.'' 
Thk  names  of  Foote  and  Tattnall   take 
us   across  the  Y'ellow  Sea.      The   former 


THE    PRECURSOR   OF    MANILA. 

The  "  VVyoinin}!"  l.lowin;;  u\>  tlu- "  I,aiic.-ti.-l.l."'—[  Alter  ii  (.iiiiitina-  \<\  n  Cliinese  artist.] 


recalls  the  only  passage  at  arms  between 
the  two  forces  of  tbe  governments  of 
China  and  the  United  States.  The  latter 
revived  a  famous  saying  of  AValter  Scolt, 
"blood  is  thicker  than  water,"  making  it 
mean  forever,  to  speakers  of  the  English 
tongue,  that  Briton  and  American  are 
one  in  heart  and  aims,  as  in  tlieir  best 
inheritances. 

While  Governor  John  Bowi'ing,  Ad- 
miral Seymour,  and  Consul  (afterwards 
Sir)  Harry  Parkes  were  having  tlieir 
quarrel  with  the  Chinese  commissioner 
Yell,  x\nierican  steamers  were  twice  tii'ed 
on  when  passing  the  bari'ier  forts  near 
Canton.  It  seemed  higli  time  to  teach 
the  Cliinese  that  all  foreigners  wei-e  not 
opium-smugglers,  and  that  })eacerul  n(Mi- 
trals  had  some  rights  which  ignorant 
mandarins  were  bound  to  respect.  Com- 
modore Armstrong  ordered  Captain  (af- 
terwards Rear- Admiral)  Foote,  of  the 
Porfsinoufh,  to  bombard,  capture,  and  de- 
stroy the  forts. 

The  steamer  San  Jachdo  drew  too 
much  water  to  get  near  enough  to  use 
her  guns,  but  the  little  American  steamer 


WiUiametfe  towed  the  sailing-ship  Po?*fs- 
niouth  to  within  five  hundred  yards  of 
the  largest  and  lowest  fort,  which  was 
built  of  great  blocks  of  granite  and 
mounted  heavy  cannon.  The  Levant, 
towed  by  an  egg-shell  steam-launch,  the 
Knm  Fa.  struck  on  a  rock.  So  the 
PortsniontJb  on  the  first  day  had  to  light 
alone. 

The  Chines(^  began  the  war.  For  one 
moment  that  day  the  long  granite  walls 
and  darkened  embrasures  of  the  fort 
seemed  in  harmony  with  the  slee))y  re- 
pose of  the  beautiful  soft  afterjioon,  but 
before  anchor  was  dro])ped,  grape  and 
round  shot  Hew  ai'ound  and  over  the 
ship.  iioud  and  clear  were  Foote's  or- 
dei's  as,  witliout  sk^im  and  without 
wind,  in  a  nari'ow  and  unknown  channel, 
and  witli  only  the  ))recari<)us  ex])edit!it 
of  a  spring  cable,  the  Ports))ioutJi  got 
into  i)osition.  To  the  few  non-combat- 
ants on  the  ship  —  pursei",  chaplain,  sur- 
geon, etc. — the  time  seemed  long  before 
the  8-incli  sliip's  guns  began  to  i-oar. 
Then  her  timbers  quivei-ed  with  the  i-e- 
coil    of   eight   starboard   broadside   auus. 
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and  tlie  cheers  of  our  men  made  inspir- 
ing" and  consoling"  music.  Tlie  shells 
from  the  PortsuwatJis  columbiads  were 
hurled  with  awful  ett'ect,  and  the  splen- 
did marksmanship  quickly  told  inside  the 
fort.  Thoucrh  the  Chinese  stood  to  their 
guns  manfully,  they  had  no  ex])losive 
shells,  but   only   grape   and   round   shot. 


was  struck  by  a  cannon  ball  and  three 
men  killed.  Once  on  the  semi-solid  land, 
and  in  the  face  of  a  hot  tire  of  grape, 
round  shot,  jingal,  and  rockets,  our  men 
rushed  forward.  The  Chinese  fired  so 
rapidly  that  it  is  wonderful  that  our  men 
were  not  all  swept  away:  but.  as  a  rule, 
the  jingal  and  roclcet  men  fired  too  high. 


ROKKEN^ 


:d\ 


THE    PATH    OF    THE   ' '  WYOMING   '  AT    SHIMOXOSEKI. 


These  lashed  the  water  into  white  foam, 
or  flew  over  the  ship.  The  Portsmoutli . 
caught  in  the  current,  was  swung  round 
with  her  stern  toward  the  fort,  which 
exposed  hei*  to  a  raking  fire.  A  thirty- 
two-pound  shot  came  into  the  cal)in,  car- 
rying off  the  right  arm  and  crushing  the 
hip  of  a  marine.  Ca})tain  Foote  at  once 
ran  out  a  gun  from  the  stern  ])ort  and 
continued  the  fight.  When  dusk  fell, 
the  foj't  was  nearly  silent. 

During  several  clays,  filled  up  in  tiie 
interval  with  diplomacy,  tlie  Americans 
prepared  for  a  land  attack.  On  tlie  21st 
the  Levant,  towed  by  the  Kum  Fa.  si- 
lenced one  fort  on  the  left  after  an  hour's 
cannonade.  Then  four  hundred  of  our 
marines  and  sailors,  in  their  boats,  tcnved 
by  the  Kion  Fa.  moved  landward  for  a 
charge  over  muddy  fields  to  take  the 
forts.      The   launch   of  the   San   Jacinto 


As  soon  as  our  men  entered  the  forts, 
tliey  broke  and  fied.  Our  total  loss  was 
seven  killed  and  twenty-two  wounded, 
all,  in  the  final  attack,  belonging  to  the 
San  Jacinto.  Under  the  ship's  artillery 
fire,  and  during  the  fighting  in  the  foi't, 
at  least  three  hundred  Chinese  lives  were 
lost.  A  rocket,  with  a  spear-pointed  head 
and  a  feathered  bamboo  shaft  six  or  eight 
feet  long,  bounced  over  the  rice -fields 
and  struck  one  of  our  marines,  entering 
the  leg  along  with  its  dirt  and  straw,  and 
causing  his  death. 

One  hundred  and  seventy-six  guns  were 
found  in  the  fort,  one  of  which  was  a 
monster  brass  piece  of  eight  inches  bore, 
weighing  fully  fifteen  tons.  It  was  over 
twenty-two  feet  long,  and  nearly  three 
feet  across  at  its  greatest  diameter. 
These  four  barrier  forts  were  captured 
between     November     20     and     22.       Al- 
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tbougli  tliis  o^al- 
lant  exploit  was 
liiolil^^coiiimejul- 
ed  b}'  the  Bi'itisli 
officers,  it  attract- 
ed almost  no  at- 
tention in  the 
United  States. 
Nevertheless,  it 
greatly  cleared 
the  situation,  the 
Ch  inese  learn  in  o- 
to  disting'uisjj 
Americans  and 
the  American 
Hag-  as  they  had 
not  done  before. 
At  one  of  our 
nav3^  -  3'ards  a 
monument  re- 
calls the  episode 
and  names  of  our 
gallant  slain. 


i 


Though 


THE 

used  as  a  stor 


VI. 


BLOOD    IS   THICKER    TIIAX    WATEl! 


A  FEW  months  later  Commodore  Tatt- 
nall appeared  in  Chinese  waters.  It  was 
Tattnall  who,  in  1847,  at  Vera  Criiz,  want- 
ed to  prolong  his  half-hour's  cannonade 
of  a  fortress  built  of  heaA\v  masoni'y, 
with  little  steamers  mounting  one  gun 
each.      It  was  he  who  said,  "  war  short- 


WYOMING 

and  training  sliip, 


AT 

her  \] 


ANNAPOLIS. 

nil  and  spars  are  the  same  as  in  1863. 


T^IEUTENANT   FREDERICK    PEARSON. 


ens  life,  but  broadens  it."     Now,  in  I860, 

he  was  conveying  Mr.  AVard,  the  United 

States  minister,  on  the  chartered  steamer 

Toeywau,  into  the  Pei-ho  River.      On  the 

23d  of  June  the  British  and  French  allied 

gunboats,  having   blown    up    one    boom, 

attacked    the    forts,  but   being   unable   to 

force  the  second,  were  caught  in   a  trap 

under  short  I'ange  of  the  Chinese  guns, 

and  wei'o  terribly  defeated.    Many  ships 

were   sunk    or   silenced.       Eighty -five 

nen    were    killed,  and    three    hundred 

iud  forty-live  were  wounded. 

Tattnall,  in  the  Amei'ican  steamerout- 
side  of  the  bai",  was  a  spectator.  He 
bore  the  sight  until  things  were  at  their 
worst.  Tbe  llag-ship  Plover  had  ])arted 
her  cable,  and  drifted  a  helpless  wreck 
until  lashed  to  the  CovDioraiit.  With 
the  admiral  wounded,  and  all  her  men 
kille(>  or  disabled,  only  tlu^  one  bow 
gun  was  still  gallantly  served  by  a 
weary  squad.  Then  the  American  com- 
modore ordered  his  cutter,  and  in  the 
thick  of  tiio  light  ])asse{l  thi'ongh  the 
fleet  and  th(^  hell  of  fire  to  visit  and 
cheer  Admiral  Hope.  A  round  shot 
from  the  CMiinese  fort  killed  TattnalFs 
cockswain  and  shattered  the  stern  of 
his  boat.  This  raised  the  fighting  blood 
of  both  tars  and  chief  to  the  hottest. 
To  the  British  officer's  query  of  sur- 
])rise  at  this  act  of  a  neutral,  Tattnall  ex- 
plained that  blood  was  thicker  than  wa- 
ter, and  that  he  would  gladly  aid  their 
wounded.      Meanwhile    the    American 
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sailoi's,  moving-  up  to  tlio  1k)\v,  lea])ed  on 
boai'd  t.lio  J^U)V(')\  and  actually  relieved 
tlioir  cxliansted  ]->!'iti.sli  sailor-mates,  serv- 
\u^  tlie  gim  dui'ing"  a  I'ouiid  or  two  until 
Tattnall  ordered  tlieni  oft',  even  while  ap- 


VII.— TIi()l'HLE>    IX    JAPAX. 

The  Amei-ican  men-of-war  Mississipjyi 

and  l\)whata)i  wei-e  released  from  China, 

and   in   the  nick  of  time  reached  Ja]")an, 

then  ])olitically  like  a  volcano  just  ready 


BOMBARDMENT  OF  THE 

BATTERIES  at  SIIIMOXOSEKI 

by  the  allied  fleet,   1864 


'y  Shiro  Yama 


C^ 


proval  twinkled  in  his  eyes.  His  excuse 
for  towing  British  marines  into  action, 
for  assisting  in  an  assault  u})on  a  Chi- 
nese fort,  and  for  other  technical  viola- 
tions of  international  law  was,  in  a  phrase, 
a  sentiment,  but  one  destined  to  strength- 
en and  deepen  as  the  years  How  on. 

On  the  other  hand,  with  equal  human- 
ity, Tattnall  otfercnl  the  sei* vices  of  his 
surgeons  to  aid  the  wounded  Chinese; 
but  neither  the  Chinese  government,  nor 
race,  nor  nation  — if  tliere  be  such  a  tiling 
as  the  last,  which  we  doubt  —  has  ever 
been  ])articularly  interested  in  saving- 
lives  endangered  in  war.  Tattnall's  oll'er 
was  declined.  The  Pei-ho  forts  were 
ca})tured.  Oui*  minister,  J.  E.  AVai'd, 
reacluHl  Peking,  refused  to  make  tlie  ko- 
tow, or  nine  prostrations,  but  ratified  the 
treat V  and  returned. 


to  blow  off  its  rock-  cap.  Townsend  Har- 
ris had,  on  February  17.  1858,  secured  the 
written  promise  of  the  Yedo  government 
to  sign  the  treaty,  and  on  the  27th  of  July 
the  American  envoy  was  at  Yokohama 
with  Tattnall  on  the  Poicliafan,  deliver- 
ing his  letter,  urging  the  Pi'emier  li's 
sionature  "without  the  loss  of  a  single 
day." 

Yet.  so  far.  the  anti- Tycoon  party  at 
Kyoto  had  withheld  the  Mikado's  signa- 
ture. The  country  seemed  i-eady  either  for 
intestine  war.  or  conquest  by  the  "hairy 
alien."  Should  Japan  become  as  India  or 
China?  The  regent-premier  li  answered 
no.  He  signed  the  Hai*ris  treaty  July 
20.  and  opened  Ja})an  first  to  the  United 
States,  and  thus  to  twenty  nations.  For 
this  act  he  was  assassinated,  March  23, 
1S()().  while  the  Ja{)anese  embassy  sent  b\^ 
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him  was  in  America.  In  our  days 
the  critical  scholarsliip  of  Shimada 
Saburo  lias  set  li's  k)i]g'-clouded  char- 
acter into  tlie  sunlight  of  honor.  The 
hermit  days  of  the  agitated  Japan  of 
1853-1868  are  forgotten  in  the 
wealth,  powej",  and  splendor  of  the 
industrial  and  naval  empire  of  to- 
day. 

Nevertheless,  the  olive  -  branch 
fi'om  Amei'ica  meant  civil  war  in  Ja- 
l)an.  "  The  steel  parted  from  the 
wood."  Swords  flashed  from  the  red 
scabbards  and  from  the  white.  Sat- 
suma,  of  the  scarlet  sheath,  typified 
the  Mikado-reverencing  and  progres- 
sive South.  Aidzu,  of  the  virgin 
white  wood  covering  the  steel  blade, 
stood  for  the  loyal  and  conservative 
North.  Choshiu,  in  the  West,  how- 
ever, held  the  Strait  of  Shimonoseki, 
the  great  highway  of  foreign  com- 
merce. "In  obedience  to  the  [im- 
])erial]  order,"  was  inscribed  on  the 
flag-  which  the  clansmen  flung-  to 
the  wind  from  bluffs  which  they 
lined  with  batteries  of  heavy  g'uns. 
They  staked  out  the  channel,  so  as  to 
hit  exactly  the  ships  of  the  "  bai'bari- 
ans,"  who  had  defiled  the  Land  of  the 
Gods. 

On    June  25,   1863,  that   eventful   day 
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fixed  for  "  the  ex})ulsion  of  the  barbarians 
from  the  g-od  -  country,"  the  American 
merchant-steamer  Pembroke,  with  a  pilot 
furnished  by  the  Yedo  government,  and 
with  the  American  flag  apeak,  was  on  her 
Avay  northward  through  the  sti-ait. 
She  was  fired  upon  by  the  Choshiu 
clansmen  in  the  batteries  and  on  their 
armed  brig,  foi-mei'ly  the  LcniricJx,  but 
was  unhurt.  The  i)eace  of  nearly  250 
years  in  Japan  was  broken.  On  July  8 
the  F)*ench  despatch-vessel  Kien  Chang 
was  hit  in  seven  places,  her  boat's  crew 
neai'ly  all  killed  by  a  shot,  and  the  ves- 
sel saved  fi'om  sinking  only  by  lively 
use  of  the  pumps.  On  July  11  tlie 
Dutch  frig-ate  Medusa  was  hit  thirty- 
one  times,  seven  sliots  ])iercing'  her 
hull,  ami  thi-ee  8  inch  shells  bui'sting 
on  board,  four  men  being  killed,  and 
five  wounded.  On  July  20  the  French 
gunboat  Taticrede,  though  steaming 
swiftly  thi-ough  the  channel,  was  struck 
three  times  with  round  shot.  Not  long 
aftei'  a  steamer  belonging  to  Satsuma, 
but  mistaken  foi'  an  alien  vessel,  was 
set  on  11  r(^  hy  shells  and  sunk,  twenty- 
six  Jai)anese  losing  their  lives,  their 
bodies  fioati  ng  past  Yoshil)e  Rock.  The 
Choshiu  artillerists  were  in  high  fea- 
ther at  their  splendid  successes.  With 
their  armed  brig,  their  bark  (formei-ly 
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tbe  Daniel  Webster),  amX  the  big-  steaiiiei* 
Laiicefield  converted  into  a  man-of-war, 
tlie  Japanese  believed  that  lliev  could 
whip  anything 
atloat  which  the 
foreigners  might 
bring.  The  Con- 
federate j)  rival  eer 
She)ia)idoaJ(  had 
annihilated  oui' 
whaling  tleet  in 
the  North  Pacif- 
ic, and  our  com- 
merce having 
been  swept  from 
th(^  seas  by  the 
Alabama,  Amer- 
icans living  in 
Ja[)an  felt  like 
peoi)le  witiiout  a 
country. 

VIII.— Mrr)()r(;AL 
AM)   THK 

Captain  David 
McDoucJAL  was 
then  in  search 
of  the  Alaba))ia. 
His  ship,  the  sloop 
of  war  ]Vijoi)ii}ig, 


mounted  six  guns,  two  of  tliem  being  11- 
inch  Dahlgrens.      llv  heard   the  news  of 
Uie  PeDtbrol'e  from  ^liiiisler  Robert  Pniyn 
at  Yokohama.    He  deiermined  to  cheei*  u]) 
his  count  rymen.      Though  wuhout 
charts  of  the   si  rait  or  map  of  the 
battei'ies.    ^IcDougal    oi'dered    coal 
and   stores   on   board    wiili    all   de- 
spatch.       He     learned     ihe     exact 
draught  of  the  Japan- 
ese steamer  Lancefiekh 
and   was   delighted   to 
lind  it  gi'enterthan  the 
Wyoming's.     On  July 
IG.  tinder    a    cloudless 
slcy.  witiiout  a  breath 
of   wind,  and    the   sea 
as   smooth   as   a    tank 
of   oil.  the   Wyoming, 
\\-\\\\     her    })orts    cov- 
ered    with     tarpaulin, 
so    as    to    look    like   a 
merchantman,  arrived 
in     the     strait.        The 
lieutenant  in  the  fore- 
castle called  out  that 
he  sighted  two  square- 
rigged    vessels    and    a 
steamer  at  anchor  close  in   to  the  town. 
]\Iost    of  the    Wyomi)ig's    men    and    her 
Japanese  pilot  had  nevei-  been  under  fire. 
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Wlien,  therefore, 
McDougal  called 
out,  "All  rig-lit; 
we  will  steer 
rig-ht  ill  between 
tlieni  and  take 
tlie  steamer,"  not 
a  few  aboard 
turned  pale  at 
tlie  thoug'lit  of 
their  captain's 
thus  "  running- 
am  uck."'  More- 
over, McDoii- 
gal,  noticing-  the 
stakes  that  mark- 
ed the  channel, 
and  suspecting 
that  the  Ghosh iu 
guns  were  all 
trained  on  it, 
oi'dered  the  man 
at  the  wheel  to 
run  the  ship  in- 
side, between  the 
stake-line  and  the 
northern  shoi-e. 
The  Ja{)aiiese  pi- 
lot seemed  paralyzed  with  tei'ror  at  the 
ship's  running-  so  close  under  the  battei-ies. 
Yet  McDougal  took  Lis  risks,  with  cool 
knowledge  of  the  situation  and  the  depths 
of  water,  and  w^ithout  fool  hardiness. 

Even  before  the  ship  was  thus  steered, 
the  8-inch  guns  on  the  bluffs  opened  fire. 
The  American  flag-  was  hoisted  ?it  al)out 
10.30,  and  the  artillery  of  the  Wi/o))iiiig 
began  to  play.  McDougaTs  wisdom  was 
quickly  justified.  Great  rod  dragoiilik-e 
tongues  of  flame  and  while  clouds  of 
smoke  revealed  fresh  batteries  on  the  hills 
and  behind  the  town.  Shot  and  shell 
screeched  thi-ough  the  air,  but  they  flew 
ten  or  fifteen  feet  over  the  heads  of  the 
Wyoming's  men,  for  the  guns  on  shoi-e 
had  all  been  pointed  npon  the  channel. 
There  were  six  finished  batteries,  mount- 
ing in  all  thirty  guns.  The  thi'ce  Japanese 
men-of-war  carried  eighteen  pieces,  mak- 
ing- forty- eig'ht  cannon  oj^posed  to  the 
Wyoming's  six.  The  first  Americans 
killed  were  two  sailors  near  the  anchor, 
and  then  a  marine  named  Furlong,  from 
Maine.  Exce])t  Furlong,  all  the  casual- 
ties were  in  the  forward  division. 

By  10.50  A.M.  the  Yankee  ship,  now 
in  front  of  the  town,  dashed  directly  be- 
tween the  steamer  and  the  two  brigs.  The 
Japanese  gunners   on    the  Laiwick,  who 
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wei-e  so  near  that  their  faces  could  be 
seen,  llred  no  fewer  than  thi'ee  broadsides 
from  their  bi'onze  twenty-four  })()unders, 
while  the  niuzzles  of  the  Wyoming's  four 
thirty-two  j)ounders  nearly  touched  theirs. 
The  La)iC('fiekLhii\'iu<j:  her  heavier  guns 
pointed  u\)  the  channel,  was  not  able  to 
make  use  of  tiiem.  but  tired  swivels  and 
muskets.  The  Wyoming  I'oundcd  the 
bow  of  the  st(\imer,  and  ulicn  out  into 
the  clear  water  again  became  the  tai-get 
of  the  batteries  behind  the  town  and  of 
one  brig,  the  other  brig  showing  signs  of 
sink-ing. 

Unfortunately  the  Tl'/yoy;;/^/^^/ g-j-ounded. 
S(HMng  this,  the  heavily  nuinned  Jai)anese 
steamer  began  to  move,  either  to  escape 
into  the  inner  harbor,  or  to  ram  the  iry/o- 
Diiiig  and  board  her  while  stuck  in  the 
mud.  l^\)rtunately  the  Yankee's  propel- 
ler worked  the  ship  off.  Then,  neglect- 
ing the  sinking  bi'ig.  the  Wyoni iiig  ma- 
iKxnivred,  in  the  tei-ribly  swift  stream, 
until  the  i)iv()t-guns  had  the  range  of 
their  splendid  target.  Then  both  Dahl- 
gi'ens  s[)ok'e.  Their  shots  so  demoralized 
the  company  on  board  the  LanccJieJd 
that  the  dignitai-ies  from  under  the  mag- 
nilicent  purple  canopy  got  off  in  scull- 
ing-boats  and  were  rowed  away,  while 
the  sailors  leai)ed  overboard  by  the  score, 
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dotting-  tlie  water  with  topknots.      Again 
McDougal    ordered    the   g-unners    of   tlie 
li-incli  Dahlg-rens  to  fire.      At   first  they 
seemed  to  pay  no  attention,  and  tlie  order 
was  given  three  or  four  times.     The  gun- 
captain   of   the   forward    ])ivot  Avas    only 
waiting'  to  get  tlie  exact  range.      The  hig 
shell  struck  tlie  Lancefiehl  at  the  water- 
line,  passed  throug'h  the   boiler,  toi'e  out 
her   sides,  and   burst    far  away   in   the 
town  beyond.     The  frig-litful  explosion, 
casting'  out  steam,  smoke,  ashes,  iron, 
timber,  and    human    beings,  was    suc- 
ceeded    by     a     g'urg-rmg    swell,   under 
which    the    steamer    disa])peared    fi'om 
sight.     On  h(U'  way  back,  the  Wi/o)))iiig 
dropped   shells    with    marvellous  accu- 
racy  into   the   batteries,  one  of  which 
was  wholly  destroyed. 

At  12.20  the  firing  ceased.  Fifty-five 
shot  and  shell  had  been  tired  within  a 
space  of  one  hour  and  ten  minutes. 
Counting  time  lost  when  aground,  this 
meant  more  than  a  gun  per  minute. 
The  Wf/oiti i}i(/  was  hulled  ten  times,  her 
funnel  had  six  holes  in  it.  two  masts 
were  injured,  and  the  u])per  rigging' 
badly  cut.  The  C'hoshiu  clansmen  lired 
chain-shot.  grai)e.  shell,  and  rt)und  shot 
from  guns  nuiunled  on  carriages  of  im- 
})roved  fortuuii  pattern,  able  to  sweep  a 
wide  arc  and  to  chang(^  their  elevation 
quickly.  'I'lieir  one  hundred  ami  thirty 
rounds  killed  fiv(^  and  wounded  seven 
of  our  num.  Tlie  loss  of  the  Japanese. 
l)esi(le  one  battery  ruimnl  ami  two  ships 
sunk,  was  })robably  over  one  hundred. 


After  study- 
ing- the  oi-igi- 
nal  i)apers  and 
queslioiiing-  nu- 
merous eye-wit- 
nesses, both 
Ja))anese  and 
AuHM'ican.  it  is 
hai'd  for  • 
writer  to  >. 
ify  his  matured 
judgment  that 
in  the  annals 
of  the  American 
\          navy  no  achieve- 

ment  of  a  single 

■^:,r  commander  in  a 

— '    "^        --'-'      —     ^  single   ship   sur- 

passes    that     of 
jrean  lorts.  Da  V 1  d  McDougal 

in  the  Wyoniiug 
at  Shimonoseki. 
McDougal  set  the  mark  for  Commodore 
Dewey.  The  Manila  victory  was  on  a 
larger  scale.  It  cannot  have  been  moral- 
ly greater. 

IX.— PEARSON    AM)    THE    -  TA   KIAXG." 

Four  days  after,  the  French  thirty-live- 
gun  frigate  and  gunboat  Taiicrede,  with 
a   land    force   of  two   hundred  and   iiftv 


^p:-'' 


'-'mm: 


COMMODORE    HOMER    C.   BLAKE, 


OUR    NAVY    IN    ASIATIC    WATERS. 


753 


men,  with  maps  made  by  tlie  Dutcli  cap- 
tain, shelled  the  forts,  took  one  five-g'un 
battery  of  twentj^-four  pou  nders,  and  came 
away.  Nevertheless,  Choshiu  became  the 
centre  of  opposition  to  the  Shog-un's  gov- 
ernment at  Yedo.  Tlie  clansmen,  re-en- 
forced by  i-onins,  or  free  lances,  from  all 
pans  of  the  empire,  repaired 
tlieir  losses,  built  new  batteries, 
mounted  heavier  guns,  and  sue-  ip- 

ceeded    for    fifteen    months    in  t 

closing  the  strait   against   for-  i 

eign    commerce.      The   Tycoon  ' 

being  helpless,  it  became  neces- 
sary for  the  treaty  })owers  then 
represented  in  Japan  to  force 
the    passage    and    destroy    the  i 

forts.  '  p 

In  the  allied  fleet  assembled  * 

to  enforce  the  treaties  and  chas- 
ti.se  the  rebellious  vassal,  out  of 
a  total  of  17  ships,  mounting 
208   guns,   with  7590  men,  the  I 

British    had    nine    men-of-wai'.  ,, 

The    heaviest     were    equipped  ||i 

with  splendid  new  breech-load-  ; 

ing  Armstrong  rifled  cannon, 
of  which  the  English  officers 
were  exceedingly  ])roud,  not 
sparing  tlieir  ridicule  of  our  an- 
tiquated muzzle-loaders.  The 
French  had  three  fine  vessels,  ; 

mounting  49  guns,  with  1285 
men.  The  Dutch  squadron 
consisted  of  four  heavy  ships. 
carrying  58  guns,  served  by  951 
men. 

Wliat  was  the  American 
force?  Our  civil  war  was  in  progress, 
and  the  only  national  shi])  on  the  station 
was  the  .sailing  sloop  of  war  Janiestoioi, 
Captain  Cicero  Price,  worthless  in  a  dan- 
gerous strait  with  a  nai-row  channel  and 
the  tide  running  like  a  mill-race.  Yet  the 
moral  influence  of  the  United  Slates  was 
desii'able,  as  showing  united  action  of  the 
powers.  So,  like  a  tiny  bantam  amid  big 
fighting-cocks,  the  little  steamer  7W  Kidiuj 
of  600 tons  was  chartered.  A  thirty  ))oun ti- 
er Parrott  gu. n  from  the  Janiestou')}  was 
mounted  on  her  deck.  Lieutenant  Frtul- 
eiuck  Pearson,  with  a  party  of  thirty  ma- 
rines and  sailors,  was  sent  to  c()-oj)erate 
with  the  fleet  in  towing  or  cari-ying  th(^ 
wounded.  The  ordinary  complenuMit  of 
this  merchant  ship's  officers  and  sailors 
were  to  work  the  steamer,  while  Pear- 
son and  his  men  were  to  give  it  a  mar- 
tial air.      Nothing  was  said  about   iiglit- 


ing.  Since  the  government  at  Washing- 
ton could  not  be  comtnunicated  witli, 
and  approval  of  the  action  of  Prnyn  and 
Price  was  not  certain,  Pearson  was  given 
oi'ders  which  he  might  ititerpret  to  suit 
a  Quaker— or  otherwise.  In  ideality,  de- 
spite Washington's  warning  against  "en- 
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tangling  alliances,"  here  was  a  case  in 
which  the  United  States  was  allied  with 
three  European  ])owei'S  for  war-purposes 
against  an  Oriental  ])e()ple.  It  forms  a 
striking  pr<>cedent.      Was  it  the  first? 

The  greatest  of  naval  battles  in  Japan- 
ese wa*ers  was  fonglit  Se})tember  5  and  6, 
1S()4.  Th(^  six  heavy  shi{)s  took  np  a  po- 
sition on  the  left,  fronting  the  town  and 
th(^  ten  batteries,  which  mounted  sixty- 
two  cannon.  The  live  light  vessels  made 
a  Hanking  squadron  on  the  right,  while  in 
the  centre  were  the  largest  ships — Eurya- 
Iiis,Co)iqiiero)\  and  Senu'ramis — all  fine- 
ly equipped  with  heavy  rilled  guns,  and 
among  tlHMu  was  the  little  Ta  Kiaitg.  In 
the  battle  which  followed,  lasting  during 
the  afternoon  and  next  niorning,  the  Ta 
Kiang  took  })ai't,  doing  splendid  execu- 
tion at  thi'ee  thousand  yards  with  her 
rilled  Parrott.      In  a  trial  of  speed,  Pear- 
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son's  men  actually  beat  the  gun-squad  of 
the  Euryahis  with  hei*  breech  •  loading- 
100-ponnder  Armstrong  gun.  It  must  be 
remembered,  however,  that  the  melliod 
of  breech -loading  was  in  those  dnys  so 
clumsy  that  tliis  feature  was  later  aban- 
doned in  the  British  navy.  It  was  I'e 
sumed  when  the  notable  improvomont 
of  hinging  tlie  breecli.  and  ])utting  in 
a  gas-escape  check'.  ;u)d  :in  outwanl  laU'li 
on,  made  breech-loading  the  only  nictliud 
Avortli  considering. 

The  2\i  Ki((ii(j  assisted  linndsoniely  in 
towing  thel)oatsof  t]i(^  landing  force  which 
captured  and  dismantled  all  the  foils,  hut 
beat  all  tiie  vessels  and  ([uiekly  landed 
the  iifty-six  wounded  on  board  in  the  lios- 
pital  at  Yokolninia.  I\'arsoii  was  wai'ui- 
ly  ])raised  by  the  British.  French,  and 
Dutch  adniii'als,  ;iiid  a\v;irded  by  (,j)ueeii 
Victoria  the  decoration  of  the  ()r(lei'  of 
the  Bath,  wliicli  Congress  allowinl  him  to 
Avear.  Yet  neither  ]ib'l)ouL:;il  noi"  Pear- 
son ev<M'  i-eceived  promotion,  noliee.  or 
thank's  foi'  his  siiperh  ;ind  sliiniiig  <'X;nn- 
ple  of  duty  nohly  done.  In  ]\l;iy.  ISOS. 
a  pi'ominent  Ja])anese  editc^r  wrote:  •"  Tlie 
expedition  ngainst  Choshiu  did  more  to 
open  Japan's  eyes  than  anything  else." 


X.— TIIE  FORMOSA  CAMPAIGX. 
Our  civil  vai'  being  over,  Fari-agut's 
fl;ig-sliip,  the  H(frfford.  Connnodore  H. 
H.  Bell,  jcMued  the  China  squadron.  The 
American  bark  Borer  hnd  been  wrecked 
on  the  southeast  cornei"  of  Formosa,  and 
her  ci'cw  murdered  by  the  copper-colored 
natives,  ^vhose  favorite  Sj)ort  was  head- 
hunling.  As  usual. the  Chinese  mandarins 
could  d(^  nothing.  So  on  June  13.  18(57, 
guided  to  the  right  })hice  by  British  I'csi- 
deii's  of  Tnkao.  a  force  of  181  nu^rines  and 
sailors  vas  landed  from  the  Hartford 
and  Wii()uii)i(j.  who  were  to  go  into  the 
bamboo  jungles  to  chastise  these  Indian- 
liisC  sku  ruing  cannibals.  A  fter  four  boui's' 
niarcliing  in  the  fi'ightful  nuust  heat  of 
darlc«^si  I'oianosa.  unable  to  see  but  a  few 
f(M-t  in  th(^  tangled  thickets,  "a  tight  in 
a  fiirnac(^""  took  place,  in  whieli  Bieuten- 
an  t  -  Commamler  Alexander  Slidell  ]Mac- 
kenzie.  out^  of  the  linest  ollicers  in  the 
navy,  was  slain.  Tlie  loss  of  the  (uieniy, 
who  wer«^  scarcely  visihle  in  the  under- 
gi'owtli.and  were  only  iiulicaled  by  the 
frcMj'ient  Hash  of  a  gun  bai'i'el  in  the 
sunlight  ov  tlie  ])utr  of  smoke  fi'om  their 
hiding  -  ]-)lace.  was  not  known.  Beyond 
burnina'  a    few   huts,  little    danuige    Avas 
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done.  Tlie  body  of  Mackenzie  found  a 
liospitable  g-j-ave  in  the  garden  of  the 
British  consulate  at  Takao,  wliicli  aoain 
sliowed  tliat  ''blood  is  thicker  than  wa- 
ter." A  3'ouug-  officer  named  Sis'sbee,  af- 
terward cai)tain  of  the  battle  si lij)  Mainr, 
made  a  sketch  of  the  funeral  ajid  burial- 
spot. 

American  interests  in  Formosa  were 
afterward  liandsomely  served  by  Genei-al 
Le  Gendre,  United  States  consul  at  Amov. 


tei'y,  like  tliose  at  Shimoda,  Yokohama, 
and  other  points  in  the  Far  East,  are  faith- 
fully and  lovino;'ly  decorated  by  our  men 
annually  on  May  30.  Memoi-ial  day  is 
always  impressively  observed  b}^  our  men 
abroad.  Usually,  in  the  case  of  recent 
burials,  our  American  tars  lay  flowei-s  on 
the  ornves  or  ]ian<j:  a  wi-eath  on  the 
inonuments  of  tluMr  l>ritish  sailor-mates 
also.  '' lilood  is  thicker  than  water." 
AmcjMcans  could  not  but  rejoice  when, 
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A  few  months  later,  .lanuai'y  11.  ISCS, 
Admiral  Bell,  with  Lieutenant  J-vead  and 
tensailoi's.  was  drowned  in  the  u])settin,<;' of 
a  boat  otf  the  ever-danoHM-ous  Osaka,  bar, 
Japan.  No  American  ollicer  of  so  hig-h. 
rank  has  thus  far  died  on  this  station. 
The  graves  of  the  seamen  in  Kobe  Cenie- 


in  1805,  the  Ja])anese  took  over  Formosa 
from  th(^  Chinese,  and  b(\<j:an  to  govern  it 
decently. 

XI— TllK  (IVIL  WAR   IX  JAPAN'. 
The  jt^alous  Ja]ianese  clans  of  the  south 
—  Satsuma,  Choshiu,  and  Tosa — settled 
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tlieir  quart-els,  "  ])ooled  tlieii-  issues."  and 
niadeacoalilion,  the  "  Sat-Cho-To/'  which 
seized  Kyoto  and  the  ]\Iikado's  person. 
At  thedecisive  hattle  of  Fushimi.  Januai'v 
27-30,  18()8,  Tycoonism  and  (htarchy  wei'c 
bh:)\vu  to  tlie  wiiuls.  and  feiuhtlisni  was 
dealt  a  inoi-tal  wound.  In  ihe  war  trou- 
bles around  Kyoto, Osak'a. and  Kobcelcv(Mi 
French  soldiers  wei'e  slain.  The  British 
body-ii-uard  of  Sir  Harry  Parkes  surt'er(Hl 
frightfully  in  tlu.^  attaclc  upon  them  by 
two  assassins  in  a  narrow  street  of  Kyoto, 
one  fanatic's  sword  doini;'  most  of  the 
work  of  wounding-  eleven  men  and  five 
horses. 

In  Jai)anese  proverl)s.  '"TIh^  Ix^atcn 
sohbuu-  fears  even  the  moving  tops  of  the 
tall  grass."*  The  defeated  Tycoon,  Kciki, 
unrecogniz(Hl.  gladly  found  asyium  on 
board  the  United  States  steamship  Iro- 
qiiois,  until  in  his  own  steam-yacht  he 
took  passag(^  northward.  Though  he  rt>- 
signiMl  his  ot1ic(\  his  followers  fought  the 
battle  of  Uyeno  within  tlie  city  limits  of 
Yedo.  Th(^  cami)aigu  of  civil  war  was 
continued  in  Aidzu  and  Vezo.  The  vic- 
torious imjx'rialists.  led   by  Satsuma   and 


Choshiu.  armed  with  American  rifles, 
drilled  in  UKulern  tactics,  and  full  of 
valoi"  and  enthusiasm,  won.  On  the  wa- 
ter, the  men  of  the  cause  which.  l)y  rea- 
son of  its  unfitness  for  the  age.  was  fore- 
doomed to  be  lost,  were  at  tirst  strong 
in  m(Klern  war-ships  built  chicily  in  the 
United  States,  and  otticered  by  natives 
educated  in  Holland.  AVlien.  however, 
the  ironclad  Sfoxcira]!  arrived  fr(un  the 
United  States,  and  the  Mikado's  party  se- 
cured Iku",  tlie  war  was  soon  over. 

That  handsonu'  war-steamer  the  Idaho. 
whose  vitals  of  machinery  were  a  failure. 
aff(U'  costing  the  "butt  end  of  nearly  a 
millitui"  dollars,  becanu^  our  store-shi}) 
at  Yokohama.  Delightful  are  the  menu)- 
I'ies  of  the  IiUilio  still  enjoyed  by  rt^sident 
landsuu'ii.  ami  of  luival  men  whose  lia])i)y 
hours  of  duty  were  in  sight  of  Fujiya- 
ma's snowy  crown.  C'onnnodore  Wat- 
son, now  looking  u))  castles  in  Spain. 
•A\\(\  Captain  C'hestei'.  now  of  the  United 
States  tM'uiser  Ciiicin iidti.  illusli'atiHl  the 
suavity  aiul  social  charm,  the  un(puiiling 
courage,  the  stern  devotion  to  duty,  and 
the  strict  disci[)line  of  the  American  naval 
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officer.  Nearly  all  our  old  wooden  ships 
which  had  been  active  in  the  civ^il  wai- 
visited  tlie  Japan  station  between  1860 
and  1896. 

After  tliree  years'  service  in  Asiatic 
waters  the  crew  of  tlie  United  States 
steamship  Oneida  were  ha))i)y  in  seltiii<i,- 
tlieir  faces  homeward  January  24,  1870. 
Joy  soon  changed  to  woe.  Within  an 
hour  after  leavinj^-  Yokoliama  and  tlie 
cheers  from  her  sister  crafts,  the  g-allant 
ship  was  beneath  tlie  waves.  Struck 
amidships  at  6  P.M.  by  the  British  mail- 
steamer  Bombat/,  Captain  Eyre,  off  Sara- 
toga Spit,  the  Oneida  sunk  in  fifteen 
minutes.  All  on  board  except  four  olli- 
cers  and  sixty  men  were  drowned.  Tlieii' 
monument  is  annually  huni;-  on  ]\[eino- 
rial  day  with  tlowei-s,  the  pi*()t(\st.s  of  the 
resurrection  hope  ag'ainst  the  might  and 
mystery  of  death. 

XII.— KOREA. 
Japan  had  forg-ed  ahead  in  enlightened 
progress,  but  Korea  ]>ersisted  in  her  mood 
of  moi'ose  seclusion.  B(^sitles  American 
vessels  shipwrecked  on  her  inhos])ital)le 
coasts,  the  crew  of  the  schooner  General 


Sherman,  which,  eai'ly  in  August,  1866, 
entered  the  l*ing- Yang  River,  met  violent 
deaths.  Whether  "  merchant  or  in  v^ader," 
aggrieved  or  aggressors,  those  on  board 
lost  their  lives.  The  Koreans,  first  with 
fire-i'afts  and  then  with  wea])ons,  had  at- 
tacked and  slain  them  all.  The  facts 
in  the  case  wei'e  investigated  and  found 
about  twenty  yeai's  afterward  by  Ensign 
John  B.  l)ernadou,  the  iirst  naval  officer 
wounded  in  our  present  wai*  with  Spain. 

To  inquire  into  the  General  Sherman 
affair,  and  to  make  a  treaty,  an  Amei'ican 
force,  consisting  of  the  Colorado,  Alaska, 
]^e}ii('i((,  Palos.  AsJinelof,  and  Monocacy, 
under  "  fighting  John  Rodgers,"  moved 
into  the  llan  Rivci".  on  which  Ilan-Yang, 
the  Seoul  or  capital  of  Korea,  is  situated. 
With  Mr.  E.  v.  Low,  our  minister  in  Pe- 
king, with  whom  was  the  responsibility  of 
peace  or  wai",  oui' men  caught  sight  of  the 
superb  scenei-y  of  Korea  at  Boisee  Island, 
May  oO.  Only  the  i\f/o,s  and  the  old  double- 
ender  Monocacy,  now  the  Noah's  Ark  of 
the  Asiatic  squadron,  could  enter  the  river. 
On  June  2,  leaving  the  heavy  vessels  be- 
hind, four  steain-launchesand  the  twogun- 
boats  moved  out  to  the  work  of  survey- 
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ing.  Aroiuul  the  bend  of  tlie  river  was 
''a  whirlpool  as  bad  as  Hell  Gate,"  and 
a  channel  onl\^  three  hundred  feet  wide. 
To  the  surprise  of  tlie  Atnericnns.  there 
was  a  fort  and  a  new  eai-lli-work  mount- 
ing several  thirty-two  i)onnd('i's,  and  hun- 
dreds of  jingals  laslied  by  lives  to  lon's. 
The  treacherous  Korean  comma ndei'  was 
one  second  too  late.  A  storm  of  lire 
burst  and  clouds  of  smoke  rose  over  the 
fort,  while  the  water  was  torn  into  foam 
and  our  men  soused  in  the  si)lash.  ( )iie 
American  was  wounded,  hutof  thetwoor 
three  hundrtMl  Koi'(\in  missih^s  of  nuniy 
sizes  n(^t  one  injured  a  ship  or  Ixxit.  The 
l)OW  guns  of  tlie  laun('h(\s,  the  cannon  of 
the  movinu'  Ptilos,  and  the  10-iuch  sln^lls 
of  the  M()ii()C(((\i/  at  anehor  quiclvly  chvuHnl 
the  fort  of  ils  defenders,  the  white-coated 
Koreans  llyiiiu-  likc^  slieep  before  the  well- 
dropi)ed  she  I  Is. 

Those  who  Icnow  tiu^  inside  of  the  ITer- 
niil  Nation's  history  do  un\  womhu"  at 
the  silliness,  obstinacy,  and  ill -concealed 
conl(Mnpt  of  the  Tai  Wen  Kun"s  cat's-])a  ws. 
called  oIlit'cM's.  who  from  the  lirst  radely 
r(\]"ected  all  otVers  of  intercoiirst\  Tiiis 
})rince-fath(M-.  with  heart  of  stone  and 
bowels  of  ii'on.  an  intense  hater  of  for- 
ciii-ners    and    Christianit v,  was   then    the 


virtual  ruler  of  Korea.  Admiral  Rodg-ers 
allowed  ten  days  for  some  apoloo*y  for  the 
treacherous  attaclc.  l)ut  none  coming",  an 
expedition  of  chastisement  was  })repared. 
The  two  o-uiiboats.  four  launches,  and 
twenty  boats  carried  ten  companies  of 
infantry  with  seven  ]>ieces  of  ai'tillei-y. 
the  105  marines  and  546  sailors  being-  or- 
ganized as  a  landing  force.  With  the  sail- 
ors (»f  the  Moiiocaci/  and  Palos.  this  expe- 
dition, under  Ca{)tain  Homer  C.  Blake, 
numheiHMl  750  men  in  all.  Among  the 
active  (dlicei's  were  Winlield  Scott  Schley, 
Silas  Casey.  C.  M.  Chestei'.  L.  A.  Kimber- 
ly.  Douglas  Cassel.  Seaton  Schroeder. 
Albion  AV.  AVadhams.  and  others  uow 
famous. 

The  ^f()))oca(^l/.  strengthened  with  two 
9-inch  guns  from  the  C'olorado.  led  the 
way  \\\)  the  river  dune  10.  and  quickly 
breached  the  wall  of  stone,  ten  feet  high, 
and  emptied  with  hei'  shells  the  lirst  of 
the  livt^  forts  built  (^n  thi'ce  ])i-omontories. 
(bir  men.  landed  tMglit  hundred  yards  be- 
hnv  tiit^  fort,  and  went  into  cam]).  After 
destroying  everything  warlike^  in  the  stone 
fort  and  lh<^  wat(M'-battery.  tliey  bivouack- 
ed untler  the  stars,  the  marines  guard- 
ing the  o'.itpost.  In  tlu^  dark'  the  white- 
clothed  Koreans  moved  about  like  ghosts, 
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firing-  on  our  pickets.  The  next  day, 
dragging  tlieir  howitzers  over  the  liills, 
o;ir  men  moved  towards  tlie  next  line  of 
foi'tifications,  called  the  "middle''  fort. 
After  the  Monocacy  had  shelled  it  into 
silence,  and  the  mai'ines  found  it  deserted, 
the  sailors  destroyed  everything  in  it. 

Up  hill  and  down  dale  in  this  country, 
rough  to  soldiei's  dragging  cannon,  Init  a 
dream  of  beauty  to  tourist  and  poet,  our 
men  moved  to 
the  main  strong- 
hold, which 
seemed  perched 
like  an  eagle's 
eyry  upon  a 
higli  rocky  bhrff. 
How  could  such 
a  citadel  be 
stormed  by  men 
without  wings 
to  fly?  Tliisfort, 
mounting  153 
guns,  large  and 
small,  was  fully 
garrisoned  by 
stalwart  tiger- 
hunters  from  the 
north.  To  the 
left  thousands 
of  armed  natives 
were  gathering 
in  dark  masses 
on  the  flanks  of 
the  Americans, 
and  in  a  rush 
on  the  howitzer 
companies  of  the 

rear-guard  and  outposts  they  might  over- 
whelm their  foes.  Some  of  our  men  were 
already  })i'ostrated  by  the  heat.  Something 
must  be  done  quickly.  Fi'om  a  i-avine.  u[) 
the  steep  incline  of  a  cone  150  feel  liigh. 
our  men  must  climb  in  face  of  jingal  and 
musket  fire.  Fortunately  tlie  slii'apnel 
of  the  howitzers  kept  the  clouds  of  war- 
riors on  the  flanks  at  a,  distan<'(\  wliilr 
the  Monocaci/s  shells  had  breached  the 
walls.  At  the  right  nionitMit  Casey  gav(^ 
the  order,  and  uj)  the  ladderlike  cliffs 
our  men  rushed  amid  a,  rain  of  jingal 
balls.  WluMi  the  tig(M'-hunters  could  no 
longer  load  their  clumsy  ])i(>cps.  stones. 
dirt,  ari'ows,  and  spears  w(M'e  tluur  w(\i- 
pons.  Fighting  with  des])(M'ation  in  th(^ 
hand-to-hand  struggle.  theKoi'eans  chant- 
ed a  death-dirge  in  melancholy  cadence. 
The  majority  were  slain  inside  the  walls, 
and  the  few  fugitives  were  quickh'  anni- 


hilated by  the  rifles  of  McLean's  sailors 
and  the  canister  of  Cassel's  howitzer 
battery.  About  350  Koi-eans  were  slain. 
Only  twenty  prisoners,  all  wounded,  were 
taken  alive.  The  other  two  forts,  oi)en 
to  the  i-ear  from  the  main  woi-lc,  were 
easily  entered. 

On  our  side,  Lieutenant  McKee  and  two 
other  men  were  killed,  aiul  ten  wounded. 
Five  forts,  50  flags.  4S1  jingals  and  can- 
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non  (27  being  heavy  guns),  and  hundreds 
of  matchlocks  were  captui'ed  as  the  i-e- 
sult  of  th(^  two  days'  operation.  Courage, 
zeal,  and  dis('ii)line  niai'ked  our  heroes 
thi'oughout.  Fxcei)t  ])ossil)ly  in  the  dis- 
enibark'ation  on  a  mud  flat,  it  is  dillicult, 
from  .1  naval  ])oint  of  view,  to  see  how 
the  op(M'ations  could  have  been  more 
wisely  ))lann(Hl  or  more  sci«Mit i lically  car- 
ried out.  Some  of  the  Korean  cotton- 
ai-nior  suits.  Hags,  lances,  and  I'ude  breech- 
loading  cannon,  of  a  model  liixe  those 
used  by  Columbus,  were  brought  to  Wash- 
ington. 

Se(Mi  in  the  i)ers])ective  of  Korean  his- 
tory, it  seems  now  utterly  improbable 
that  any  treaty  could  have  been  made  at 
the  time  when  the  Tai  Wen  Kun  ruled 
the  count  I'y.  Even  so  s<niiid  an  aiuhority 
as  the  late  S.  AVells  Williams  declared  to 
the  wi'iter  that  Rodo'ers's  chastisement  of 
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the  Koreans  lieljied  to  make  tlieni  williiio- 
to  treat  witli  tlieir  fellow -creatures  in 
1882.  After  a  wintor  of  iieo-otintion  in  Pe- 
kiiiii',  Commodore  R.  W.  Shufeklt,  in  tlie 
Uiiite(1  States  steanisliip  Sirafai'd,  otf 
Chemulpo,  ]\ray  11),  sioncd  the  document 
Avhicli  ordained  ])e.'H'e  and  friendship  hc- 
tween  one  of  the  smalh^st  and  one  of  tlie 
<>-reatest  of  m-itions.  and  liis  u-uns  salul(Ml 
the  new  Ihiii'  of  Koi-ca.  To-dn y.  in  Seoul, 
the  younii'  stars  and  stiM})es  and  tlie  a.2'e- 
old  mystic  symbols  and  diiiu'rams  wave  in 
harmony.  lOhn'tric  lii^'hts,  an  AmericMu- 
bnilt  railway,  tlu?  lirst^  in  tlie  kinudoin. 
improved  machinei'y  and  methods,  to  s;iy 
naug-ht  of  schools,  teachers,  hospitals,  and 


jdiysicians,  show  the   chano-p  from  isola- 
tion and  barbarism. 

XIII.— MANILA. 
It  has  be(Mi  only  in  the  nineties  that 
American  stfud  ships  with  modern  ai'ma- 
nient  hav«^  been  seen  in  Asiatic  waters. 
On  the  .'>d  of  Jauur.ry  of  tliis  year.  Com- 
modore D«Mvcy  hoisted  his  pennant  on 
the  United  Stales  sle:imship  0]j/))ipia, 
and  his  subsequent  exi)loits  ai'e  known. 
Let  not  th(^  lustre  of  his  fame  be  dimmed, 
or  the  credit  of  his  dai'ing  acts  be  dis- 
connted.  Yet  in  Asiatic  waters  there 
wtM'e  brave  Americans  before  him.  All 
honor  to  them  I 
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VS    eveniny  settles  down    alonu'   the   land. 
And   lamps   blink    and    the    wind    is   lulled   asleep 
Then    tbi'ouLih   the   spirit    moves  a   knowledge  deep 
The  day   denies  us;     then   a   living   hand 
Nestles    from    Nature   into   ours,   as    sand 

STuh's   in    tiu^   glass:     we   di'cam.   and   half   we   leap 
The    barriers    that    tlu^    dmnl)   liecordcu's   k(H'p. 
A   ray   streams   through,   and    half    W(^   understand. 

For   twilight    is    the   spirit's   dwelling-place. 

Where    mystei'V    meits   tlie   slow-dissolving    world 

And    ghosts   of   oi'der   step    froui    accident. 
Faith    that   still    hovers    where    the   dew    is  ])earled 
Sl(Mils   foi'th   and    beckons,   ami  from  banishment 
(^ur   dearer   selves    we   summon    face   to   face. 


AN    ANG^EL    IN    A   WEB. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 
A   FRIEND    HELPS   TO   SPIN    THE   WEB. 

LAURA  at  last  began  to  bear  upon  ber 
face  tbe  ini})rinls  of  wbat  sbe  liad 
suffered.  Enviable  tbey  were  from  nioi'e 
tban  one  stand-point,  for  tbey  were  tbe 
first  strong  indications  of  cbaracter.  One 
could  say  tbat  sbe  bad  grown  five  years 
older  in  tbree  days,  but  even  now  siie 
did  not  look  ber  age,  because  tlie  growtb 
bad  been  upon  a  former  cbildislniess 
wbicli  bad  not  been  consistent  witb  ber 
years.  Her  eyes  bad  been  beautiful  only 
witb  tbe  beauty  of  a  fawn's  eyes,  wbicli 
reflect  notbingof  tbe  soul.  Her  face  liad 
been  pretty  only  witb  tbe  cbarm  of  an 
unwi'itten  page.  But  now  cliaracter  was 
at  work,  tracing  a  faint  line  bereand  new- 
sbaping  an  infantile  I'oundness  tbere,  to 
bring  ber  nearer  wbat  sbe  was — a  young 
woman  of  seventeen  and  sligbtly  more. 
Sbe  was  tbe  better  looking  foi'  tbis  out- 
cropping of  wbat  was  in  ber,  because  ber 
soul,  wbicb  was  disclosing  itself,  was  bet- 
ter wortby  of  admiration  tban  ber  vacant 
juvenility  bad  been. 

Tbe  very  temper  sbe  was  in,  wben  sbe 
came  out  upon  tbe  road  again,  was  strong 
enougb  to  print  faint  outlines  of  itssbad- 
ow  on  ber  face,  and  sbe  bad  undergone 
many  sucb  trials  witbin  a  few  days.  Now 
sbe  walked  boldly  towards  tbe  town.  })ast 
increasing  numbers  of  people,  wliom  sbe 
noted  no  more  tban  if  tbey  bad  not  been, 
tbougb  every  villager  turned  to  look  again 
at  ber.  Her  expression  was  iixed,  so  tbat 
one  saw  a  squareness  about  bercbin  wliicb 
bad  not  before  been  noticeable.  Her  eyes 
were  no  longer  miniature  sky-retlecting 
pools.  Tbey  beld  a  suggestion  of  wildness 
framed  in  a  frown.  Sbe  moved  witb  some 
baste,  but  more  of  (irmness,  so  tbat  an 
impudent  butcber-boy  witb  bis  basket  got 
out  of  ber  way  as  if  sbe  bad  l>een  a  man. 

"Ob,'"  sbe  muttered,  like  a  latter-day 
Job,  "bow  mucb  must  I  go  tbrougb? 
How  long  can  tbis  keep  on:'  Wbat 
would  I  not  giv(^  to  know  bow  to  turn  — 
or  wbat  to  do^  If  1  could  only  get  to  New 
York  and  bnd  tbose  lawyers,  bow  bapp}' 
I  sbould  be!" 


Anotber  quarter  of  a  mile  sbe  walked, 
and  tben  sbe  spoke  again,  almost  aloud: 

"  I  sball  beg.  1  never  imagined  I  could 
tbink  of  it,  but  I  sball  ask  some  one  for 
nujney,  so  as  not  to  be  so  belpless — just 
for  a  day,  to  bold  up  my  bead  and  look 
around.  Surely,  surely,  I  was  not  born 
to  undei'go  tbis.  It  does  not  seem  tbat  I 
can  stand  it.'' 

Sbe  came  to  tbe  botel,  but  found  berself 
unable  to  go  in  as  sbe  bad  promised.  Sbe 
passed  on,  and  strode  on  into  tbe  open 
country,  over  wbicb  tbe  sbadows  were 
slanting  lengtbily. 

Tappin  bad  been  witb  tbe  old  Colonel 
foi*  nearly  an  bour,  endeavoring  to  con- 
vince bini  tbat  tbe  girlisb  wastrel  wbo 
bad  drifted  into  tbe  bouse  could  not  by 
any  ])ossibility  be  bis  middle-aged  sister, 
wbo  went  away  older  tban  tbis  young 
lady  twenty  yeai'S  before. 

"Tben  sbe  died  wben  sbe  left  liere, 
and  tbis  was  ber  gbost,"  said  tbe  obsti- 
nate invalid.  "You  knew  my  sister,  Hel- 
en— Mrs.  Balm,  sbe  became — and  if  you 
bad  seen  bei*  as  I  did  in  tbis  room  tbis 
afternoon,  you  would  undei'stand  wby  I 
am  not  to  be  argued  into  doubting  my 
plain  eyesigbt.  I  won't  bave  it,  Tappin  ; 
b\^  tbe  Eternal,  I  wH)n't  be  faced  down 
about  it.  Put  on  your  bat  and  ovei'coat 
and  go  and  find  ber,  Sbe  can't  bave  gone 
far.  Perbaps  you  bad  better  take  tbe  wag- 
on. S(H^  ber  t'or  yourscdf.  and  tben  come 
and  tell  me  wbetber  sbe's  Helen's  S})irit 
or  wbat." 

■*I"11  find  ber,  sir,'"  said  Tappin.  "  lam 
as  curious  as  yourself,  ])articularly,  if 
you'll  excuse  me  saying  it,  because  you've 
not  a  ])article  of  fever,  and  you  seem  quite 
yourself." 

On  tbe  main  street  of  Powellton  be 
encountered  old  Cbristmas,  wlio  called 
from  across  tbe  I'oad,  and  bobbled  over 
to  bim. 

"  You  may  bave  to  wait  a  bit  for  ber  at 
tbe  botel,"  said  be.  "  Sbe  wasn't  going 
in.  but  sbe'll  bave  to  cojne  back  to  it.  I 
bave  a  sure  feeling  sbe  will,  at  least  by  tbe 
time  you've  been  tbere  a  few  minutes." 

"  Wbo  are  you  talking  about?"  Tappin 
asked  liim. 


762  lIARPKJrS    NEW    MONTHLY    MAGAZINE. 

"  Tlic  youn^"  My  ill  tlio  wcl)."  (  Mii-istinns  '"  No.  I  know  iiolbiufr  about  lier.     Then 

said.       " 'IMh^    same  one   you    liad    ;il   yoiir  slieis  alive,  is  slie.  uiissr"  Ta])})iii  a>ked. 

house  last  iii<ilit.    (  )h.  I  l<no\v  olhci- I'olks's  "'()li    yes,   iiiotlier   is   alive:    but  >lie    is 

])iisiiiess     that's  all  llie  uood  Iain.    TdidiTt  very  ill.      I  was  afraid  you  had  come  frttni 

.stop  hei-  because  I  couUln'l  see  my  way  to  her.       You    asked    her   g'iven    luime;    it    is 

lielj)  her,  ihoug-h  she  was  neai' crazy  wiih  lltden." 

liei-  troubles.''  ""^Ma'am,"    said    Ta})|>iu    to    the    cook. 

"' What  do  you  know  about  her :'      ^Vh()  ""just  leave  me  with  this  youn<:-  lady  for 

is  she?"  a    few   moments,   tbei-e's    a   good   ^voman. 

"  A  lly  ill  a  web,  sir.      Ton   my    word  I   want    to    speak    with    her.  private,   you 

slug's  notiiino-  else;   just   a    poor   little   My.  know." 

so    lonely    and   lieli)less   and    young    and  Tlu^  shrewd  old  servtiut.  born  and  bred 

good,  and  yet  all    tangled   u})    in    misfor-  to   listen   and    not    to  speak,  led   Laura   to 

tunes."  talk  of  herself  for  lialf  an  houi".  while  he 

"  You  know  more  than  you'll  tell,  you  volunteered  nothing  exce})t  that  "the 
old  busybody,'' said  Tappin  :  "  hut  Lll  soon  folks  up  at  the  house  had  taken  an  inter- 
find  out^  the  little  Em  after."  est  in   her."      He  did  do  a  little  violence 

Tap))in  went  on  to  the  kitchen   of  the  to   his  training   l)y  hinting  that   liis    em- 

Powellton    Hotel,  and    there    was   Laiu'a,  ])b)yers  miiiht  aid  lier  in  seeking  her  I'el- 

her    mind   at   less   tension,  and    her   body  atives:    though,  he  saitl.  this  de})ended  on 

tired.    He  liad  walked  to  the  centre  of  the  many  things,  the  household  being  so  up- 

room  when,  hearing  liis  steps,  she  turned  set   by  the  illness   of   the   Colonel,  which 

and  faced  him.    He  could  not  control  him-  was  why  she  had  been  asked  to  leave  tlie 

self  against  the  shock  which  the  sight  of  place    sooner    than     was    intended.       He 

her  gave  him.  quizzed  her  to  good  purpose.      Her  resem- 

''My  God!"  he  muttered.    "No  wonder  blance  to  her  mother  convinced  him  that 

lie  sentnie!''  she  was  as  she  described  hei'self:   but  lier 

"  Good-morning,  Mr.  Tapi)in,"  said  the  hardest  task,  of  which   she  was  as  obliv- 

cook.       "What's    wrong    with    you.    sir,  ions  as  of  all  that  was  being  imj»osed  upon 

wandering  into  my  kitcluui — into  which  her.  was  to  assure  him  of  her  good  char- 

everybody  else  lias  taken  to  walking,  free  acter.      He   had  heard  that  she  had  been 

like,  so  wliy  shouldn't  you:'"  wayfaring  with  loafers  through  the  coun- 

''Tliis    young    lady,"  the    butler    said.  ti'y.  and  he  was  cognizant  of  the  ejiisode 

''was    she — I    beg    your    pardon,   miss,  of  the  safe  key  at  the  Clock  House.     Very 

would  you    mind  saying  wliere   you  was  shrewdly,  without  in  any   way  betraying 

last  night  and  most  of  to-day^"  his  suspicions,  he   induced  her  to  defend 

"I    slopped    at    a    Mr.  Lamont's  —  the  her  character.      As    she    had    nothing  to 

house    in    the    large    grounds    above    the  conceal,  her  whole  story  was  easily  di-awn 

town.''  from  her.      He  was  soon  satisfied  that  she 

"Right;     it    is    you    I'm    h^ok'ing    for.  was  a  j^ure  girl,  and  that  her  bri(^f  experi- 

Would  you  mind  telling  me  who  I'm  ad-  ence  with  Heintz  had   left  no  stain  ui)on 

dressing,  miss:'"  her.     Her  account  of  the  manner  in  which 

''  ]My  name  is  Laura  Balm."  she    came    to    visit    the   Colonel's   bedside 

"Y'our    mother's    maiden    name — will  was  so   frankly  and   innocently  narrated 

you  tell  UHi  that.  i)lease  :■"  as    to    make  it    evident    that    she  thought 

"I    do    not    know    it.       It    may    seem  only    of  the    o|iportunity  it    gave    her  to 

strange,"  Laura  said,  "but  she  never  tohl  reiuler  a   slight    service  in  retui'U  for  the 

it   to   me.      She   always  sim'uuhI   to  try  to  kindness  of  the  gentleman  who  requested 

forget  her  early  life.      T  think  it  was  be-  it.      What  she  em})hasiz(Hl  was  her  regret 

cause   she  had    only  a   brother  in    all  the  that    the    hous(>keeper    had    ha})i)ened    to 

world,  and  they  quarrel  hnl.      She  seldom  coiiu^    u})on    her   in    the    room,    and    been 

spoke  even  of  him.  and  then  only  vague-  startled    into   arousing    the   invalid   from 

ly.''  his  sleej). 

"Sui'ely  you  know  what  her  first  name  In  recalling  the  vei'v  little  she  knevv  of 

was?''  lier    mother's    earlier    life    with    her    bro- 

"  Why  do  you  sjieak  so  of  herf  Laura  ther,   she    startled   the   butler   more    than 

asked,  fearful  of  evil  uimvs.       "  Have  you  onc(\ 

come    from  —  where    she    is  ^      Has  any-  "  M(^ther    told    me,"  she    said,   "that   a 

thing  dreadful  happened^"  portrait  of  herself,  at  just  about  my  own 
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age,  is  framed  in  the  oalcen  i)aiH'llijio-  of 
a  beautiful  room  in  lici*  old  iiome.  O^) 
posite  is  the  picture  of  lier  bi-otlier,  and 
ou  the  other  walls  are  paiiitiiig-s  of  her 
moLlier  and  father." 

Tappiri  knew  that  Mrs.  Balm's  portrait 
and  the  others  had  once  occupied  this 
exact  relationshi[)  in  the  dinino'-room  at 
the  Clock  House,  hut  he  kept  his  know- 
led  g-e  to  himself. 

"Go  on,  please,"  he  urged:  "try  to 
think  of  something-  else  she  told  you.'' 

"  Well,  once  when  I  asked  mother  how 
she  came  by  a  deep  little  scar  on  her  fore- 
I  head,  just  beneath  her  haii*,  she  said  that 
in  a  great  garden  behind  her  old  home 
tJjere  were  two  iron  statues,  one  of  a  little 
boy  standing  beside  a  goat,  and  the  other 
of  a  little  girl  beside  a  lamb.  Once  she 
was  romping  at  a  game  of  tug  around 
the  statue  of  the  boy  and  goat,  and  the 
whole  statue,  pedestal  and  all,  fell  over 
and  nearly  killed  her.  She  was  ill  in 
hed  for  weeks.  When  her  mind  gave 
way  recently,  the  doctors  said  it  might 
have  been  because  of  the  wound  she  had 
got  at  that  time." 

"Yes,  miss,"  and  "how  awful,  miss!" 
was  all  that  Tappin  said,  though  he  re- 
membei'ed  the  incident  clearly,  for  he  had 
been  a  boN'"  on  the  place  at  tlie  time,  and 
had  helped  to  carry  the  little  girl  into  the 
house  when  she  lay  stunned  beneath  the 
fallen  statue.  He  was  very  proud  of  his 
self-control  as  he  listened,  to  all  a])peMr- 
ances  unmoved,  for  he  really  wanted  to 
grasp  Laura's  hand  and  bid  her  welcome 
to  a  beautiful  home  of  which  she  was  in 
ignorance.  But  a  lifetime  habit  con- 
trolled, and  a  servant's  limitations  beset 
him. 

When  he  took  his  leave  of  Laura  he 
merely  said,  "I  wish  you  would  stay  right 
here,  miss,  until  you  get  a  message  or 
some  one  is  sent  to  you." 

Out  in  the  open  air  he  felt  like  shout- 
ing. Never  had  he  ])erformed  such  im- 
])oi-tant  service  as  this.  Of  all  tlie  ser- 
vants at  the  Clock  House,  he  alone  had 
known  Mrs.  Balm.  He  alone  could  say 
positively  that  the  old  Colonel's  insistence 
that  Laura  was  like  her  was  entirely  i-ea- 
sonable  and  well  founded.  And  now  he 
had  what  he  considered  the  most  positive 
proof  that  the  girl  was  Mrs.  Balm's  daugh- 
tei*;  yes,  moi-e,  an  instinctive  assurance 
that  she  was  a  good  girl,  who  would  bring 
credit  to  any  family,  even  that  of  the  La- 
monts.      He   felt  his  importance  as  if  it 


might  lift  him  oil'  the  ground,  and  yet  he 
presently  Hung  it  all  to  the  winds  by  the 
very  reverse  of  the  coui'se  he  had  main- 
taiiKHl  in  his  interview  with  Laui'a. 

Til  is  was  when  he  met  young  Lamont 
loafing  about  Powellton.  Tai)pin  meant, 
when  he  caught  sight  of  the  man  ap- 
l)r()a('hing  him,  only  to  salute  him  and 
pass  on,  but  Jack  st()i)ped  him,  saying, 
"  Well,  Ta])pin.  have  you  got  rid  of  that 
girl  ti'ani])  up  at  the  house?" 

This  was  more  than  even  the  sage  Tap- 
l)in  felt  called  ui)on  to  pass  over  in  silence. 
"If  it's  your  cousin  you  refer  to,  Mr. 
Lamont,  we  have  not  got  I'id  of  her." 

"  My  cousin:'  Whal's  the  matter  with 
you,  Tapping  I  have  no  girl  cousin.  I 
mean  that  girl  there  was  such  a  fuss 
about  at  tlu;  house  this  morning." 

"  So  do  I  mean  the  same  one,  sir,"  said 
Tai)i)iii.  "  ]\Iiss  Balm,  daughter  of  the 
Colonel's  sister.  I  have  just  left  her  at 
the  hotel,  sir,  after  satisfying  myself  that 
she  is  what  I  say;  though,  for  the  mat- 
ter of  that,  sir,  it  was  the  Colonel  who 
suspected  it  Hrst,  from  a  mere  glance  he 
got  at  her  face.  So,  Mr.  Lamont,  she's 
not  got  rid  of — for  all  that  you  call  her  a 
tramp,  and  worse;  it's  my  opinion  she'll 
not  b(!  got  rid  of,  either,  in  many  a  long 
year." 

"The  devil  you  say!  Is  this  ti'ue? 
Well— damn  it — old  fellow,  how  could  I 
know  who  she  was,  or  that  she  wasn't 
like  any  otlu^*  lly-by-night  one  nieets? 
Well,  well,  well;  this — is — a  sur])rise." 

"  The  Colonel  would  have  her  back 
even  when  he'd  only  his  sus))ici()ns,"  said 
Tap])in,  ''so  that  you  may  be  sure  she'll 
be  warmly  welcomed  now  that  them  sus- 
picions proves  true.  I  can  say  that  to 
you  and  no  harm  done,  tliough  I  did  not 
say  it  to  hei-.  1  merely  asked  her  to  wait 
at  the  hotel,  saying,  I  says,  that  maybe 
she'd  have  a  mes.sage,  or.  says  I,  somebody 
would  come  antl  lake  her  back  to  the 
house.'' 

"You  always  was  as  shi'ewd  as  they 
make  'em,"  said  Jack,  craftily.  "  Stop  a 
mouHint.  Take  a  cigai'.  Light  up  and 
sin()k<!  it  now.  T  sha'n't  mind.  I'll  walk 
a  little  way  with  you."' 

"I'll  enjoy  it  some  other  time,"'  said 
Tapi)in,  i)ocketing  the  cigar.  "  Really,  I 
must  hurry,  for  the  Colonel  is  wild  to 
hear  the  news.  And,  to  tell  the  truth, 
I'm  crazy  to  be  telling  it  to  him." 

"  I  don't  wonder  at  it — not  a  little  bit," 
Lamont  said.    "  That's  right,  hurry  along, 
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and  I'll  keep  up  with  you  a  little  wa3^ 
Wonder  atit?  No,  indeed.  It's  the  most 
surprising  thing"  that's  happened  in  the 
family  in  my  time.  I'll  bet  the  young* 
lady  was  surprised  when  she  heard  the 
facts — one  of  the  heirs  to  a  fortune,  and 
the  owner  on  his  death-bed." 

"She  will  be  surprised,  poor  young 
lady,"  said  Tappin;  "but  I  didn't  tell 
her.  Not  a  thing  did  I  tell  her.  It  was 
she  who  told  me  all  I  wanted — her  whole 
history,  even  down  to  little  things  that 
happened  her  mother  before  she  was  born  ; 
things  I  was  a  witness  of  myself."  And 
here  the  silly  old  servant  repeated  parts 
of  several  revelations  of  Laura's  that 
went  to  prove  her  the  daughter  of  Helen 
Lamont. 

"And  you  never  told  her  what  you 
was  questioning  her  for,  or  what  she 
proved  herself  to  be?" 

"I  never  gave  her  a  glimpse  of  a 
shadow  of  an  idea  of  what  it  was  all 
about,"  said  Tappin.  "  I  just  remarked 
that  the  folks  wanted,  says  I,  to  know 
something  about  her,  and  perhaps,  I  says, 
they'd  help  her  to  find  her  people.  What 
right  had  I  to  pass  my  own  judgment  or 
to  be  making  promises  to  be  carried  out 
by  the  folks  I  work  for?" 

"  Oh,  but  you  never  losn  your  wits,  do 
you?"  Lamont  said.  "You  never  are 
caught  napping,  are  you?" 

"  Well,  I  never  thought  myself  so  very 
wise,"  said  the  butler,  whose  vanity  was 
swelling  like  a  turkey's  feathers.  "But 
I  must  hurry  along,  sir,  if  you'll  excuse 
me." 

"  Don't  let  me  keep  3'Ou,"said  Lamont. 
"  Good-by.  You'll  make  a  great  sensa- 
tion at  the  old  house." 

It  was  a  great  sensation  indeed.  Tap- 
pin reported  faithfully  to  the  old  Colonel 
all  that  he  had  seen  and  heard,  and  the 
impressions  these  discoveries  had  made 
upon  him,  in  confirmation  of  his  master's 
instinctive  feeling  of  Laura's  kinship. 
The  effect  upon  the  Colonel  was  magical. 
He  sat  up  in  bed,  and,  with  a  stronger 
light  in  his  eyes  and  a  stouter  voice 
than  it  had  been  thought  he  could  sum- 
mon, he  cross  -  questioned  his  old  ser- 
vant, commented  on  the  news,  and  philos- 
ophized about  the  change  in  the  family 
fortunes  which  the  finding  of  the  girl 
would  bring  about.  The  apparent  new 
flow  of  strength  and  enthusiasm  proved 
to  be  the  final  outputtings  of  his  energy. 
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"  I  shall  leave  you  all  directly,"  he 
said  to  Mr.Borrowes.  '"  This  is  alll  have 
waited  for.  I  have  dreamed  of  my  sister 
for  several  nights,and  have  felt  that  she — 
or  some  one  near  her — was  coming."  He 
spoke  in  broken  sentences,  like  a  man 
whose  breath  eluded  him,  "  I've  waited 
very  long— very  long  —  and  patiently, 
Borrowes.  I'm  glad — now — that  I  can 
soon  go." 

"Nonsense,  my  dear  sir,"  said  the  law- 
yer. "  You  have  slept  well,  and  are  dis- 
tinctly mending.  Let's  have  no  sucli 
talk.  Old  fellows  like  us  are  knotty,  and 
hard  to  cut  down.  You've  been  fighting 
against  odds.  They've  had  you  with 
your  back  to  the  wall,  but  now  you've  as 
good  as  won.  Think  of  that  old  port 
you've  got  left  in  the  cellar  and  the  laugh 
we'll  have  at  the  doctor  and  the  dominie 
— and  the  sweet  girl  who  will  cheer  the 
house  after  this.  All  you  need  is  quiet 
and  rest  for  a  few  days  more.  Calm 
yourself,  now;  to-morrow  will  be  time 
enough  for  us  to  talk  over  this  new  situ- 
ation." 

"I  shall  never  see  to-morrow's  light," 
said  the  old  man,  "  Don't  deceive  your- 
self. Death's  close  to  me,  and — I  know 
it,  and  am  not  afraid.  Send  for  my 
niece — quickly.  Let  me  look  at  her  and 
hear  her  voice,  God  bless  her  for  bring- 
ing me  such  relief!  At  last  Providence 
has  given  me  an  heir — and  my  harshness 
to  Helen  can  be  expiated.  I'm  tired, 
Borrowes  —  tired  of  going  on  my  knees 
to  beg  some  one  to  take  my  property. 
Send  for  my  niece,  and  let  me  see  her 
made  mistress  here  to-night." 

The  lights  were  being  lit  and  the  Etlie- 
rians  were  reassembling  when  the  house- 
keeper hastened  to  her  room  to  dress  for 
the  grateful  task  of  fetching  Laura  back 
to  the  Clock  House,  back  to  her  own 
roof-tree,  out  of  the  storm  and  stress  of 
the  most  perverse  circumstances  that  ever, 
within  tlie  knowledge  of  these  new-found 
friends,  beset  a  simple,  innocent,  and  noble 
girl. 

The  Colonel  slept  heavily  with  clogged 
breathing,  greatly  weakened  by  the  strain 
he  had  undergone;  but  Ta})pin  did  not 
spare  him. 

"Colonel.  Please,  sir.  Colonel,"  he 
called,  while  he  bent  over  the  bed. 

"Yes,  3^es,  Tappin.      What  is  it  now?" 

"I'm  very  sorry,  sir.  It's  about  the 
young  lady — your  niece,  sir.      She's  gone. 
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sir.  She's  o-oiie  to  New  York  on  tlic  G.IO 
express.  Your  nephew,  sir,  lias  taken 
lier  off.'' 

"Jack?" 

"Yes,  sir." 

CIIAPTEK   IX. 

HOTir    SIDES    OF    A    GRAVE. 

The  invalid  (li*op])e(l  his  head  back 
upon  the  pillow  and  was  qniet,  except 
for  his  breathing,  that  ras]->ed  its  way  to 
and  fro  in  his  throat.  After  a  nionient, 
stretched  to  many  times  its  actual  length 
in  the  butler's  anxious  mind,  the  Colonel 
ronsed  himself. 

"  I  must  be  kept  awake,''  he  said,  with 
awesome  huskiness  thickening'  the  treble 
of  his  voice.  "If  I  sleep  now  I"]l  never 
wake  again:  do  you  understand,  Ta])pin? 
And  I  have  too  much  to  do.  How  lias 
this — this  new  deviltry — been  managed? 
What  made  her — how  did  he  induce—"' 

"He  got  news  of  who  she  was.  sir. 
And  he  went  to  her,  pretending  to  be 
sent  by  yon,  and  told  her  she  was  to  go 
to  New  York  with  him  to  find  her  rela- 
tives.     I'm  very  sorry,  sii*." 

"  You  told  him  then,"  said  theCohmel. 
"  He  got  the  news  from  you,  or  Miss  John- 
son. Nobody  else  knew  it,  and  nobody 
but  you  has  been  to  the  village.  It  was 
you  who  told  him.  Tap])in." 

"  I  did,  sir,"  said  Ta})pin.  "  I  deserve 
anything  for  it.  I  met  him  on  the  road, 
and  he  spoke  of  her — very  badly,  sir; 
indeed  lie  did — and  I  answered  without 
thinking." 

"Well,  it  doesn't  matter;  it's  done. 
You've  been  a  good  servant  to  me.  Tap- 
pin — and  now  you've  got  your  hands  full 
to  bring  her  back  when  I'm  gone.  It's 
annoying.  I  wanted  to  see  her  —  but 
what  does  it  matter?  Jack  is  up  —  to 
some  of  his  deviltry — but  he  won't  suc- 
ceed. f<n'  she's  a  good  girl.  There  was 
only  one  rascal  ever  born — to  this  family 
— rascal  or  fool — the  same  thing.  He 
won't  succeed.  Bring  her  back— when 
I'm  gone.  Promise  me.  Tap]>in.  Now 
get  Borrowes.  Wliy  can't  he  stay  by 
me— just  this  little  while?  Call  him 
quickly,  for  I'm   tired  —  tired   of  all   this 

WOIM'V." 

To  the  lawyer,  when  he  came,  the  dying 
man  talked  eai'nestly  and  clearly,  though 
in  broken  phrases  separated  l)y  his  strug- 
gles for  breath. 

"It's  a  race  between  vou — and  death. 


old  friend/'  said  the  Colonel.  ""And 
death's  got  the  start  of  you.  so  be  quick — 
do  be  quick.  And,  Tappin.  you  keep  me 
awake.  The  best  way — will  be  to  tell  me 
— how  you  came  to  talk  to  Jack — about 
my  niece.  Goon;  tell  me,  man.  That  will 
make  me  very  angry,  and  Iceep  me  awake — 
pei'haps — though  I  fear  I  can't  get  angry 
as  I  ought  to.  It  is  too  much  trouble. 
Tap])in.  When  I'm  gone — think  of  what 
I  said — that  it  is  too  much  trouble  to  get 
angry:   trouble  for  nothing. 

"Leave  everything  to  my  niece.  Laura 
Balm — do  you  hear.  Borrowes?  Sole  heir, 
you  understand.  Say  that  if  she's  foully 
dealt  with — or  dies — or  can't  be  found — 
then  Archibald  —  Archibald  will  inherit 
all.  Now.  then.  Tap]nn.  you  muddling  old 
— old —  Go  on.  go  on.  Tell  me  how  you 
came  to  make  such  a  fool  of  youi'self." 

Tappin  talked,  and  tlie  Colonel  strained 
at  his  weakening  senses  to  keep  himself 
awake,  while  the  pen  of  the  lawyer  raced 
to  and  fro  across  the  paper.  At  last  the 
old  man  was  lifted  to  a  sitting  i)osture.  a 
pen  was  put  in  his  hand,  and  he  executed 
his  signature,  clearly  and  firmly,  though 
almost  mechanically,  as  men  of  affairs 
wi'ite  their  names  after  a  lifetime's  con- 
stant practice. 

He  tried  to  speak  as  he  was  being  low- 
ered back  Ti])on  his  pillow,  but  no  words 
came.  And  in  an  hour  he  had  passed 
life's  barrier  to  join  the  spirit  of  his  mo- 
ther, leaviiig  his  woi'n-out  bodv  on  the 
bed. 

"  What,  mother!  you  here?"  he  said  to 
her.  ""Why.  then,  it  was  you  who  kept 
coming  to  me  while  I  was  ill.  and  coun- 
selled me  about  my  sister  and  my  niece. 
Of  coui'se.  I  know  it  now.  but  I  did  not 
understand  it  then.  I  was  constantly  on 
the  verge  of  grasping  the  knowledge  that 
it  was  you.  and  yet  I  kept  forever  slipping 
away  from  it  again.  You  know  tliat 
feeling,  don't  you.  of  having  a  name  or  a 
word  at  the  tip  of  your  tongue  and  then 
losing  it?  Your  presence  tantalized  me 
in  just  that  way.  My  I  how  well  I  do 
feel  —  but  how  strange,  too:  so  light  and 
free  1" 

"You  don't  realize  that  your  body  is 
dead,  my  son." 

"  Dead?  I?  How  can  I  be  dead?  I  am 
not  even  dreaming!" 

"No.  not  dreaming."  his  mother  said. 
'■  But  look  at  your  body  there  on  the  bed. 
Remembei'  that  you  ai-e  s])eaking  to  me — 
standing  face  to  face  with  me — whose  body 
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was  laid  aside  forty  years  ago.  Your  mo- 
ments are  precious,  for  you  are  about  to 
pass  for  a  time  from  sight  and  knowledge 
of  earthly  affairs." 

"  How  extraordinary  !  And  I  was  feel- 
ing that  I  had  recovered  from  that  awful 
illness.  But  I  see ;  it  must  l)e  so,  of  course. 
Why,  here's  Editha!''  the  Colonel  said,  as 
the  spirit  of  his  wife  appeared  before  him. 
"  How  glad  I  am  to  see  you,  dear  Editlia! 
There  was  not  a  day  after  you  were  taken 
from  me  that  I  did  not  think  of  you  more 
than  once.  No  one  ever  took  your  place 
in  my  heart,  Editha.  And  you  too  liave 
been  frequently  with  me  of  late.  I  know" 
it  perfectly  now,  and  it  seems  so  strange 
that  I  did  not  realize  it  at  the  time.  It 
was  you  who  made  me  think  so  constant- 
ly of  yourself;  you  led  me  to  dream  that 
you  wei-e  by  my  side — caressing  and  com- 
forting me.  How  plaguily  that  know- 
ledge did  evade  me!  A  thousand  times 
I  seemed  on  the  point  of  realizing  your 
presence,  and  each  time  the  recognition 
slipped  by  and  left  me  unsatisfied.  But 
how  good  it  is  to  see  and  be  with  you 
both!  If  this  is  death,  it  is  an  improve- 
ment upon — " 

"Listen,  my  son.  You  must  not  lose 
an  instant,"  said  Mrs.  Lamont.  "Only  a 
few  moments  of  this  after-consciousness 
are  allotted  to  you  at  this  time.  It  is  not 
fit  that  any  spirit  should  remain  while  its 
earthly  senses  are  fresh  and  keen  to  wit- 
ness Avhat  occurs  immediately  after  the 
passage  from  mortal  life.  Your  new  pow- 
ers are  not  developed;  your  earthly  ties 
are  too  newly  broken.  Therefore  the 
grief,  confusion,  disturbances  of  your 
plans,  the  possible  quarrels  and  ingrati- 
tude of  relatives,  are  things  you  cannot 
alter  or  mend,  and  so  you  may  not  wit- 
ness them.  Be  quick.  You  have  already 
tarried  long.  Have  you  any  questions  to 
ask  ?" 

'■  I  cannot  adjust  my  mind  to  this  so 
hurriedly,"  he  said. 

''Your  niece?"  his  mother  suggested. 
"  You  would  like  to  ask  about  her." 

"Yes,  my  niece,"  he  repeated,  eagerly. 
"  Will  she  be  found,  and  become  the  mis- 
tress of  the — " 

Even  as  he  spoke  tlie  two  Etherians 
saw  the  ray  that  was  his  soul  fade  and 
disappear.  And  where  ho  had  been 
there  remained  nothing  that  even  they 
could  see. 

"  So,"  said  Mrs.  Lamont,  as  calmly  as 
if  her  son   had  merely   stc})ped   into   the 


next  room,  which,  perhaps,  is  precisely 
how  she  regarded  his  change  of  condition, 
"  he  has  gone  from  all  care  and  trouble, 
and  only  things  too  stupendous  for  our 
comprehension  willconcernhim  anymore. 
But,  Editha,  you  seem  to  me  to  retain  a 
great  deal  of  the  old  mortal  interest  in 
earthly  things.  You  and  Deborah  both 
display  an  enthusiasm  here  which  spirits 
seldom  feel  except  where  an  injury  or 
grievance,  like  murder  or  moral  wounds, 
outlives  the  grave.  It  all  seems  trifling 
to  me.  I  came  to  ease  the  Colonel's  suf- 
ferings and  welcome  him  to  his  new  state, 
and  I  have  felt  little  interest  in  anything 
more." 

"  I  love  Laura,"  said  Editha.  "  She  is 
so  sweet— and  helpless.  But  you  cannot 
say  I  have  enthusiasm.  If  I  had,  what 
agony  I  would  suffer  to  see  her  thrown 
out  of  her  only  home  and  decoyed  to 
New  York  by  that  wicked  man  while  I 
may  only  look  on !  I  must  let  her  mis- 
fortunes run  their  course,  it  sometimes 
seems,  and  may  only  calm  and  comfort 
her.  If  it  were  not  for  the  philosophy 
tliat  comes  with  everything  else,  I  could 
not  endure  my  impotence." 

"Yes,"  said  the  elder  Etherian ;  "but 
you  should  be  with  her  now.  Open  her 
eyes  to  his  character.  She  thinks  him 
a  good  man  and  her  friend.  Enlighten 
her  quickly.  Do  you  dare  to  say  that 
the  power  to  warn  and  guide  a  helpless 
soul  is  a  little  gift?  What  you  can  do 
counts  for  more  in  the  end  than  if  you 
were  a  mortal.  Look  at  Jack.  He  has 
her  in  his  power.  Yet  he  will  fail,  and 
she  will  triumph,  through  your  assist- 
ance." 

In  the  mean  time  the  6.10  express  from 
Fislikill  was  darting  over  the  country 
and  through  the  gathering  darkness 
with  every  scat  taken,  and  with  Laura 
Balm  and  Jack  Lamont  in  opposite  ends 
of  it.  It  did  not  agree  witli  any  part  of 
Latnont's  plan  to  be  separated  from  her, 
but,  as  it  was,  he  was  glad  to  find  a  seat 
for  himself  in  the  smoking-car,  and  to  get 
her  the  only  other  place  there  was,  in  the 
drawing-room  of  a  parlor-car,  beside  an 
elderly  man. 

While  she  had  waited  in  the  tavern 
kitchen  for  a  message  from  the  Clock 
House,  Lamont  came  and  told  her  that 
he  had  been  deputed  by  his  family  to 
take  her  to  New  York  and  help  her  to 
find  her  father's  lawyers  and  her  people. 
He  urg-ed  her  to  make  haste  in  order  to 
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catch  tlie  stage  that  woukl  meet  tlie  only 
fast  ti'ain  of  tliat  niirht.  DoubtiiiQ-  no- 
tliiiifi".  wliolly  o-rateful,  rejoiced  to  find 
lierself  on  the  way  to  New  York  at  last, 
she  l^ade  farewell  to  the  agitated  cook  at 
the  tavern,  and  entered  the  omiiibns 
which  was  about  to  start  for  Eishkill. 
xVfter  it,  on  a  baggag-e- wagon,  Christmas 
followed,  dubious  in  mind  and  disturbed 
at  heart.  There  was  just  room  for  Laura 
and  Lamont  in  the  stage,  but  the  shade  of 
Deborah  Lamont  also  found  space  there. 
Editlui,  too,  made  the  journey  also,  l)ut 
not  with  the  runaways. 

Deborah  clung  close  to  her  son,  stilling 
his  conscience,  applauding  him,  crying 
constantly  to  his  brain:  "Now  manage 
to  make  her  love  you.  Marry  her— mar- 
ry her — marry  her.  She  is  simple,  young, 
trusting.  Keep  others  away  from  her. 
Your  way  is  paved.  She  is  grateful.  Act 
quickly.  Marry  her — marry  her.  Then 
all  the  Colonel's  wealth  is  as  good  as 
yours." 

Jack  Lamont  listened, enchanted.  What 
voice  counselled  him  he  knew  no  more 
than  any  of  ns  do  when  two  promptings 
besiege  our  consciousness,  contrarily  or 
in  unison.  He  only  knew  that  this  sec- 
ond voice  carried  agreeable  counsel.  His 
earlier  impulse  had  been  to  play  with 
Laura  as  the  toy  of  a  season.  Even 
when  he  learned  who  she  was.  he  still 
planned  to  bind  her  to  him  in  dishonoi*. 
and  share  ^vhat  he  could  get  of  her  pro})- 
erty  with  her  disgrace.  But  then  came 
the  uj'ging  of  this  newer,  second  con- 
science: "  Marry  her!  marry  her!"  Why 
not.  indeed?  Then  there  would  be  no 
danger  or  scandal,  and  all  her  fortune 
would  be  his. 

Editha  did  not  counsel  her,  did  not  ca- 
ress her;  never  once  came  close  to  her. 
Deboi'ah  knew  why,  just  as  Editha  di- 
vined Deborah's  whisperings  to  Jack. 
Editha  spent  her  time  and  counsel  alto- 
gether on  old  Clu'istmas,  although  her 
communications  Avere  not  welcomed  by 
him.  Any  mortal  on-looker  might  have 
seen  that  they  })erplexed  him.  He  would 
stand  still  to  receive  them.  Then  he 
would  walk'  on,  shaking  his  white  locks 
and  muttering.  It  was  evident  that  the 
impulses  with  which  she  stirred  his  mind 
almost  excited  ]\un  to  rebellion  against 
his  gentle  monitor.  But  she  came  to  him 
again  and  again,  and  re])eated  her  in- 
junctions until  his  judgment,  from  lloun- 
dei'ing  midway  between  his  own  prom})t- 


ings  and  hers,  was  at  last  dragooned  over 
to  her  support. 

On  the  platform  of  the  sprawling  rail- 
way station  at  Eishkill  Laura  was  left  to 
herself,  while  Lamont  bought  the  tickets 
and  a  box  of  fruit  and  sandwiches  for 
her.  Slie  came  upon  Christmas  on  the 
platform,  and  spoke  to  him  cheerily,  say- 
ing that  at  last  she  was  on  her  way  to 
New  Yorlc,  whei'e  she  would  find  friends, 
or.  at  least,  would  be  directed  where  to 
find  them. 

''  You  call  it  going  to  New  York,"  said 
Christmas,  gravely.  "I  call  it  to  the 
shearing.  Ay.  the  shearing  first  —  but, 
pray  God,  no  fui-ther."" 

'"Why,  Christmas,  what  makes  you 
talk  to  me  like  that?"  Laura  asked.  '"  It 
is  not  nice  of  you  to  treat  me  so,  after 
letting  me  see  how  kind  and  friendly  you 
can  be.  You  did  not  talk  so  to  me  after 
you  got  to  know  me.  when  we  walked  to 
Powellton  together  the  other  day.  I  am 
so  much  in  your  debt.  Let  me  alwaj'S 
feel  that  you  are  my  friend." 

"I  would  have  given  an  arm  to  help 
you  the  othei'  day,  miss."  said  Christmas; 
"now  I  would  give  my  head  and  body. 
But  heed  what  I  say — no  matter  how  I 
put  it.  I  see  too  much.  It  ain't  good  for 
an  old  man  like  me  to  see  so  many  things. 
It's  muddling." 

"Do  you  see  something  more  about 
me?"  Laura  asked,  with  a  friendh'  smile 
to  cover  her  amusement  at  his  preten- 
sions. "  I  am  not  afraid  to  have  you  tell 
it.  It  must  be  good,  for  my  dreams  and 
hopes  are  both  coming  true.  Tell  me 
what  you  see." 

"Tlie  same  web — wherever  you  turn," 
said  Christmas,  in  the  artificial  manner 
and  tone  of  his  prophetic  mood — ''  the  same 
web,  miss,  still  catching  your  feet.  No, 
no;  stay,  miss,  and  listen.  I'm  muddled; 
fearful  muddled,  I'll  admit.  But  I  nev- 
er muddle  no  one  else  with  my  seeings. 
AVhat  I  see  by  myself  is  that  you  are  in 
wicked  hands.  God  and  the  angels  (and 
the  fairies,  miss)  keep  you  out  of  harm, 
T  say.  Now  here's  what  the  fairies  say: 
They  told  me  to-night,  and  they  told  me 
last  night,  that  you  was  a-going  to  New 
Yorlc.  I  have  even  seen  you  there,  with 
my  own  eyes,  when  I  was  looking  yon. 
But  I  couldn't  see  no  further.  So  you've 
got  to  go,  miss.  I'm  sorry  indeed,  but 
you've  got  to  go." 

"  Yes.  yes."  said  Laura,  eagerly.  "  Then 
I'm  rio'ht.  vou  see. and  vou  must  be  wrong. 
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Why,  I've  prayed  to  get  there — to  find  my 
fathers  lawyer,  and  to  be  able  to  write 
to  father,  and  to  go  and  see  my  mother. 
Oh,  Christmas,  you  should  be  glad,  in- 
stead of  trying  to  frighten  me.'' 

"But  the  web — the  web!"  said  Christ- 
mas. "It  reaches  over  New  York. 
There's  nothing  but  the  web  around  you, 
there  and  here  and  in  between,  tying 
your  feet  and  ti'ipping  you  up.  I  meant 
to  warn  you  and  to  tell  your  friends  up 
at  the  Clock  House,  for  they  are  your 
true  friends,  miss,  not  tliis  man  here — oh 
no — but  the  others  at  tlie  house,  iih, 
then  comes  the  fairies,  who've  touched 
your  forehead  and  your  eyes.  They  are 
at  my  ears  now,  I  heed  what  they  say, 
because  they  are  your  friends  too.  They 
say  to  old  Christmas  that  you  are  to  go 
to  New  York.  I'm  sure  they're  wrong, 
and  yet  they  must  be  right.  That's  what 
muddles  me.  And  when  you're  muddled, 
miss,  the  best  thing  is  to  say  nothing  at 
all." 

Lamont  came  out  of  the  station  and 
approached  the  speakers. 

"  Thank  you  so  much,  Christmas,"  said 
Laura.  "  Good-by.  Don't  worry  about 
me  any  more." 

".Go  away!  Get  out,  you  dirty  beg- 
gar!" said  Lamont,  in  a  tone  as  heartless 
as  his  words. 

"  Oh,  don't  speak  to  him  like  that!  I 
shall  not  think  you  kind,"  said  Lau- 
ra. "Here,  Christmas,  shake  hands  lor 
good-by." 

"Deeper  and  dee{)er  in  the  tangle  of 
the  web,"  said  Christmas.  "Heed  me, 
miss,  though  I'm  so  muddled." 

"He  has  been  a  true  friend  to  me," 
Laura  said  to  Lamont,  as  she  turned 
away  from  Christmas. 

"Surely  you  can  make  other  friend- 
ships than  with  dirty  tramps  like  that. 
Miss  Balm,"  said  Jack. 

"He  is  not  dirty.  I  shall  not  hear 
him  abused,"  she  retorted,  with  spirit. 
"My  only  hope  is  that  whatever  other 
friends  I  may  have  will  all  prove  as  kind 
and  good  as  old  Christmas." 

"Well, well,"  said  Ijamont,  "  we  won't 
quarrel  over  a  buncli  of  rags,  clean  or 
dirty.  You  will  soon  find  plenty  of 
friends  in  your  own  walk  of  life,  I  hope.'' 

When  the  train  had  tak<Mi  u})  its  roar- 
ing flight,  Editha  joined  Laura  in  tlie 
parlor-cai'.  This  was  after  old  Mrs.  La- 
mont had  pointed  out  liow  she  could 
serve  Laura.      Now  she  threw  about  the 


girl  her  soothing  interest.  Her  presence 
came  to  Laura  as  night  falls  upon  the 
excitements  of  the  day  when  men  are 
busiest.  It  came  as  rest  comes  to  the 
work-worn,  as  mother- love  comes  to  a 
restless  babe  in  its  cradle.  All  over  her 
consciousness — and  it  was  as  if  her  con- 
sciousness was  a  separate  entity  larger 
than  herself — she  felt  this  sudden  flood 
of  peace.  She  settled  back  and  down  in 
the  upholstered  seat. 

"  Is  it  you?"  she  murmured,  softly,  yet 
quite  aloud.  "Have  you  come?  How 
glad  I  am — my  angel !" 

At  the  first  purring  words  the  elderly 
man  beside  Laura  looked  at  her  with 
surprise.  As  she  followed  short  sentence 
with  short  sentence,  his  surprise  shifted 
into  kindly  amusement.  Her  eyes  were 
closed,  and  he  fancied  her  asleep  and 
dreaming  aloud.  She  was  unconscious 
of  everything  except  the  presence  of  her 
comforter. 

The  earthly  soul  and  the  spirit  were 
now  tuned  nearly  in  concert.  The  Ethe- 
rian  easily  led  the  mind  of  Laura  to  turn 
her  own  thoughts  into  whatever  channel 
she  directed  them.  She  could  not  gen- 
erate new  thoughts ;  she  could  only  mould 
those  that  came  to  Laura.  The  space  be- 
tween the  two  intelligences  was  almost 
as  nearly  bridged  over  as  it  ever  could 
be.  Let  us  see  how  they  got  on.  Know- 
ing Laura's  trust  in  Jack  Lamont  as  we 
do,  and  her  gratitude  to  him,  and  know- 
ing precisely  how  she  regarded  her  day's 
experience  at  the  Clock  House,  we  may 
judge  by  her  thoughts  precisely  how  the 
Etherian  moulded  her  mind's  operations. 

"  It's  queer,"  Laura  said  to  hei'self,  "I 
had  not  thought  of  it  before;  in  fact,  I 
thought  he  was  so  kind.  But  he  was 
very  rude,  and  frightened  me  dreadfully 
last  night  on  that  dark  road.  Perhaps 
he  meant  nothing  ;  but,  no,  he  wasn't 
nice." 

"  Be  on  your  guard,"  counselled  the 
Etherian.  "Think  of  all  you  know  itbout 
him.  You  believe  he  took  you  to  the 
great  house.      But  did  he?" 

"  How  strange  that  he  should  have  left 
me  with  the  gardenei-  alone  in  that  little 
lodge!  It  looks  as  if  he  did  not  knov,-  I 
was  to  be  taken  to  the  house;  as  if  tlie 
housekeeper  had  done  that.  The  gar- 
dener cei'tainly  told  me  I  was  to  have 
Mr.  Lamont's  I'oom  in  the  lodge.  That 
looks  as  if  he  did  not  live  in  the  house. 
But  he  came  there.      It  was  in  the  house 
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tliai  lie—  Oil.  liow  mean  it  is  of  me  to 
put  such  suspicions  tog'etlier!  But  it  is 
all  so  sti'au^-e.  AVlieii  I  think  about  that 
key — how  very  odd  all  tliat  was!  He 
was  to  come  back  at  once  to  get  it,  and 
lie  never  came,  though  I  was  there  half 
an  hour;  more  than  half  an  hour." 

"Did  you  offend  by  waking  the  sick 
man?"  the  Etherian  whispered.  "  Think. 
Think." 

"Good  gracious!  Am  I  going  crazy — 
or  am  I  wicked — to  have  such  ideas?  I 
kept  on  saying  I  was  sorry  for  waking  that 
poor  sick  man,  but  I  didn't  wake  him,  and 
the  housekeeper  knew  I  didn't.  She  paid 
no  attention  to  what  I  said  about  that. 
'  But  this  key,'  she  asked ;  '  what  were  you 
doing  Avith  this?'  Mercy!  I  see  every- 
thing now.  When  I  said  Mr.  Lamont  was 
in  the  other  room,  she  rushed  in  there,  and 
how  strangely  she  looked  at  me  because 
he  was  not  there!  '  I  will  see  if  what  you 
say  is  true,'  she  said,  with  such  a  cruel 
look  at  me.  I  knew  she  doubted  me,  but 
— oh,  good  heavens!  can  she  have  thought 
I  crept  into  that  room  to  steal  something 
— to  steal  the  key?  But  she  found  out 
afterwards  that  I  told  the  truth.  And 
yet,  did  she? — for  she  ordered  me  out  of 
the  house.  And  Avhen  I  instantly  asked 
for  Mr.  Lamont,  they  said  he  had  gone. 
Then  she  could  not  have  talked  with  him, 
after  all." 

"Watch.  Be  on  youi'  guard."  whis- 
pered the  Etherian. 

"How  fearful  to  harbor  such  thoughts !" 
Laura  reflected.  "  I,  who  all  my  life  was 
taught  to  think  it  wicked  to  leap  to  evil 
conclusions,  and  about  a  friend  !  Before, 
I  was  so  grateful,  and  now — I  cannot  help 
it — I  begin  to  fear  him.  I  am  afraid  of 
him,  and  yet  I  am  going  with  him,  alone 
with  him,  to  New  York.'' 

All  that  Editha  could  do  was  to  soothe 
the  troubled  mind  of  her  charge  with  the 
conviction  that  a  friend  was  by  her  side 
to  guide  and  admonish  her.  It  is  true 
that  she  whispered  to  Laura  to  be  brave 
and  fear  nothing,  to  rely  on  her  own  vir- 
tue for  protection;  but  it  is  more  than 
likely  that  her  actual  ideas  melted  into 
mere  solace  and  relief  when  they  reached 
Laura's  mind. 

CHAPTER   X. 
LAMONT'S    INDrsTllIOUS    VILLANY. 

Laura  had  a  double  seat  to  herself  at 
Tarrytown,  where  the  elderly  man  got 
oti',  but    Lamont   came   imuiediatelv   and 


sat  by  her,  forcing  her  to  try  to  keep 
awake  and  second  his  efforts  to  maintain 
a  conversation. 

Lamont  had  only  a  slight  acquaintance 
with  good  women,  and  may  seem  peculiar 
in  this  respect,  but  not  to  any  man  who 
knows  the  times  we  live  in.  and  the  men 
who  are  numerous  among  those  who  have 
developed  club  life  and  bachelor-flat  life 
to  their  present  conditions.  He  was  sim- 
ply one  of  the  flowers  of  that  selfish  and 
animal  contingent  which  makes  the  most 
use  of  the  living  and  lounging  quarters 
that  are  so  much  more  complete  and 
luxurious  than  any  home  the  average 
young  man  can  create  for  himself  as 
to  wean  the  more  selfish  ones  from 
thought  of  mari'iage  and  the  company  of 
good  women.  In  the  larger  cities  there 
are  coteries  of  men  of  this  type,  inhabit- 
ing clubs  and  flats  which  one  might  liken 
to  the  receiving-vaults  of  great  cemeteries, 
because  in  them  are  buried  so  many  of  the 
traits  which  self-respecting  men  prize 
most  highly.  To  enlarge  upon  that  sub- 
ject, however,  is  to  begin  a  different  book 
from  this.  At  all  events,  before  Lamont's 
money  ran  out  and  left  him  desperate  he 
had  been  a  prize  blossom  of  this  species  of 
exotic  life.  He  was  now  capable  of  great- 
er wickedness  than  before,  but  this,  if  he 
practised  it.  would  merely  be  a  super- 
structure upon  the  earlier  foundations. 
When  he  had  money  he  was  the  idol  of 
the  other  vegetables  in  the  clubs  and 
bachelor-apartment  houses. 

If  any  of  his  companions  had  asked 
him  why  he  did  not  marry,  the  chances 
are  that  he  would  have  replied  with  a 
witticism  which  would  be  regarded  as 
very  clever  in  a  French  novel,  but  which 
should  not  contaminate  a  sheet  of  paper. 
But  if  he  answered  seriously,  he  would 
say,  as  he  often  had  said,  that  he  had  not 
married  because  he  never  knew  what  to 
say  to  a  good  woman,  and  was  too  un- 
comfortable in  the  presence  of  one  to  pay 
her  the  smallest  number  of  visits  that 
would  constitute  a  courtship.  Even  the 
most  ])ronounced  of  these  human  weeds 
still  think  of  a  wife — at  least,  of  a  wife 
for  themselves — as  a  good  woman.  They 
wish  we  had  copied  the  customs  of  the 
Australian  busli,  so  that  they  could  hunt 
a  girl  with  a  spear  and  a  knife,  and  get 
her  in  one  violent  afternoon.  Fancy 
such  a  man  as  that  intent  upon  marrying 
Laura,  and  finding  himself  beside  her,  and 
she  in  his  care ! 
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After  a  few  commonx:)laces,  he  spoke  of 
liis  tliree  meetings  witli  lier.  To  suggest 
the  manner  of  liis  conversation  I  will  re- 
peat what  he  said  on  the  subject  of  his 
liaving  noticed  her  in  tears  in  an  out-of- 
the-way  country  lane: 

"I  couldn't  help  stopping  and  risking 
a  snubbing,  you  know,  because  such  a 
pretty  girl  doesn't  often  come  in  a  fel- 
low's way.  I  suppose  you're  used  to  be- 
ing told  liow  pretty  you  are  by  this  time, 
ell?"  Laura,  in  fact,  was  so  unused  to  it 
that  she  blushed  scarlet,  and  felt  as  un- 
comfortable as  slie  was  ashamed.  But 
Lamont  went  on  to  say  that  now  tliat  he 
had  met  her  three  times,  he  was  going  to 
make  her  thorough  acquaintance  in  the 
pleasantest  way,  and  if  she  did  not  have 
a  first-class  time  in  New  York,  it  would 
not  be  his  fault. 

"But  I  don't  want  a  good  time,''  said 
Laura.  "  I  shall  not  impose  upon  your 
ii'enerosity  for  a  thing  more  than  to  be 
taken  to  where  my  father's  lawyers  have 
their  offices." 

"Oh,  that's  all  right,"  said  Lamont. 
"That's  the  main  thing,  of  course;  but 
we  must  not  bolt  in  upon  them  as  if  we 
needed  them  too  badly.  That's  never  a 
good  way  to  do  witli  lawyers.  First,  you 
must  have  an  address  to  give  them,  so  I 
must  put  you  up  at  a  good  hotel.  After 
I  have  come  around  to  en jo}'  a  good  break- 
fast with  you,  we  w^ll  go  to  one  of  the 
great  department  stores,  where  they  have 
stylish  clothes  all  ready-made,  and  you 
shall  pick  out  a  pretty  walking-dress  and 
modish  hat  and  gloves  and  shoes,  for,  you 
Icnow,  though  you  may  look  all  right  in 
Niw  York,  a  new  dress  will  make  you 
feel  more  sure  of  yourself,  because  now 
you're  dressed  for  the  country,  you  know. 
No  lady  can  have  too  many  new  dresses, 
r-an  she?" 

' '  You  are  very  kind, "  said  Laura ;  ' '  but 
— and  now  I  hope  you  won't  be  offended 
at  what  I  am  going  to  say — I  must  ask 
you  no-t  to  make  any  such  plans  foi*  me 
at  all.  I  must  go  somewhere  to  sleep, 
and  to  that  extent  must  be  a  charge  u])on 
you  until  morning,  when  I  shall  get  what 
I  know  is  waiting  for  me  and  pay  you 
back.  I  do  not  even  need  to  put  you  to 
the  trouble  of  going  with  mo  to  the  law- 
yers', because  —  well.  I  made  my  way 
about  Paris  when  I  was  a  little  child,  so 
I  am  sure  I  can  lind  anv  address  in  New 
York." 

"I  do  not  doubt  you  can  find  your  way 


about,"  said  Lamont,  "but  the  point  is, 
I'm  not  going  to  let  you  do  it.  I'm  in 
charge  of  you,  don't  you  see.  My  people 
have  deputed  me  to  take  care  of  you  un- 
til you  can  be  united  to  your  family. 
And  because  you  have  not  seen  New 
York — where  I  know  every  lamp-post  and 
hole  and  corner — and  because  you  have 
been  unhappy,  I  propose  that  you  have  a 
real  good  time  for  a  few  days,  and  that 
you  accept  the  few  things  to  wear  which 
will  put  you  at  your  ease  when  we  go  to 
the  theatres  and  swell  restaurants  to 
which  I  want  to  take  you." 

"No,"  Laura  replied,  earnestly — "no. 
Please  believe  me.  A  night's  lodging  is 
all  I  can  accept,  and  even  tliat  is  more 
than  I  wish  to  ask." 

"My  dear  Miss  Balm,"  Lamont  per- 
sisted, "  you  are  not  reasonable,  and  you 
are  not  even  fair  to  me.  You  have  been 
in  a  heap  of  trouble,  and  now  it  is  all 
over.  Friends  are  found,  and  you  are 
soon  to  make  your  whereabouts  known 
to  your  relatives.  You  owe  all  this  to 
me.  I  do  not  want  to  boast — wouldn't 
even  have  mentioned  it,  only  you  make 
me  do  so.  But  you  do  owe  all  your  good 
luck  to  me.  Well — wait  a  second — in 
return,  I  ask  for  the  pleasure  and  honor 
of  two  or  three  days  of  your  company  in 
the  city.  Most  ladies  would  have  made 
me  feel  that  what  I  proposed  would  be 
kindness  to  them,  which  is  how  I  mean  it. 
If  your  independence  makes  it  dififerent 
with  you,  please  consider  it  kindness  to 
me." 

"I  do  not  want  to  seem  ungrateful," 
Laura  responded,  "  so  I  hope  you  will  not 
say  any  more  about  it  to-night.  Take  me 
to  any  modest  lodgings,  and  in  the  morn- 
ing you  will  have  thought  it  over  and 
will  see  that,  as  I  scarcely  know  you, 
and  am  not  certain  of  my  future,  it  is 
impossible  for  me  to  incur  such  obliga- 
tions." 

"  Are  you — I  don't  know  how  to  put  it. 
Miss  Balm,  but — have  you  any  particular 
friend?     You  know  what  I  mean?'' 

"  I  have  no  friends  at  all,"  Laura  re- 
plied. "I  have  a  father,  whose  address  I 
don't  l^now,  and  a  mother  lying  dreadful- 
ly ill  in  a — hospital;   no  one  else." 

"Then  you  are — what  I  mean  is — 
you'i'e  not  engaged  to  be  married,  are 
you  r' 

"Oh  !"  Laui'a  almost  gasped.  "The 
idea!      How  can  you  ask  such  a  thing?" 

"But  are  vou?     I  want  to  know.'' 
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"  No,  indeed,"'  said  Laura,  empliatical- 
ly,  wliile  her  face  flamed,  "  I  wisli  you — 
Oh,  no  one  ever  spoke  to  me  of  such 
thing's!" 

"I  spoke  of  it,''  Lamont  went  on  in  a 
very  k:>\v  tone,  "  because — and  now  it  is 
your  turn  not  to  get  angry,  for  I  am  very 
sincere— because  ever  since  I  first  saw  you, 
in  tears  down  that  lane,  I  have  felt  that 
we  were — I  mean  that  you  were  my — tliat 
there  was  some  magic  force  in  you  that 
makes  me  think  of  you  all  the  time,  keep- 
ing me  awake  at  night,  making  me  fever- 
ish and  anxious  whenever  we  have  been 
separated.  May  I  tell  you.  Miss  Bahn, 
what  the  truth  is  about  my  feelings?" 

Laura  replied,  excitedly:  "No,  nol  I 
do  not  want  to  hear  it.  I  shall  not  listen, 
Mr.  Lamont."' 

He  continued,  with  skilful  mockery 
of  earnestness:  "But  you  do  not  know 
what  I'm  going  to  say.  I  love  you,  >\Iiss 
Balm,  There,  that  is  why  I  want  to  have 
you  to  myself  for  a  few  days  in  town. 
Will  3'ou  not  agree  to  my  plans  now 
that  you  see  how  much  it  means  to  me?"* 

The  frightened  girl  di'ew  away  from 
him,  pressing  her  body  hard  into  the  fur- 
ther corner  of  the  upholstered  seat.  "  Oh, 
I  wish  I  had  not  come !  How  can  you  be 
so  wicked?" 

"Wicked,  Miss  Balm?  Since  when," 
Lamont  asked,  "was  it  wicked  to  tell  a 
girl  she  has  inspired  the  most  sacred  feel- 
ing a  man  ever  knows?" 

"Ugh!"  Laura  exclaimed,  as  an  escap- 
ing groan  and  a  shudder  came  together, 
"  You  are  not  honest.  Y''ou  do  not  mean 
what  you  say.  You  are  making  sport  of 
me,  because  you  see  that  I  am  ignorant, 
and  no  one  has  ever  spoken  so  to  me 
before.  I  have  been  nothing  but  rude  to 
you,  though  I  have  tried  not  to  be.  Y^ou 
have  seen  me  once  for  a  minute,  in  pass- 
ing, on  a  counti'y  road.  Afterwards  you 
walked  with  me  a  little  way  in  the  dai-k, 
almost  without  speaking.  After  that  you 
came  and  asked  me  to  get  you  that  key, 
causing  me  to  be  suspected  of  something 
horrid,  and  to  be  sent  away  from  the 
hou.se  of  your  relatives.  How  can  you 
speak  of  my — inspiring — having  such  an 
influence  on  you,  wlien  all  the  time  I 
have  shown  you  that  I  do  not  trust  you  — 
I,  who  have  never  been  more  than  bare- 
1 V  polite  to  you?"" 
^  "Miss  Balm,  I— " 

"I  do  not  trust  you,""  she  repeated, 
while    her    agitation     grew.      "•  I    never 


could  trust  you.  You  are  twice  as  old  as 
I  am,  and  cannot  think  of  me  in  such — in 
that  way — the  way  you"re  talking".  It  is 
wicked  to  keep  on  until  I  am  afraid  of 
you." 

'"I  am  sorry.  Only  one  word  more, 
my  dear  girl,""  said  Lamont,  "  then  I  will 
drop  the  subject,  I  do  not  mean  to  alarm 
you,  but  neither  do  I  deserve  that  yoti 
should  dotibt  me,  for  I  am  in  earnest.  I 
love  you,  little  girl,  and  cannot  live  with- 
out you.  If  I  am  patient  and  silent,  do 
you  think  vou  cou.Id  reo-ard  me  diiferent- 
ly?"" 

"No,  no:  please  stop.  I  never  could 
like  you,""  said  the  trembling  young  wo- 
man, 

*'But  if  you  find  you  have  misjudged 
me?"" 

''Oh,  you  make  me  tell  you;  I  like 
you  much  less,  and  am  more  afraid  of  3'ou, 
ever}"  time  I  see  you,"  Laura  said.  "I 
never  was  so  rude  to  any  one  but  you. 
Y^ou  frighten  me.  and  you  are  just  taking 
advantage  of  me  by  talking  of  such 
things,  when  I  have  told  yoti  no  one  has 
ever  spoken  so  to  me."" 

"Only  let  me  say  this,  and  I'll  drop 
the  subject,"  Lamont  urged.  "I  love 
you,  and  want  to  make  you  my  wife,  I 
mean  to  do  it,  too— oh.  with  your  consent, 
of  course." 

Laura  stifled  a  groan. 

"  Think  of  what  I  say  when  you  are 
alone  to-night,"  continued  Lamont.  "  Y^ou 
are  penniless  and  helpless,  and,  as  sure 
as  there  is  a  sky  above  us.  you'll  stay  so, 
because  you  won"t  ever  find  those  law- 
yers; or  if  you  succeed  they  won't  do 
anything  for  you.  And  I  am  offering 
yoti  everything — home,  comfort,  protec- 
tion, money.  Y"ou"ll  think  differently  in 
a  few  days,  of  your  pros])ects,  and  of  me 
too.  I  hope." 

"  I  may  misjudge  you,""  Laura  re- 
})lied,  ''but  I  shall  not  think  of— of— the 
other  thing — for  years  and  years.  If  I 
do  not  tind  friends,  there  will  be  plenty 
in  that  big  city  for  me  to  do  to  earn  a 
living."" 

"L^mphl"'  said  Lamont,  sneering]3\ 
'•Thousands  who  think  like  you  come 
there  every  year.  They  (ind  New  Y^ork 
a  monster  that  kills  them  by  slow  tor- 
ture. Young  girls  are  its  especial  prey. 
They  arrive  all  hope,  and  soon  they  are 
glad  to  get  i]i  the  almshouse,  merely  to 
escape  the  jail,  or  tlie  gutters,  or  the  fate 
of  suicides."" 


THEY    DO    BE    ALL    DOWN    THAT    WAY,   MUM. 


"  Take  me  to  a  hotel,  that  is  all  I  ask.'' 
"Have  I  no   tiiauks   for  what  I  have 
(lone  already?'' 

''  I  do  thank  you/' 
"  But  you  do  not  respect  nie?'' 
"Let  us  not  talk  of  ourselves  all  the 
time,''  Laura  pleaded.      "There,  the  man 
is  calling-  '  New  York.'  " 

The  train  was  jaiiglino-  across  many 
pairs  of  rails  to  hnd  its  own  track  into 
the  g-reat  station,  Tlie  passengei's  were 
g-atliering-   tlieir  parcels   and   putting   on 
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their  wra])s  and  overcoats.  Lamont  bit 
his  lip,  while  self-i'eproaches  for  his  ill 
luck  and  a.  determination  to  gain  better 
success  on  the  morrow  by  any  means, 
good  oi'  bad,  shot  thi'ough  his  brain.  An 
Etheriau  was  at  his  side,  but  another  was 
with  Laura.  She  determined  that  if 
Heaven  only  g'uai'ded  her  during-  the 
night  she  would  be  up  and  out  early,  be- 
fore Lamont  could  call  for  her,  making 
her  way  alone  to  the  lawyers'  quarter  of 
the  2"reat  citv. 
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CIIArTKU    XI. 
A    VIOLENT    C'Ol'UTSIIIP. 

The  liotel  wliicli  Lamont  chose  for 
La  Ufa  was  on  Broadway  near  Tvventy- 
tliii'd  Street.  He  left  her  in  the  hidies" 
])arlor  wliile  he  obtained  a  room  for  her, 
and  presently  lie  I'eturned  wilh  a  hall- 
boy,  and  said  that  he  would  accompany 
her  uj)  stairs  to  see  that  the  room  was 
suitable. 

"I'd  rather  you  would  not."  Laui-a 
said,  decisiv^ely.  "It's  sure  to  be  good 
enono;-h  for  a  night." 

"Oh,  very  well,"  said  he,  evidently  dis- 
appointed. "Of  coui'se  it  will  l)e  a  nice 
room — but  I  want  to  say  a  word  in  pri- 
vate." 

He  came  near  her,  and  bending*  close 
to  lier  ear,  whis))ered:  "I've  registered 
you  as  Miss  Nevill.  and  your  address  as 
Albany.     I'm  sure  you  see  why  it  is  best." 

"Really  I  do  not  see,"  Laura  replied. 
"  I  am  not  ashamed  of  my  name." 

"I  don't  mean  that;  no,  indeed.  But 
when  a  young-  lady  is  travelling-  alone  it 
is  safest,  in  a  large  city  like  this,  for 
strang-^rs  not  to  get  hold  of  her  rig-lit 
name." 

"Well,  it  doesn't  matter  to-nig-ht," 
Laura  said,  thinking-  aloud;  "but  when 
I  find  the  lawyers  I  niust  give  my  ad- 
dress, and  shall  have  to  give  my  own 
name  here.  I  am  sure  you  will  undei'- 
stand.  I  cannot  go  by  a  wrong  name. 
Good-night,  Mr.  Lamont." 

"  Can  you  not  say  more  than  that?"  he 
asked,  affecting  a  sad  tone  and  injured 
air. 

At  this  Laura  melted  a  little.  She  was 
most  natural  and  happiest  when  she  was 
kindly. 

"Thank  you  very  much  for  what  you 
have  done  for  me,"  said  she.  venturing  a 
timid  smile,  and  then  turning  to  follow 
the  boy,  who  stood  jingling  her  room 
key  farther  up  the  hallway. 

The  fatigue  and  excitement  of  the  day 
caused  her  to  sleep  late,  so  that  nine 
o'clock  the  next  morning-  found  her  in  a 
whirl  of  nervous  excitement,  fearful  that 
Lamont  would  call  while  she  was  in  the 
hotel.  She  hurried  into  her  clothing,  and 
was  quickly  out  upcui  the  street,  basket  in 
hand,  without  a  thought  of  breakfast.  To 
her  delight,  she  found  herself  upon  P>road- 
way,  undaunted  by  what  must  have  been 
a  hopeless  search,  since  the  lawyei's  she 
sought  bore  names  she  could  not  remem- 


ber. By  a  question  put  to  a  newswoman 
on  the  corner  of  Twenty-third  Street,  she 
learned  which  direction  to  tak'e. 

*■  Thei-e'll  be  none  of  "em  up  here."  the 
woman  told  her;  "they  do  be  all  down 
that  way,  mum.  below  Canal  Street." 

Inroad  way  at  that  time  was  as  we  re- 
member it  who  knew  it  before  the  cable- 
cars  ran  there.  It  was  in  the  days  of 
Jacob  Sharp's  orange-hued  horse-cars,  that 
rocked  along  behind  slipping-  and  stum- 
bling hoi'ses.  hung  with  liille  tinkling 
bells.  The  fever  and  whirl,  the  ])resent 
pandemonium. ushered  in  when  the  coun- 
try awoke  to  the  fact  that  it  was  four 
hundred  years  old,  was  not  then  upon 
New  York.  The  hysteria  of  modern  en- 
teri)rise  had  then  only  broken  out  in  Chi- 
cago. Broadway  seems  to  us  now  to  have 
been  almost  as  somnolent  as  when  Stuy- 
vesant  used  to  wake  its  echoes  with  his 
wooden  right  leg.  The  signs  along  the 
fronts  of  the  miles  of  wholesale  stores 
were  nearly  all  as  Jewish  as  if  the  place 
were  Jerusalem  in  its  heyday,  but  scores 
of  big  buildings,  marked  "  to  let,''  await- 
ed more  Jews,  and  further  trade  in  buttons, 
fans,  laces,  ready-made  clothing,  toys, 
music-boxes,  fui'S,  and  miscellaneous  job 
lots  foi-  the  humbler  Hebi-ews,  who  sweat 
under  i)acks,  and  regale  pro]ihetic  eyes 
with  the  sight  of  their  sons  riding  in  car- 
riages from  brownstone  dwellings  to  mar- 
ble-fronted stores. 

Occasionally  Laura  saw  a  theatre,  or  a 
stock  of  the  rubbish  with  which  the  Jap- 
anese now  caricature  the  arts  they  once 
])Ossessed  :  but.  look  as  she  might  at  the 
myi'iad  signs  which  reached  twenty-five 
feet,  fifty  feet,  one  hundred  feet  across 
the  great  buildings,  she  never  saw  a  sin- 
gle huge  board  announcing  a  firm  of  law- 
yei's. 

Fortunately  the  great  canyon  of  marble 
and  granite  led  her  on  with  its  intermi- 
nable vista  to  the  southward,  and  she  came 
u})on  the  disti'ict  of  the  dry-goods  jobbing 
houses,  haberdasliers' shops,  and  railroad- 
ticket  offices  to  sjnir  her  with  the  hope  of 
greater  changes  to  come,  so  that  she  walk- 
ed (Ui  lightly,  buoyed  up  by  expectation, 
and  stimulated  by  the  roar  and  racket  of 
the  noisiest  ])lace  but  one  on  earth. 

"Hullo!  I've  been  looking-  for  you! 
Y'ou  ran  away  from  me.  or  tried  to.  but  it 
is  not  to  l)e.  you  see.  Have  you  had  your 
breakfast?" 

It  was  Lamont.  who  had  folhnved  hot 
upon  her  heels  in  a  hoi'se-car,  and  by  rid- 
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ing  in  front  and  scanning  the  crowd,  liad 
happened  to  And  her  readily. 

"  I  did  not  walit  to  be  any  more  trou- 
ble,"' Laura  said,  as  she  felt  her  heart 
sink. 

"  But  liave  you  liad  your  breakfast? 
Come,  no  Hbs,  now." 

''I  never  tell  stoi'ies,  sir."  And  then 
she  unwittingly  told  one.  "  I  do  not  care 
for  anything  to  eat,  thank  yon." 

''  What  nonsense!  Come,  I  know  a 
nice  old  place  across  the  street  a  block 
down,  where  they've  nuide  famous  coM'ee 
for  fifty  or  sixty  years;  and  another  block 
away,  on  Church  Street,  is  a  first-class 
German  place.  I've  gone  without  my 
breakfast  on  purpose  to  enjoy  it  with  you, 
so  do  not  keep  me  waiting-  any  longer." 

"Really,  I  do  not  feel  hungry.  You 
must  excuse  me." 

"But  don't  be  unreasonable.  You  are 
human,  and  we  all  have  to  eat;  so  why 
not  come  along?" 

"  I  have  only  one  wish — to  find  those 
lawyers,"  Laura  replied.  "I  have  been 
dependent  and  helpless  until  the  feeling 
has  become  torture.  I  will  think  3"OU 
kind  if  you  will  leave  me,  and  let  me  go 
on  by  myself." 

"That's  just  what  I  want  to  speak 
about.  I  have  great  news  for  you.  Let 
me  tell  it  to  you  over  a  cup  of  coffee." 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Laniont,  can't  you  see  that  I 
want  to  be  alone?  Please  let  me  go  my 
own  way." 

"But  I  have  found  your  lawyers — " 

"  You  have?" 

"  At  least,  I  have  found  out  this:  that 
there's  a  society  or  company — a  sort  of 
guild,  you  know — of  all  the  lawyers  in 
New  York,"  said  Lamont,  who  lied  as 
easily  as  most  men  tell  the  truth,  "and 
they  have  an  office  ui)town  where  each 
lawyer  registers  the  names  of  all  his 
clients.  They  are  obliged  to  do  this,  you 
know,  so  that  no  lawyer  can  pretend  he  is 
acting  for  you  or  me  when  he  is  in  real- 
ity retained  by  some  one  else.  I  called  on 
my  lawyer  this  moi-ning  and  he  told  me 
about  it.  It  is  in  Twenty-third  Street, 
and  the  clerk  or  superintendent  is  there 
from  five  until  six  o'clock  every  evening. 
I  will  take  you  there,  and  in  five  niinufes 
we  will  get  the  name  and  addivss  of  the 
lawyers  for  whom  you  are  looking,  and 
in  another  five  minutes  we  will  telephone 
to  them  to  come  there,  or  to  your  hotel  to 
see  you." 

"  But  why   should  I  bothei*  you  to  go 


there?  I  should  like  to  be  no  further 
trouble;  T  am  sure  you  appreciate  how  I 
feel." 

"My  dear  Miss  Balm,  you  can  go 
alone,  yes,"  Lamont  replied  ;  "  but  do  you 
understand  what  that  would  mean — a 
young  lady,  with  no  knowledge  of  busi- 
ness, not  knowing  how  to  guard  hei'self 
against  the  wiles  of  those  sharks?  Why, 
you  had  better  stand  here  and  beg,  for  that 
is  what  you  would  come  to.  Tiiey  would 
simply  smile  and  bow,  and  put  papers  in 
front  of  you  for  you  to  sign,  and  then 
show  you  to  the  door,  and  you  would  find 
yourself  stripped  of  every  claim  and  right 
and  penny  you  possess  I  suspect  you 
don't  know  what  lawyers  are.  Well,  I 
do." 

"  But  my  father  would  not  employ  such 
men  as  that." 

"Not  knowingly,  of  course,  but  they 
are  all  alike;  all  honest  witli  shrewd 
men,  all  thieves  when  they  get  a  woman 
or  child  or  greenhorn  in  their  clutches. 
No,  no;  you  must  have  me  with  you,  or 
some  other  man  who  knows  their  tricks. 
Otherwise  they  will  find  out  your  busi- 
ness; in  fact,  the  moment  you  mention 
your  name  they  have  only  to  turn  to  their 
books,  and  there  is  everything  about  you 
written  down.  They  manage  it  so  that 
you  cannot  deceive  them,  and  they  can 
trick  you.  But  if  I  go  with  you,  I  say, 
'Now,  then,  this  is  Miss  Balm,  and  she 
has  shrewd  advisers,  and  knows  her 
rights,  and  wants  prompt  attention  and 
square  dealing.'  After  that  they  will 
never  try  any  hugger-muggery  as  long 
as  they  deal  with  you,  because  they  will 
know  you  have  a  man  behind  you." 

"  I  never  dreamed  such  things  were 
possible.  Why,  it  is  horrible!  It  hard- 
ly seems  safe  to  walk  about  in  such  a 
city." 

"  TiK.t's  true;  if  you've  money,  it  i-eal- 
ly  is  not  safe." 

"But  my  money  is  nothing.  It  can 
only  be  a  few  dollars  every  fortnight." 

"A  few  dollars!"  Lamont  exclaimed, 
pretending  great  surprise  at  her  inno- 
cence. "  Whew!  if  it's  only  a  dollar,  it's 
a  dollar,  isn't  it?  Well,  ninety-nine  oth- 
ers just  like  it  make  a  hundred,  anu  a 
hundred  hundred  are  ten  thousand,  and  a 
hundred  times  that  are  a  million.  When 
they  get  that  much  they  retire." 

"And  I  thought  it  so  safe  and  sim- 
ple to  go  there  by  myself,"  Laura  re- 
mai'ked. 
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"Well,   now,  come    and    have    l)i'eak-  ed  staircase  to  the  top,  where  he  puslied  a      m^ 

fast,    and    we'll    kill     the    time    till    live  door  open,  and  then  another,  and  found  a       1 

o'clock."  man  of  his  own  ane  in  a  sort  of  ofiice-box 

"No,  i-eally,  I    will    leave    you    now.""  built  of  sashes  and  <ilass.  and  set  uj)  like  a      4 

Laura  insisted.       "1   will  be  at  the  hotel  hot-house  on  the  iioor  of  the  loft.      It  was 

at  live  o'clock   if  you   will  be  so  kind  as  evident  that  the  building"  was  otherwise 

to  call  and  take  me  to  that  })lace."  unteiianted,  and   that  the   man   he  found 

"How   anxious  you  are   to   get    rid   of  there    had    come    solely  to   keej)  this    ap- 

mel'"  pointment. 

"  It  is  that  I  want  to  be  by  myself.''  "  Morning-,  Dave.      Get  my  letter.'" 

"  You  are  very  unkind,"  Lamont  |)lead-  '"  Yes.  old  man.  but — " 
ed.      "I>elieve  me.  I  will  not  speak  of  my  "That's  all   right.      You'll  do  it.  W(urt 
— my  love^for   you   until    you    give  me  you.  old    chaj):'      Tliere's  notliing-  crook- 
leave."  ed  in  it.  give  you  my  word.      All  you  do 

"But  you  do  —  you  have  just  spoken  of  is  to  clear  out  a  little  before  five  o'clock, 

it.      It  is  you  who  are  unkind."  come    back    when    I'm    in    here  with  the 

"How    unfortunate    I    am!       I    could  other  party,  turn    tlie  key  in    the   door — 

never    have    thought   that   any   one    who  both  doors — and  go  home.      By-the-way, 

put  himself  in  your  hands  as  I  do  could  give  me  a  duplicate  key  to  tliis  door  and 

be  so  unliai)py.      I  live  upon  the  certain-  the    other   one    riglit    away.       Lord:      I 

ty  that  you  will  be  as  kind  as  your  ])i-et-  wouldn't  like  to   be   caught   in   the    trap 

ty   face  promises  when    your  mind   is  at  myself." 

ease.      I  must  try  to  be  patient.      Shall  I  "I  know,  Jack."  said  the  other;   "but 

call  for  you  at  your  i-oom?"  what's  the  game?     If  tliere's  any  chance 

"I  will  be  at  the  hotel  door,  the  one  at  of  the  police  or  the  papers  getting  wind 

which  we  went  in,  at  five  o'clock.      Good-  of  anything  the  whole  business  falls  on 

by.      I  wish  you  would  believe  how  sin-  me,  and  father'd  never  forgive  me." 

cerel'^  thankful  I  am  to  you."  "Trust    me.   old    fellow."   Lamont    re- 

"xih,  but  you  are  a  wicked  little  puss.  ])lied.      "I'm  not  going  to  give  my  game 

You    want   to    make   me   angry,  l)ut   you  away:   but  I  don't  mind  saying  this:    it's 

sha'n't.      Now  you  will  wander  about  by  a  little  country  girl,  greener  than  gi'ass, 

yourself  all  day.  and  I  will  mo})e  around  whom  I  mean  to  marry  for  what  there  is 

by  myself  until  I  see  you  and  hear  your  in  it.      She's  never  thought  of  marrying, 

voice  again."  and  she's  so  damned  neai'  crazy  with  the 

"I'd  much   rather  be  alone,"  said  she,  adventures   she    has   had   that   she  won't 

and  turned  away,  full   of   an   instinctive  listen  to  nu:'.      But  I'll  give  her  nothing 

fear  of  him.  else   to    think    of.   and    then,   when    she's 

He   stood   loolcing  after  her,  inwardly  mine — why.  the  wind's  tempered  to   this 

cursing,  as  did  that  other   man   outward-  lamb  for   the    rest    of  his  life,  that's   all. 

ly  who  gave  his  name  as  Legion  because  It"s  everything  to  me.  aiul  I"ll  make  you 

of  the    number    of  devils   that    possessed  glad   you    helped    me.      On    my   honor   I 

liim.      This  motleiMi  Legion  took  his  dev-  will." 

ils,  or  was  talvcn    by  them,  to  a  bar-room  "Is  slie  so  rich  T' 

for  the  thii'd  cocktail  required  to  tone  his  "Rich?     Who  said  she  was  rich?     She 

system  up  to  the  point  of  taking  break-  isn't  rich.      That  isn't  it  at  all.      It's  this 

fast.    Then  heateameal  in  which  oranges  — that  if  I  mai'ry  her  I  inherit  a  big  pot. 

and  A])ollinaris  played  the  principal  ])arts:  and  if  I  don't,  well,  the  ghost  walks;  and. 

and,  after  having   burned  three    (^i'  four  between  you  and  me.  the  ghost's  getting 

cigarettes  before  a  morning  newspaper,  in  devilish  tired." 

the  mannei' of  most  latter-day  heathen,  he  "You    tlon't    mean    to   hurt   the   girl." 

boarded    an    elevated    train    and    I'ode  to  Notliing — " 

Twenty-third   Street.      Ai'rived    there,   he  "  Oh,  come,  come  !      I  want  to  keep  her 

walked   westward  from    Sixth   Avenue   a  iiere  to-night,  and  leave  her  to  think  she"s 

short   distance    to  where   two   tall    build-  going  to  slay  till  she  dries  up  and  sifts 

ings  made  noted  landmarks,  facing   one  tlirough  the  cracks.      If  she's  as  game  as 

ajiother;   the  one  a  gi'eat    house  of  flats,  I'm  afraid  she  is,  I  may  ask  you   to  keep 

and    the   other   a    towering  })ile   of  lofts,  away    from    the   loft    to-morrow   and   to- 

luto  this  latter   building   he   strode,  and  morrow  night:    there,  that's  all." 

mounted  the  dusty.  paj)ei*-and-straw-litter-  "  It  mustn't  go  })ast  to-morrow  night," 
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said  the  person  called  Dave,  "because 
father  will  be  home  by  the  next  da3\" 

"All  right;  give  me  thirty-six  hours 
at  the  outside.  That  '11  do  for  hei',  you 
may  be  sure.  Now,  positively,  no  scrub- 
^voman  comes  in  here  to  clean  u\)V' 

"  Only  Mondays.  She  \vas  here  yes- 
terday." 

"No  letter-carriers,  or  boys,  or  any- 
body?"' 

"Nobody  comes  here  except  father, 
and  he  only  comes  now  and  then,  to  get 
away  from  people  at  his  office  wlien  he 
is  very  busy." 

"Bully!  Dave,  j'ou'll  wear  diamonds 
for  this,"  Lamont  said. 

"Look  out  it  ain't  handcuffs  in  your 
case,  Jack." 

"Oh,  that's  not  possible.  The  jewelry 
I'll  get  will  be  the  most  costly  ornament 
man  ever  devised." 

"  What's  that — a  bi'andy  nose?'' 

"No— a  wedding-ring," 

"  Cigarette,  Jack?" 

"Thanks." 

"Light?" 

"Thanks,  old  man.  Now  give  me  the 
keys  and  I'll  go,"  Lamont  added.  "Til 
be  back  at  a  few  minutes  after  five,  and 
you  be  scarce  at  that  time,  won't  you  ^ 
Then  come  back,  tui-n  the  key  on  us, 
pocket  it,  and  go  home.  You'i'e  awfully 
good,  old  chap.  I'll  do  as  nujcli  for  you, 
and  you  know  it." 

The  appointed  hour  for  Laui'a's  meet- 
ing with  Lamont  at  the  hotel  dooi*  was 
the  twenty-ninth  that  she  luvd  s))ent  witli- 
out  food.  It  is  not  sti-aining  tlie  truth 
to  say  that  she  was  but  just  beginning  to 
feel  the  first  pangs  of  hunger,  which  ex- 
citement had  allayed.  Even  now  she 
more  than  Ijalf  satisfied  herself  that  be- 
fore night,  by  some  magic,  inscrutable  to 
her,  but  dependent  u])on  her  finding  the 
lawyers,  she  Avould  be  fully  equip})ed 
with  a  home  and  foo(J,  money,  and  a. 
mind  at  rest.  Thus  hopefully  sln^  met 
Lamont,  and  they  walked  together  the 
short  distance  to  the  warehouse  in  which 
we  took  leave  of  him  an  hour  or  two  ear- 
lier. As  she  had  never  visited  a  lawyer's 
office,  or  seen  a  lawyer,  to  her  knowledge, 
she  had  no  idea  of  what  sort  of  ])laces 
such  men  inhabit,  and  her  suspicions 
would  not  have  been  aroused  had  Lamont 
take7i  her  into  a  tenemenl-house,  or  even 
the  office  of  a  factory. 

"Here  we  are,''  he  cried,  pushing  open 
the  inner  or  office  door   of   ihe   topmost 


loft.  "Why,  hullo!  No  one  here? 
Well,  he'll  be  in  dii-eclly.  Take  a  chair. 
Miss  Bahn,  and  be  comfortable." 

He.  set  the  example,  and  picking  up  a 
newspaper,  began  to  read  it.  As  he  was 
I'alher  making  believe  read  tlian  heeding 
the  print  before  him,  he  let  his  eyes  roam 
ovei-  llie  little  I'uled-ort'  spaces  ujjon  a 
l)age  of  advertisements.  Suddenly  his 
eyes  fell  upon  the  name  of  the  young 
lady  beside  liim.  And  furthei'  along  he 
saw  liei"  name  again.  He  uttered  an  ex- 
clamation, and  then,  to  cover  his  confu- 
sion, remarked:  '"Well.  Lm  glad  I  saw 
that,"  and  folded  up  and  pocketed  the 
news})a])ei'. 

A  moment  afterwards  footsteps  wei-e 
heard  crossing  the  loft,  and  Laura  straight- 
ened up  to  be  ready  for  the  meeting  with 
the  representative  of  the  lawyers'  guild. 
The  steps  came  to  the  office  door,  and  a 
hand  touched  it  so  that  it  i-attled.  Then 
the  click  was  heard  of  a  key  tui'ning  in 
the  lock.  And  then  the  footsteps  retreat- 
ed, an  outer  door  was  opened  and  closed, 
and  silence  was  i-estored. 

"  Why,  the  man  locked  the  door!'' 
Laura  exclaimed. 

Lamont  got  up  calmly,  and  walking  to 
the  door,  ti'ied  it. 

"  Yes,  sure  enough.  He  locked  it," 
said  he.  "And  now  he's  locked  the  out- 
ei'  door,"  he  added,  as  the  louder  grating 
of  the  key  in  the  further  lock  sounded 
through  the  thin  office  ])artition. 

"i\Iei'cy!"  Laura  loudly  exclaimed  in 
her  excitement.  "Why?  Do  call  out — 
or  shalce  that  door,  or  something — quick- 
ly !  \V(>  ai'e  locked  in!  Why  do  you 
stand  so?      Oh.  what  shall  we  tlo?" 

"Miss  Balm."  Lamont  said  in  a  ])er- 
feclly  gentle,  calm  voice,  that  was  studied 
for  the  occasion.  "  we  ai-e  locked  in,  and 
we  ai*e  alone  in  this  great  building.  It 
is  not  a  lawyer's  office.  I  have  deceived 
you.  T  have  brought  you  here  and 
])]anned  just  what  has  hap{)ened  in  oi'der 
that  I  may  say  to  you  what  I  want  to, 
uiulistui-bed." 

"You?  What!  You  sha'n't  do  this! 
Let  nu^  out!  Call  to  that  man;  it  is  not 
too  late  yet.  No;  let  me  out,  I  say.  You 
shall  not  stop  nu^ !" 

She  i-an  towards  the  door,but  he  steiii)ed 
in  front  of  her,  and,  without  i-aising  his 
hand  or  even  his  voice,  bade  her  to  be 
calm.  "There  is  nothing  to  be  alarmed 
at.  Miss  Balm.  On  my  word  I  am  not 
going  to  hurt  you.'' 


"I  WARX  YOU — NEVER  TOUCH  ME  I 


AN    ANGEL    IN    A    WEB. 


779 


"  You  dare  to  try  it!  I  am  not  afraid ! 
I  will  kill  myself — you  bad  man  I" 

"  Please  calm  j'ourself.  I  am  not  even 
going"  to  stay  here;  not  five  minutes  if 
you  do  what  I  ask,  not  ten  minutes  any- 
way. If  you  ai'e  not  reasonable,  I  shall 
go  and  leave  you  here  until  you  are  able 
to  see  what  is  best  for  yourself." 

"I?  You  shameful,  horrid —  What 
liave  I  done  ?  Oh,  merciful  Heaven ! 
what  have  I  done,  except  trust  mj'self  to 
you?" 

"  You  have  refused  my  offer  of  mar- 
riage. I  am  a  gentleman.  I  give  3'ou 
my  word  my  family  is  one  of  the  best, 
and  I  am  a  sitigle  man.  In  every  way, 
my  offer  is  honorable.  Dear  Miss  Balm, 
I  am  reckless  because  I  am  so  madly  in 
love  with  you,  and  will  not  be  cast  off. 
But  think  of  your  own  case.  You  have 
nothing.  Your  search  for  those  lawyers 
is  hopeless.  You  are  alone  in  New  York, 
and  I  offer  you  a  liome,  a  name  as  good 
as  any,  and  comfort — everything  to  make 
you  happy." 

"Go  away;  leave  me!  Never,  never 
will  I  listen  to  you!  You  may  lock  \ne 
up — and  beat  me  and  starve  me;  you  may 
cut  me  into  pieces,  and  with  my  last 
breath  I'll  say  the  same:  '  I  hate  you!  I 
hate  you!'  " 

"You  don't  mean  that.  You  cannot 
hate  a  man  for  loving  you.  Be  sei'ious, 
dear  Laura,  and  listen  to  reason." 

"  I  will  never, never  marry  you.  There, 
that  is  my  last  word.  Nevei"!  never! 
never!     Now,  what  will  you  do?" 

"I  will  leave  you  here  till  morning. 
Every  time  you  refuse  me  I  will  leave  you 
for  a  day  or  a  night,  until  you  decide  to 
make  us  both  happy;  for  I  swear  to  God 
I  will  make  you  happ}^" 

She  flung  up  her  hands  with  the  ges- 
ture we  make  when  we  abandon  a  hope- 
less argument.  She  was  both  angry  and 
frightened,  and  she  was  bent  upon  es- 
caping, if  it  Avere  possible.  As  he  barred 
her  way  to  the  door,  she  walked  in  the 
opposite  direction — to  the  window — and 
began  to  try  to  open  it.  The  paint  had 
stuck  the  sashes  together,  and  do  her  best 
slie  could  not  budge  the  lower  one.  Baf- 
fled and  out  of  breath,  she  dro))])ed  one 
hand  by  her  side,  and  leaving  the  other 
high  as  it  would  reach  upon  the  window, 
she  rested  her  head  against  the  upraised 
arm. 

Lamont  came  beliind  hei',  and  bend- 
ing so  as  to  bring  his  mouth  above  her 


shoulder,  began  to  plead  with  mock  pas- 
sion for  his  suit  and  a  favorable  word 
from  her.  She  hung  ui)on  the  hand 
that  clutched  the  sash  and  swung  ui)on 
it,  making  believe  that  she  did  not  hear 
him.  He  saw  hei-  other  hand  hanging 
linij)  beside  her.  It  gave  him  a  chaiice, 
he  thought,  to  fondle  her  a  little  without 
offence— as  lovers  do  to  punctuate  their 
pleadings. 

She  whipped  the  hand  away  and  turned 
upon  him  with  ferocity— eyes  gleaming, 
breast  heaving.  Think  of  a  tigress  all 
grace  and  softness  in  the  sun:  that  was 
this  heroine  as  she  was  woiit  to  be.  Fancy 
that  tigress  wounded,  cornered,  and  hght- 
ing  for  her  life — and  that  is  the  Laura 
Balm  who  now  faced  Jack  Lamont. 

"Don't  touch  me!"  she  shouted.  "I 
warn  you— never  touch  me!  I  am  not 
afj-aid  to  die.  and  I  am  not  afi-aid  to  kill 
you." 

"Pshaw!"  said  he,  not  contem])tuous- 
ly,  but  regretfully.  His  whole  plan  had 
been  to  win  her  re^ai-d,  and  yet  he  was 
obliged  to  acknowledge  that  every  moment 
increased  the  velocity  with  which  it  sj)ed 
from  him. 

"I  do  not  care,"  Laui'a  went  on,  fever- 
ishly, })anting  as  she  spoke.  '"I  am  all 
alone  and  helpless,  as  you  know  too  well, 
and  I  have  been  tricked  and  tortured  un- 
til I  can  stand  no  more.  I  am  no  longer 
good.  I  am  wicked.  You  can  easily 
kill  me  if  you  want  to.  I  am  willing. 
But  I  wai'u  you  thnt  you  will  hnve  to  kill 
me  to  save  your  own  life,  if  you  lay  a 
linger  on  me." 

"I  am  sori-y  you  are  so  excited,"  he 
said. 

''  Oh,  don't  waste  time!"  she  sna])ped  at 
him,  with  her  eyes  ablaze  and  her  fingers 
twitching.  '*  Eithei'  leave  me  quickly 
or  touch  me  again.  Touch  me — and  we'll 
have  thi;,  over!" 

"I  told  you  I  would  not  luirm  you^ 
not  for  the  woi*ld."  Lamont  said.  His 
tone  and  his  manner  both  showed  how 
un])j'epared  he  was  for  her  violence. 
''  But,  Laura,  I  can't  promise  to  be  always 
patient,  for,  if  ever  a  woman  was  worth 
going  to  hell  for,  it  is  you." 

"Don't  wait.  Touch  me  now.  I  want 
you  to." 

'■  I'd  rather  not,"  said  Lamont,  with  his 
sense  of  humor  twitching  at  the  corners 
of  his    mouth.      "I'll  come  ag-ain  in  the 


mornin<>'. 
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the  air  so  far  above  his  own  liead  that  he 
dislodged  a  hat  balanced  on  top  of  tlie 
clock.  There  was  a  round  of  applause, 
and  the  acrobat,  panting-  and  leaning'  on 
his  crutch,  bowed  and  laughed  and  showed 
his  handsome  white  teeth.  Dr.  Lavendar 
snorted  under  his  breath,  and  opened  his 
umbrella,  and  went  back  into  the  sun  and 
heat,  plodding-  along-  towards  home.  He 
stopped  once  to  speak  to  Miss  Henrietta 
Jay,  who  was  coming  down  the  street, 
her  square  faded  countenance  full  of  agi- 
tation and  disma3^ 

"Oh,  Dr.  Lavendar  I"  she  said,  witli  a 
gasp,  "have  you  seen — hare  you  seen  a 
large  white  cat  anywhere  about?" 

Poor  old  Henrietta's  voice  shook  as  she 
spoke.  She  had  no  umbrella,  and  the 
sun  bea.t  down  on  her  bent  shoulders. 
She  wore  a  faded  black  dolman  which 
had  a  sparse  fringe  of  narrow  crinkled 
tapes.  Her  rusty  bonnet  was  very  much 
on  one  side,  as  though  the  green  velvet 
rosette  over  her  left  eye  weighed  it  down. 
"It's  our  Jacky,"  she  said,  her  lip  shak- 
ing. "He's  lived  with  us  fifteen  years; 
and  he's  lost!*' 

"Oh,  lost  cats  always  find  their  way 
home,"  Dr.  Lavendar  said,  comfortingly. 

"Do  you  think  so?"  she  said,  in  a  de- 
spairing voice.  She  did  not  wait  for  his 
answer,  but  went  on  down  the  street,  with 
wavering,  uncertain  steps,  as  though  feel- 
ing always  that  she  might  be  going  in  just 
the  wrong  direction.  She  stopped  now  and 
then  at  a  gateway  or  an  alley,  and  called, 
softly,  "Baby!  baby!"  but  no  white  cat 
appeared.  It  was  then  that  she  too  passed 
the  tavern  door  and  looked  in,  but  only  to 
say  to  Van  Horn,  "  Have  you  seen  a  large 
white  cat  anywhere?"  Afterwards  she 
remembered  that  she  had  seen  the  acro- 
bat, but  at  the  moment  she  was  blind  to 
everything  but  her  own  anxiety. 

Dr.  Lavendar  looked  after  her  and 
sighed;  but  when  he  rnet  Willy  King- 
coming  out  of  Tommy  Dove's  shop,  and 
smelling  of  dried  herbs,  he  burst  out  with 
his  disapproval  of  the  performance  in  the 
bar-room.  "There's  a  man  down  there 
at  the  tavern,"  he  said,  "jumping  around 
on  one  leg  to  get  coppers.  I  wonder  Van 
Horn  allows  it!" 

And  Willy  agreed,  gloomily  :  Willy  was 
very  gloomy  just  then,  because  his  wife 
was  dieting  him  to  reduce  his  weight. 
"That  kind  of  beggary  is  l)lackmail,"  he 
said.  "  It  makes  an  appeal  to  your  sym- 
pathies, and  you  give,  in  spite  of  common- 
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sense.  At  least,  you  want  to  give;  but 
I  won't.  It's  the  same  thing  Avith  these 
Avomen  who  knit  afghans  and  things  that 
you  can't  use.  Your  mountebank  at  the 
tavern  ought  to  be  in  the  workhouse." 

"As  for  knitting,"  said  Dr.  Lavendar, 
thoughtfully,  "I  suppose  you  mean  the 
Jay  girls?  Well,  poor  tilings!  they've 
got  to  do  something  that's  genteel;  and 
knitting  is  that,  you  know.  Jane  refers 
to  it  always  as  "fancy-work,'  which 
soothes  her  pride,  ])oor  child." 

"Jane  is  a  goose,"  said  the  doctor,  irri- 
tably. "Maggy  is  the  only  one  that  has 
any  sense  in  that  fajnily.'' 

"Willy, "said  Dr.  La^'endar,  chuckling, 
"I  am  confident  you've  bought  an  af- 
ghan,  or  maybe  baby  socks?"  Willy  look- 
ed sheepish.  "William,  you  always  re- 
mind me  of  the  young  man  in  the  Bible 
who  said  he  would  not,  and  then  straight- 
way did.  Well,  I'm  glad  you  did,  my  boy ; 
tlie^^  are  straitened,  poor  girls! — very 
straitened,  I  fear." 

As  for  Willy  King,  breathing  forth 
threatenings  and  slaughter,  he  went  down 
to  the  tavern  to  drop  in  his  quarter  when 
the  mountebank's  hat  went  round.  But 
when  he  got  there  the  crowd  had  dis- 
j)ersed  and  the  man  had  gone. 

"Well,  Willy,"  said  Van  Horn,  who 
had  known  the  doctor  when  he  was  a  boy 
and  used  to  steal  apples  from  the  tavern 
orcliard,  "I  sw;in,  that  was  the  queerest 
fish!  He  hadn't  only  but  one  leg  and  a 
crutch,  and  he  kicked  as  high  as  your 
head,  sir.  Yes,  sir,  as  high  as  3'our  head. 
And  then,  I  swan,  when  the  show  was 
over,  if  he  didn't  turn  to  and  preach  to 
them  there  fellers;  preach  as  good  a  ser- 
mon— well,  now  you  won't  believe  me, 
but  it  wns  a  hrst-class  sermon!  Well, 
sir,  them  fellers  listened.  Tob  Todd  lis- 
tened. Yes  he  did.  He  listened.  And  that 
man  he  told  'em  not  to  patronize  my  bar, 
so  he  did.  Well,  for  the  soakei'S,  I  hold 
up  both  hands  to  that.  But  to  see  a 
one-logged  dancing-  tj'amp  setting  up  to 
preach  in  a  bar-room  —  I  sv^'an !"  said 
Van  Horn,  who  could  find  no  words  for 
the  occasion. 

The  doctor  looked  disgusted,  and  put 
his  quarter  back  in  his  pocket.  "You'd 
better  keep  your  eye  on  the  till,"  he  said, 
brielly. 

But  Van  Horn  was  doubtful.  "Seemed 
like  as  if  he  was  all  right,"  he  ruminated; 
"still,  you  can't  never  tell." 

So  it  happened  that  Willy   King  had 
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liis  views  al)Out  Paul  wlien  Miss  Jane  Jay 
canio,  wliite  and  breathless,  to  tell  him 
that  the  poor  man  had  "hurt  his  limb"' 
on  the  road  near  her  sister's  house,  and 
Avould  he  ])lease  come  and  fix  it?  "At 
once,  Dr.  King,"' said  Jane,  agitatedly,  "at 
once!" 

Miss  Jane  was  the  youngest  of  the  ^^lisses 
Jay.  There  were  three  Misses  Jay,  who 
lived  "the  Lord  knows  how  !"  their  neigh- 
])OVH  used  to  say,  in  their  tumbled-down 
old  house  out  on  tlie  river  road.  Dr. 
Lavendar  liad  referred  to  their  circum- 
stances as  "straitened,"  but  he  had  no 
idea  of  the  degree  of  their  straitness.  No- 
body knew  that  but  the  Jay  girls,  and 
they  kept  it  to  themselves.  The  family 
had  know^i  better  days  two  generations 
back;  indeed,  many  a  time,  when  their 
dinner  was  inadequate,  the  Misses  Jay 
stayed  their  stomachs  on  the  fact  that  they 
were  Bishop  Jay's  great-granddaughters. 
Besides  that,  their  father  had  been  a  cler- 
gyman; so  they  had,  poor  ladies  I  in  the 
midst  of  their  poverty,  that  gentle  con- 
descension which  is  the  ecclesiastical  form 
of  Ch  istian  humility.  The}'  took  a  great 
interest  in  church  matters,  and  they  were 
critical  of  sermons,  as  behooved  those 
who  knew^  the  dark  mysteries  of  sermon - 
writing.  Still,  they  were  kindly,  simple 
women,  wlio  tried  to  do  their  duty  on  a 
very  insufficient  income,  and  to  live  up 
to  their  clerical  past.  This  family  pride 
was  most  noticeable  in  fat  Miss  Maggy — 
there  are  people  wdio  \vould  be  fat  on  a 
straw  a  day  ;  Henrietta,  the  oldest,  de- 
voted to  her  cat  and  her  canary-bird. 
and  the  real  genius  of  the  family  in  re- 
gard to  afghans,  read  her  Bible  through 
twice  a  year  on  a  system  ai*ranged  by 
the  bishop,  and  merely  echoed  Maggy's 
views;  Jane  realized  her  birtli,  but  with 
a  vague  discontent  at  its  restrictions. 
Indeed,  she  and  Henrietta,  without  Mag- 
gy's influence,  might  even  have  slipped 
down  into  what  Miss  Maggy  called  "mer- 
cantile pursuits."  They  would  have  been 
dressmakers,  perhaps,  for  Henrietta  had 
a  pretty  taste  in  tui'ning  dresses  wrong 
side  out,  right  side  out,  and  wrong  side 
out  again  ;  and  Jane  might  have  trimmed 
bonnets  with  (she  used  to  think  to  her- 
self) a  ■■  real  touch."  But  Miss  flag- 
gy was  firm.  "I  am  sui-e,"  she  said.  "1 
have  the  greatest  res})ecl  for  working 
persons.  Great-grandfather  Jay  wi-ote  a 
tract  for  them — don't   vou   remember? — 


'  The  Virtuous  Content  of  Poor  James, 
the  Brickmaker.'  But  still,  I  know  what 
is  due  to  our  station.  And  besides,"  she 
ended,  with  that  patheiic  shrinking  of 
elderly,  genteel  poverty.  '"  if  you  trimmed 
hats,  Jane,  everybody  would  know  that 
we  are— are  not  well  off."  The  other  sis- 
ters sighed  and  agreed,  and  were  some- 
how oblivious  of  the  fact  that  "Willy  King 
had  no  need  of  a  dozen  pairs  of  baby 
socks,  and  that  Mrs.  Dale's  order  of  an 
afghan  ever^^  year  implied  either  that 
these  brilliant  coverings  wore  out  very 
quickly,  or  else  that  Mrs.  Dale's  purchase 
was  only — but  it  would  be  cruel  to  name 
it: 

"We  do  fancy-work."  Miss  Maggy  said, 
"for  recreation;  if  our  friends  need  the 
product  of  our  needles,  well  and  good. 
Were  our  circumstances  different,  we 
would  be  glad  to  give  them  what  they 
wish.  As  it  is.  we  make  a  slight  charge 
— for  materials."' 

So  the  Misses  Jay  knitted  and  cro- 
cheted ;  and  one  day  in  the  year  put  on 
their  shabby  best  clothes  and  made  calls; 
and  one  day  in  the  year  entertained  the 
sewing  society,  and  lived  on  the  frag- 
ments of  cake  afterwards  as  long  as  they 
lasted.  It  was  a  harmless,  monotonous 
life,  its  only  interest  the  anxiety  about 
money  —  which  is  not  an  interest  that 
feeds  the  soul. 

On  this  hot  August  afternoon — the  af- 
ternoon following,  as  it  chanced,  the  meet- 
ing of  the  sewing  society-,  the  Misses  Jay's 
ancient  cat,  disturbed,  perhaps,  by  the 
excitement  of  so  nnicli  company,  had  dis- 
appeared. Henrietta  had  hurried  down 
into  the  village  to  look  for  him,  and 
Jane  had  gone  out  in  the  other  direction  ; 
Maggy  staid  at  home  to  let  him  in  if  he 
came  back.  But  Jane  did  not  go  far; 
not  that  she  was  not  anxious  about 
Jacky,  only  "there's  no  use  getting  a  sun- 
stroke." she  said  to  herself, Avearih'.  How- 
ever, she  did  look,  and  called  among  the 
bushes,  and  then,  feeling  the  heat  very 
much,  in  a  hopeless  way  she  gave  it  up. 

Tliere  is  a  wooden  bridge  across  a  shal- 
low run  just  beyond  the  Jay  house,  and 
Jane  thought  how  cool  it  would  be  in  the 
dee])  shadow  underneath  it,  where  the  run 
slii)ped  smootlily  over  wide  flat  stones,  or 
chattered  into  little  waterfalls  a  foot  high 
— and  perhaps  Jacky  might  be  down 
there,  she  thought.  So  she  climbed  down 
the  bank,  holding  on  to  the  bushes  and 
tufls  of  o-rass,  and  found   this  dark  shel- 
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ter,  with  the  cool  sound  of  running-  water. 
"  Jack}^  Come,  kitt}^"  slie  called  out 
once  or  twice;  and  then  she  sat  down 
on  a  water -worn  log  washed  up  under 
the  bridge  and  caught  between  two 
stones;  there  were  tufts  of  dried  dead 
grass  here  and  there,  swept  sidewise  by 
the  winter  torrents,  and  left  above  the 
shrunken  summer  stream,  bleached  and 
stiff  with  yellow  mud;  overhead  were 
the  planks  of  the  bridge,  with  lines  of 
sunshine  between  them  as  thin  as  knit- 
ting-needles. Once,  as  she  sat  there,  a 
wagon  came  jolting  along,  and  the  dust 
sifted  down  and  spread  in  a  flowing 
scum  on  the  water.  It  was  very  si- 
lent, except  for  the  run,  chattering  and 
bubbling,  and  chattering  again ;  some- 
times, absently,  she  picked  up  little 
stones  and  threw"  them  into  the  water: 
she  was  thinking  of  an  afghan  she  was 
making  for  Rachel  King's  little  adopted 
baby;  but  Miss  Jane  had  no  interest  in 
her  work;  it  was  something  to  be  done, 
that  was  all.  Indeed,  she  was  tired  of 
the  touch  of  the  worsted  in  her  fingers, 
and  the  hot  smoothness  of  the  crochet- 
needle,  slipping  in  and  out,  in  and  out. 
She  dabbled  her  fingers  in  the  Avater,  as 
if  she  would  wash  the  feeling  away.  She 
thought  vaguely  of  the  years  of  afghans 
and  socks  and  endless  talk  about  colors; 
there  w^as  never  anything  more  exciting 
to  talk  about  than  whether  pink  and  blue 
should  be  used  together,  or  the  new  fash- 
ion of  using  green  and  blue,  which  Miss 
Maggy  declared  to  be  shocking;  nothing 
more  exciting,  except  the  sewing  society 
meeting  once  a  year;  or,  now^,  Jacky's 
getting  lost.  Nothing  rose  up  in  the 
level  dulness  of  her  thirt^'-four  3'ears — 
not  even  a  grief ! 

As  she  sat  there  listening  to  the  low 
chatter  and  whisper  of  the  run,  there 
came  to  little  Miss  Jane  a  bad  query — 
''ivhat  is  the  use  of  it  allV'  I  suppose 
most  of  us  know  the  peculiar  ennui  of  the 
soul  that  accompanies  this  question  ;  it  is 
a  sort  of  spiritual  nausea  which  is  never 
felt  in  the  stress  of  agonized  living,  but 
only  in  sterile  peace;  indeed,  that  is  why 
we  may  believe  it  to  be  but  the  demand 
of  Life  for  living,  for  love,  or  hate,  or 
grief.  Miss  Jane,  thinking  dully  of  af- 
ghans, made  no  such  analysis;  she  was 
not  happy  enough  to  know  that  she  was 
unhappy.  She  only  said  to  herself:  '"I 
wonder  what's  the  matter  with  me?  I 
guess  it's  Henrietta's  cake." 


She  sighed,  and  dropped  her  chin  into 
her  hand,  leaning  her  elbow  on  her  knee. 
Her  face  was  thin,  but  it  had  a  delicate 
color,  and  her  ej^es  were  violet,  or  blue,  or 
gray,  like  changing  clouds ;  her  pathetic 
mouth,  drooping  and  patiently  discon- 
tented, had  much  sweetness  in  its  timid 
wa3\  But  there  was  no  touch  of  human 
passion  about  her.  She  was  fond  of  her 
sisters,  she  told  herself,  as  she  sat  there 
wondering  what  Avas  the  use  of  it  all,  but 
nothing  stirred  in  her  at  the  thought  of 
them.  "If  somebody  told  me  just  now, 
here  under  the  bridge,  that  something 
had  happened  to  sister  Maggy,  I  don't  be- 
lieve I'd  really  mind.  Of  course  I'd  cr,y, 
and  all  that — but  it  wouldn't  make  any 
difference.  I  just  don't  care.  And  I 
don't  care  whether  Jacky  comes  back  or 
not." 

Some  one  came  down  the  road  whist- 
ling. Jane  lifted  her  head  and  listened; 
when  the  walker  reached  the  bridge  there 
was  a  curious  sound:  a  footstep,  then  a 
tap;  a  footstep,  then  a  tap.  The  dust 
jolted  softly  down,  wavering  across  the 
strips  of  sunshine,  and  then  vanishing  on 
the  flowing  water.  "It's  a  lame  person," 
said  Miss  Jane,  listening.  A  footstep, 
then  a  tap — then  a  snap,  a  crash,  a  fall ! 
Jane  jumped  up,  breathlessly  ;  from  a 
knot-hole  in  the  planks  above  her  [i 
broken  stick  fell  clattering  on  to  the 
stones;  it  had  a  brass  feri-ule  and  ring. 
"Some  poor  man  has  broken  his  crutch," 
Jane  thought.  "Wait  a  minute,  and  I'll 
bring  it  up  to  you !"  she  called  out,  and 
began  to  climb  up  the  bank,  the  end  of 
the  crutch  in  her  hand. 

As  for  Paul,  when  he  had  pitched  for- 
ward into  the  dust,  he  was  so  astonish- 
ed that  for  the  moment  he  did  not  feel 
the  keen  pain  of  a  wrenched  knee.  But 
when  Miss  Jane,  out  of  breath,  with  the 
end  of  the  crutch  in  her  hand,  appeared 
over  the  edge  of  the  bank,  his  face  was 
white  with  it. 

"  Oh,  you've  hurt  yourself!"  said  Miss 
Jane. 

"Yes,  'm,"  said  Paul;  "but  never 
mind!"  His  brown  eyes  smiled  up  at 
her  in  the  kindest  way. 

"Oh,  you  are — lame!"  she  faltered. 
"Yes;  but  that's  nothing,"  Paul  said, 
the  color  beginning  to  come  back  into  his 
face;  "I  guess  I  put  the  end  of  my 
crutch  into  that  knot-hole.  I  was  whist- 
ling away,  you  know,  and  I  never  took 
notice  of  the  road." 
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"I  heard  you  whistling,"  said  Miss 
Jane;   ''  but — what  are  you  going  to  do?" 

'*  Oh,  somebody  '11  come  along  and  give 
me  a  lift,"  he  said;  then  he  looked  rue- 
fully at  the  parted  strap  of  his  knapsack, 
which  had  burst  open,  scattering  his  pos- 
sessions in  the  dust, 

"You  can't  stay  here  in  the  sun,"  she 
protested,  "  and  so  few  Avagons  come 
along  this  road," 

"  If  I  could  get  over  there  to  the  other 
side,"  he  said,  "  there's  a  good  lot  of  shade, 
and  I  could  just  sit  there  until  a  cart  comes 
along.  I'll  get  'em  to  drop  me  at  one  of 
these  barns,  I'll  get  a  night's  lodging  in 
the  ha}^,  and  my  knee'U  be  all  right  to- 
morrow," He  tried  to  scramble  up,  but 
the  effort  made  him  blanch  with  pain. 

"Oh,  do  let  me  help  you,"  said  Miss 
Jane,  her  color  coming  and  going.  "  Oh 
dear,  I  know  it  must  hurt!  Do  ])ut  your 
hand  on  my  shoulder;  do,  please!"  Paul 
assented  very  simply ;  with  a  gentle,  iron- 
like grip  he  took  hold  of  her  thin  little 
arm;  but  it  was  so  little  and  so  tremulous 
that  he  let  go  almost  instantly,  and  would 
have  had  an  awkward  fall  but  that  she 
caught  him;  then  he  got  his  balance,  and 
lean!  ig  on  her  shoulder,  sweating  and 
smiling  at  the  pain,  he  managed  to  get  to 
the  other  end  of  the  bridge. 

Miss  Jane,  standing  up  beside  him,  in 
her  striped  barege  dress,  and  her  hat, 
with  its  flounce  of  lace  around  the  brim, 
pushed  back  from  her  flushed  and  in- 
terested face,  began  to  protest  that  she 
must  get  some  help  immediately.  But 
even  as  she  spoke  Paul  suddenly  turned 
his  head  a  little  and  fainted  quite  away. 

So  that  was  liow  it  happened  that,  a 
man  and  cart  coming  along  most  oppor- 
tunely, he  was  not  carried  to  a  barn  to 
nurse  his  sprained  knee,  but  to  the  Jay 
girls'  house,  where  he  was  i)ut  down  on 
tlie  big  horse-hair  sofa  in  the  parlor,  and 
given  over  to  the  ministration  of  AVilly 
King. 

II. 

William  King  was  not  sympathetic. 
He  said  the  man  had  hurt  his  kiu^e  badly, 
and  had  better  be  sent  to  the  workhouse 
to  recover.  "He  ought  to  be  in  jail." 
AVilly  said  to  Miss  Maggy,  who  lifted  lier 
hands  in  horror  at  the  word.  •'He"s  a 
vagrant.  I'll  send  some  kind  of  convey- 
ance, and  have  him  taken  to  the  work- 
house. It's  loo  bad  you  should  be  both- 
ered with  him.  Miss  ]\Iaggy." 

Then  it  was  that  Jane,  standing  behind 


her  sister,  and  quite  hidden  by  her  ponder- 
ous frame,  said,  in  her  light,  fluttering 
voice:  ''Poor  man  I  I  think  it  would  be 
wicked  to  send  him  to  the  workhouse." 

Dr.  King  shrugged  his  shoulders.  "Oh, 
of  course  it  is  just  as  you  and  Miss  Mag- 
gy say.  You'll  be  ver\'  kind  to  keep  him 
for  a  few  days;  but  I  hope  you'll  not  be 
repaid  by  having  vour  spoons  carried 
ofl'." 

Miss  Maggy's  mouth  grew  round  with 
dismay.  "But  ladies  in  our  position  can't 
refuse  shelter  to  a  poor  man  with  an  in- 
jured limb,"  she  said. 

"And  his  only  limb  too."  Jane  added, 
with  some  excitement. 

As  for  the  danger  to  the  spoons — "  We 
haven't  but  six,"  said  Miss  Maggy,  sigh- 
ing, "  and  we  can  hide  them  under  the 
edge  of  the  carpet  in  Henrietta's  room. 
Go  and  meet  her,  Janie,  and  tell  her  al)0ut 
the  poor  man.'' 

Henrietta  was  coming  up  the  road,  her 
bonnet  still  very  much  on  one  side,  and 
her  old  face  quivering  with  anxiety.  "  Did 
you  find  him?"  she  called  out  as  soon  as 
she  saw  Jane,  who  shook  her  head,  and 
began  to  tell  her  own  exciting  story. 
Miss  Henrietta  listened,  absently. 

"  His  name  is  Paul,"  Jane  ended;  ''a 
very  romantic  name,  I  think,  Yoti  don't 
mind  his  remaining,  do  you,  sister  Henri- 
etta r' 

"No,  I  don't  mind,"  said  Miss  Henri- 
etta, sighing.  "  Is  he  a  circus  actor?  One 
of  the  servants  took  me  to  tlie  circus  once, 
when  I  was  a  little  thing,  Janie,  ask  him 
if  he  saw"  a  large  white  cat  as  he  came 
along.  Poor  man  !  I'm  sorry  he  hurt  him- 
self. Oh,  Janie,  Jacky  may  be  hurt!  I 
keep  thinking  that  he  may  be  sttfl'ering," 
she  said,  her  poor  old  eyes  filling;  then, 
as  they  came  up  to  the  door,  she  called 
again,  faintly:  "Baby  I  baby  !  Come, 
pussy;  come,  Jacky!" 

As  for  Miss  Maggy,  when  it  was  settled 
that  the  nuin  should  remain,  she  thought 
of  the  pantry  and  sighed;  but  it  was  she 
who  informed  him  that  he  might  stay 
until  his  "limb"  permitted  him  to  walk. 

Paul,  however,  had  his  own  views. 
"No,  'm,"  he  said,  "thank  you;  but  I 
see  you  have  a  stable  back  there  behind 
the  house  :  I'll  go  there,  and  lie  in  the 
hay  till  my  knee  clears  u]).  Then  I'll  go 
along." 

"  But  you  can  just  as  well  stay  here,'' 
Jane  said, 

Paul    shook    his    head    with    cheerful 
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stubbornness,  "No,  ma'am;  I'm  much 
oblig'ed  to  you,  but  I'll  go  to  the  stable." 

'^As  you  please,  my  good  man,"  said 
Miss  Maggy. 

But  Jane  still  protested.  "Ob,  a  sta- 
ble!'' she  said;  "  I  wouldn't  do  that." 

"There's  been  One  in  a  stable,  ma'am, 
that  didn't  tbink  it  beneath  Him.  I'm 
right  apt  to  think  about  that,  sleeping 
round  the  wa\^  I   do,"  the  man   said,  sim- 

piy- 

Tbe  two  ladies  stared  at  him  witli  part- 
ed lips. 

"It  must  have  been  a  pretty  sigbt," 
he  went  on,  thoughtfully.  "When  Tm 
lying  up  on  the  hay,  I  get  the  picture  of 
it  in  my  mind  real  often — just  like  as  if  I 
saw  it.  There's  the  cows  standing  round 
chewing  their  cud;  and  maybe  some 
mules — you'd  hear  them  stamping.  And 
the  oxen  would  be  rubbing  up  against 
their  stanchions.  I  always  tliink  tbe  door 
was  open  a  little  crack,  and  you  could  see 
out  —  the  morning  just  beginning,  you 
know.  And  there'd  be  a  heap  of  fresh 
manure  outside,  smoking  in  the  cold. 
And  there,  in  the  manger,  Mary  and  Him. 
I  like  to  think  that  to  myself— don't  you?" 

"Why — yes;  I  don't  know — I  suppose 
so,"  Jane  Jay  said,  breathlessly. 

"My  great-grandfather  wrote  a  sermon 
on  the  Nativity,"  Miss  Maggy  said,  kind- 
ly; "I'm  sure  he  would  think  it  very 
nice  in  you  to  have  such  thoughts." 

But  after  that  they  did  not  oppose  his 
plan  of  leaving  the  house.  The  butcher- 
boy  was  asked  to  help  him  limp  out  to 
the  stable,  and  some  bay  was  shaken 
down  for  his  bed. 

"He  talks  like  a  Sunday-school  teach- 
er," the  boy  said  when  he  came  back  for 
the  five-cent  fee  tbat  bad  been  promised 
him;  "but  I  don't  mind.  And  you'd 
ougbt  to  'a'  seen  him  jump  —  down  at  the 
tavern!     My!" 

And  indeed,  with  open  pride,  tbe  acro- 
bat himself  bore  testimony  to  his  ability. 
"I  get  a  good  living  out  of  tliis  leg,"  he 
said,  "  and  I  don't  know  what  I  should 
do  if  it  was  to  stiH'en  up  on  me."  He 
sighed  and  looked  anxiously  at  Willy 
King,  who  bad  come  in  to  see  how  lie 
was  getting  along. 

"  If  you  keep  quiet,  you'll  come  out  all 
right,"  Willy  said,  gi-uftiy;  "but  if  I 
were  you,  I'd  try  to  lind  a  more  decent 
way  of  earning  my  living." 

Paul  laughed.  "  It's  decent  enough,'' 
he  said,  "so  long  as  I'm  decent.      That's 


the  way.  I  look  at  work— your  trade's  de- 
cent as  long  as  you  are.  IL  isn't  being 
decent  troubles  me;  though  I  will  say  I 
don't  like  to  hand  round  the  hat.  Not 
but  what  I've  a  right  to  !  I  do  good 
work  ;  yes,  sir,  first  -  class  work.  There 
ain't  a  man  in  my  class  with  two  legs,  let 
alone  one,  that  can  touch  the  notch  I  do. 
No,  sir.  I'm  proud  of  my  profession  ;  but 
the  trouble  is—" 

"Well,  what's  the  trouble?"  the  doc- 
tor said,  crossly. 

"Why,  it's  so  uncertain,"  the  man 
said.  "  I  have  got  as  high  as  $1  75  at  a 
performance;  and  then,  again,  I  won't  get 
but  twenty-five  cents.  But  if  this  darned 
knee  was  to  stifl'en  up  on  me — " 

"It  won't,"  William  King  said;  "but 
I  should  think  you  could  do  something 
better  than  this,  anyhow." 

Paul  looked  perfectly  uncomprehend- 
ing. "But  I'm  A  1,"  he  insisted.  "  Be- 
fore my  accident  I  was  'way  up  in  the 
profession.  Of  course  this  is  a  come- 
down, to  travel  and  hand  round  the  hat; 
but  I'm  mighty  lucky  I've  got  a  trade  to 
fall  back  on  to  support  my  little  sister: 
she's  an  invalid.  And  then,  I  do  get 
good  opportunities,"  he  added. 
"Opportunities  to  perform?" 
"No,  I  didn't  mean  that,''  the  man 
answered,  briefiy. 

"  What  was  your  accident?''  said  Willy 
King.  He  was  sitting  on  a  wheelbarrow, 
and  Paul  was  stretched  out  in  the  hay  in 
front  of  liini.  The  barn  was  deserted, 
for  the  cow  was  out  at  pasture;  now  and 
then  a  hen  walked  in  at  the  open  door, 
and  pecked  about  in  a  vain  search  for 
oals;  on  the  rafters  overhead  some  pi- 
geons balanced  and  cooed,  and  from  a 
dusty  cobweb  -  covered  window  a  dim 
stream  of  sunshine  poured  down  on  the 
man  lying  in  the  hay.  Will}^  King  took 
off  his  hat  and  clasped  his  bands  around 
one  fat  knee.  "  How  did  j^ou  hurt  your- 
self T'  be  said. 

"  Tra]->eze.  That  was  my  line.  Well, 
it  wasn't  just  an  accident.  There  was  a 
rope  cut  half  through — '' 

"What!  You  don't  mean  on  pur- 
pose?'' 

"  Well,  yes,"  the  man  said,  easil\'.  "  I 
guess  tliere  was  no  doubt  of  it.  Well,  I 
was  up  there  right  by  the  ina'ui  pole — 
My,  that's  a  sight !  I  suppose  j'ou  never 
was  up  by  the  main  pole  during  a  per- 
formance?" 

"  Well,  no,"  the  doctor  admitted. 
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"Yes,  it's  a  great  siglit.  You  sit  up 
there  on  the  trapeze,  and  look  down  at 
all  the  rows  and  I'ows  of  faces,  and  you 
can'i  hear  anj'thing-  but  a  kind  of  hum, 
you're  up  so  hig'h — right  uj)  under  the 
canvas;  you  can  hear  it,  though,  flapping 
and  booming^  cracking  like  a  whip  once 
in  a  while!  Half  of  it  may  be  in  the 
sun,  and  then  a  big  shadow  on  half  of  it; 
and  all  the  people  looking  up  at  you,  and 
the  band  squeaking  away  down  below 
for  your  money's  worth!  Yes,  it's  a 
sight.  AVell,  that's  all  there  was  to  it. 
I  saw  the  rope  giving,  and  I  jumped  to 
catch  a  flyer;  and  I  missed  it.  But  I 
wasn't  killed.  Well,  it  was  wonderful; 
I  wasn't  killed!''  He  smiled  as  he  spoke, 
but  there  was  a  brooding  gravity  in  his 
face. 

III. 

Paul  improved  very  slowly;  the  fact 
was  the  barn  was  comfortable  and  the 
perfect  cure  of  the  knee  important,  so 
with  simple  confidence  in  the  hospital- 
ity of  the  three  ladies,  he  gave  himself 
up  to  the  x)leasiire  of  convalescence. 
And  it  certainly  was  pleasan  t.  The  Misses 
Jay  w"5re  very  kind  to  him.  Miss  Hen- 
rietta visited  him  every  morning,  bring- 
ing his  breakfast,  and  telling  him  many 
times  how,  w^hen  she  was  a  little  girl, 
she  had  been  taken  to  the  circus.  "  I  saw 
a  young  lady  ride  on  a  horse  without 
any  saddle,"  Miss  Henrietta  would  say; 
"  it  was  reall}^  wonderful ;  I've  never  for- 
gotten it."  And  then,  after  this  politely 
personal  reminiscence,  she  would  talk  to 
liim  about  her  poor  pussy,  whose  affec- 
tion and  intelligence  gradually  assumed 
abnormal  proportions.  Sometimes,  as  she 
carried  his  plate  away,  she  would  stop 
and  call  feebly,  ''Jacky,  Jacky!  You 
know  he  might  be  lying  sick  under  the 
barn,"  she  explained  to  Paul,  who  was 
very  sympathetic.  Miss  Maggy  w^ent  ev- 
ery day  before  dinner  to  inquire  for  his 
"limb.''  As  for  Miss  Jane,  she  came  to 
the  barn  door  upon  any  excuse.  Into 
the  starved,  thin  life  of  little  Miss  Jane 
had  come  suddenly  an  interest.  Per- 
haps that  reference  to  the  stable  in  Beth- 
lehem had  first  given  her  something  to 
think  about.  It  was  startlingly  incon- 
gruous, but  there  was  nothing  offensive 
in  it,  because  it  was  so  simple:  indeed, 
that  it  was  the  natural  tenor  of  the  man's 
thought  was  obvious  at  once.  The  first 
morning,  when  Miss  Henrietta  took  his 
breakfast  out  to  him,  she  found  him  read- 


ing his  Bible.  The  next  day,  Maggy, 
hunting  for  eggs  in  the  shed,  heard  some 
one  singing,  and  listening,  heard: 

''  Guide  me,  0  thou  Great  Jehovah, 
Pilgrim  through  this  baiTen  land. 
I  am  weak — " 

Then  there  was  a  ^xause.  Then  a  joyous 
burst:  "'yes:  but  Thou  art  mighty  {I  bet 
Thou  art!);"  and  then  the  rest  of  it: 

"Lead  me  wiih  Thy  powerful  hand!" 

Miss  Maggy,  who  had  the  uin*easoning 
emotion  of  the  fat.  repeated  this  with 
tears  to  her  sisters,  and  added  that  per- 
haps it  might  help  the  poor  man  in  his 
effort  to  be  a  Christian  to  give  him 
one  of  Great-grandfather  Jay's  sermons 
to  read.  Miss  Henrietta  agreed  vaguely, 
and  then  said  she  knew  that  he  was  a 
good-hearted  person,  because  he  had  sym- 
pathized so  about  Jacky.  But  Miss  Jane, 
crocheting  rapidly,  thought  to  herself 
how  strange  it  was  that  a  man  who  had 
been  a  circus  rider  should  be — religious! 
The  fact  caught  her  interest,  just  as  some- 
times a  point  in  a  wide  dull  landscape 
catches  the  eye — pei-haps  the  far-off  win- 
dow of  some  unseen  house  flaring  sud- 
denly with  the  sun  and  speaking  a  hun- 
dred m^'steries  of  invisible  human  living. 
The  commonplace,  healthy  way  in  which, 
once  or  twice,  Paul  spoke  of  those  things 
which,  being  so  vital,  are  hidden  by  most 
of  us,  was  a  shock  to  her  which  was 
awakening.  It  was  like  letting  hot  sun- 
shine and  vigorous  wind  touch  sudden- 
ly some  delicate,  si)indling  plants  which 
liave  grown  always  in  the  dark."  But  it 
attracted  her  with  the  curious  fascination 
which  the  unusual,  even  if  a  little  pain- 
ful, has  for  all  of  tis.  So  she  went  very 
often  to  the  barn  to  inquire  about  his 
health.  Sometimes  she  took  her  knitting 
and  sat  on  the  barn  door  step,  and  tried, 
in  a  fluttering  way,  to  make  him  talk. 
This  was  not  difficult:  the  acrobat  was 
most  cheerfully  talkative.  Propped  up 
in  the  hay,  he  watched  her,  and  some- 
times held  her  big  loose  ball  of  zephyr  in 
his  hands,  unrolling  a  length  or  two  in 
answer  to  her  soft  jerk ;  he  told  her  about 
his  '"business"  and  the  difficulties  of  his 
"profession."  and  once  in  a  while,  very 
simply,  there  would  come  some  allusion 
to  deeper  things.  But  for  tlie  most  part 
he  talked  about  being  "on  the  road." 
He  blushed  under  his  dark  skin  when 
he  said  that  he  had  to  hand  round  the 
hat  after  a  performance ;  "  but  it's  for  my 
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sister  Alice,"  he  explained.  He  had  a 
good  deal  to  say  about  this  little  sick  sis- 
ter. She  lived  out  in  Iowa,  he  said,  and 
he  didn't  believe  he'd  ever  take  another 
long'  tramp- so  far  east  as  Pennsylvania. 
"It's  too  far  away.  If  Alice  was  to  be 
taken  bad,  I  might  not  be  able  to  get 
back  in  a  hurry;  I  mightn't  have  my  car 
fare.  I'm  going  to  tramp  it  home  in  Oc- 
tober, and  then  I  guess  I'll  dwell  among 
mine  own  people,  as  David  says."  One 
day  he  showed  her  a  little  dog-eared  ac- 
count-book in  which  he  kept  the  record 
of  his  receipts  and  expenditures.  "In  a 
town,  I've  got  to  put  up  at  a  tavern  over- 
night, and  that  counts  up.  That's  why 
I  like  to  go  to  little  places  where  there 
are  barns.  Now  there's  Mercer  on  that 
page;  I  had  to  pay  for  a  license  in  Mer- 
cer; and  the  barkeepers,  they  charged 
too;  so  I  only  made  $1  the  first  day,  and 
75  cents  the  next,  and  $1  20  the  last  day. 
You'd  'a'  thought  I'd  done  better  in  a  city, 
wouldn't  you?  On  that  page  opposite  is 
my  expenses.  See?  At  tlie  bottom  of  the 
page  is  what  I  sent  Alice  —  $3  25  that 
week.     I  have  sent  her  as  high  as  $5  once." 

It  was  raining,  and  Jane  was  sitting 
just  inside  the  door;  she  ran  her  hand 
along  her  wooden  knitting-needles,  and 
then  took  the  account-book,  holding  it 
nervously,  as  though  not  quite  certain 
what  to  do  with  it. 

"I  made  most  of  that  $5,"  said  Paul, 
"in  a  saloon  that  was  run  by  a  man 
named  Bloder." 

"I  shouldn't  think,"  Miss  Jane  said, 
hesitatingl}^,  "that  it  would  be  pleasant 
to — to  perform  in  saloons." 

"Oh,"  he  said,  eagerly,  "they're  just 
my  place!  I'd  rather  go  to  a  saloon  tlian 
have  three  open-aii'  turns." 

Jane  Jay  shut  the  little  book  and 
handed  it  back  to  him,  a  look  almost  of 
pain  about  her  delicate  lips.  The  acro- 
bat glanced  at  her,  and  then  his  hand- 
some face  suddenly  lighted.  "Oh,  not 
the  way  you  think  —  bless  you,  no:  I 
get  more  men  in  a  saloon,  that's  why; 
and  when  the  show's  done,  I  get  a  back 
at  'em.  I  believe  that  when  I  go  into  a 
saloon,  dirty,  like  as  not,  with  old  musty 
sawdust  on  the  floor  all  dripped  over 
with  beer,  and  a  lot  of  fellows  just  shak- 
ing hands  with  the  devil— I  believe  I'm 
preaching  to  the  spirits  in  prison." 

"Why,  do  you  mean,"  she  demand- 
ed— "do  you  mean  that  you  talk — reli- 
gion in  those  places?" 


"Yes,  ma'am." 

"  Why,  you  ought  to  be  a  clergyman  !" 
she  said,  impulsively. 

"I  wish  I  could  be,"  he  said,  with  a 
sigh.  "  Of  course  that's  what  I  aimed 
for;  but  you  see,  with  Alice  to  look  after 
— no,  I  don't  suppose  it  '11  come  about. 
This  is  the  best  I  can  do— to  talk  after  the 
performances.  But  it  isn't  like  having  a 
church  with  red  seats  and  a  pulpit.  But 
my  vow  was  to  be  a  preacher,  ma'am.'' 

"And  then  you  decided  to  be  a — to — 
to  give  performances?" 

"No,  ma'am;  'twas  like  this,"  he  said. 
"I  was  doing  trapeze  business.  Well,  I 
was  advertised  all  round;  you  ought  to 
have  seen  the  bill  -  boards,  and  Signor 
Paulo,  in  his  great  act,  shooting  down 
with  his  arms  folded — this  way— across 
his  breast!  That  was  me.  I  got  good  pay 
those  days;  and— and  I  w^as— well, ma'am, 
I  was  a  great  sinner.  I  was  the  chief  of 
sinners.  Well.  I  had  enemies  in  my  line: 
a  star  always  has.  The  greater  you  are," 
said  the  acrobat,  with  perfect  simplicity, 
"  the  more  folks  envy  you.  So  somebody 
cut  a  rope  half  through  right  up  under 
the  canvas.  The  ropes  are  tested  before 
every  performance,  so  it  must  have  been 
a  quick  job  for  the  fellow  that  did  it.  I 
was  sitting  up  there,  and  I  seen  the  rope 
giving.  Well,  I  don't  know;  I  don't 
know" — his  voice  dropped,  and  he  looked 
past  her  with  rapt,  unseeing  eyes — "it 
was  a  vision,  I  guess  —  /  seen  my  sin. 
'  My  God !'  I  said,  out  loud.  I  don't 
know  to  this  day  if  it  was  because  I 
was  scared  of  beijig  killed,  or  scared  of 
my  sin.  Of  course  nobody  could  hear 
me — the  horses  tearing  round  the  ring, 
and  mademoiselle  jumping  through  fire- 
hoops,  and  the  band  playing  aw'ay  for 
dear  life.  Well— it  was  jump,  anyhow* ; 
so  I  just  yelled  out,  '  You  save  me,  and 
III  give  You  the  credit  P  Then  I 
jum})ed." 

"Oh,"  said  Jane,  panting,  and  knit- 
ting very  fast. 

"Well,  that  was  all  there  was  to  it. 
He  saved  me.  And  there  was  my  bar- 
gain with  Him.  At  first,  seeing  that  my 
leg  had  to  go,  I  wasn't  just  sure  we  was 
even;  and  then  I  says  to  myself:  'Yes; 
He  saved  me.  He  only  just  gave  me  a 
pinch  in  the  leg,  for  fear  I'd  get  too  stuck 
up,  starring,  and  forget  my  bargain.'  I 
don't  know  as  I  would  have  seen  it  right 
oft',  but  a  minister  came  to  see  me  a  good 
deal  in  the  hospital,  and  he  gave  me  a  lot 
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of  ideas.  He  jnst  pointed  out  tliat  so  long 
•AS  my  life  was  saved,  my  bargain  was 
o()()d,  '  You  give  God  tiie  glory  wherever 
you  go,' he  said — wliich  is  the  church 
way  of  saying  give  Him  the  credit,  you 
know.  Well,  at  first  I  took  it  to  be  that 
rd  pi'each,  respectably,  in  a  churcli;  Eve 
a  good  deal  of  a  gift  in  talking.  But  it 
wasn't  to  be,"  he  ended,  with  a  sigh. 

''AVhy  not?"  Jane  demanded,  boldly. 
Jn  her  interest  she  rolled  her  work  up  in 
her  black  silk  apron,  and  came  and  sat 
down  beside  him  in  the  hay.  Paul  turned 
a  little  on  his  side,  and  leaning  on  his 
ell)ow,  looked  up  at  her,  his  dark,  gentle 
eyes  smiling.  She  would  not  have  known 
how  to  say  it,  but  she  felt  a  dull  envy 
of  the  i)assion  and  emotion  that  had  illu- 
minated his  face.  She  wished  he  would 
talk  some  more  about — things.  It  was  as 
if  her  numb,  chilled  mind  tried  to  crouch 
closer  to  the  warmth  of  his  vital  ])erson- 
ality.  She  bent  forward  as  she  talked  to 
him,  and  her  breath  came  quicker.  '*I 
don't  see  why  you  shouldn't  be  a  clerg}'- 
man,"  she  said. 

'"AVell,  I  haven't  any  education,"  he 
ex])laii  ed.  "  I  couldn't  stand  up  in  a 
real  church,  with  nice  red  cushions,  and 
talk.  You  see,  I  don't  know  things  that 
church  people  want  to  hear.  I  don't  un- 
derstand about  election,  and  foreordina- 
tion,  and  those  things.  Y'ou've  got  to 
have  an  education  for  a  church;  and  an 
education  costs  money.  And  then  there's 
Alice:  I  can't  stop  earning,  you  see."  He 
lai)sed  into  silence,  and  Jane  was  silent 
too.  ]>ut  she  look-ed  at  him  again  side- 
wise,  and  the  ])eauty  of  his  large  fi'ame — 
the  broad  deep  chest,  the  gi'ace  and  vigor 
of  the  long  line  from  the  shoulder  to  the 
knee,  the  powerful  arm  and  wrist — held 
her  eyes. 

"My  knee's  getting  on,"  he  said,  sud- 
denly; "and  I  think  I  can  mak^  a  start 
in  another  week;  but  before  I  go  I  want 
to  have  a  performance  for  you  and  the 
olhei*  two  ladies — and  any  of  your  lady 
friends  you'd  like  to  invite  in.  Eil  give 
3'ou  the  best  show  I've  got."  he  said,  his 
face  eager  and  handsome,  and  all  alert  to 
return  favor  with  favor,  and  to  reveal 
the  ])ossibilities  of  his  profession. 

"Oh,  you  are  very  kind."  ^liss  Jane 
said,  with  a  start:  "I'll  tell  my  sisters. 
They'll  l)e  very  mucli  intereste^i.  I  know; 
but— but  I'd  like  it  better  for  you  jiisl  to 
])i'(^ach." 

"  I  o-uess  vou  ladies  don't  need  mvkind 


of  preaching,"  he  answered,  good-natured- 
ly ;  "  you're 'way  up  above  that,  you  know. 
Y^ou're  all  ready  to  hear  about  the  Trin- 
ity, and  how  much  a  cubit  is.  and  what  a 
centurion  is,  and  free  will — and  all  those 
things.  If  I  ever  get  my  education,  and 
know  'cm,  I'll  invite  you  to  come  to  my 
chui'ch.  But  now  I'll  just  have  to  stick 
to  the  gospel,  I  guess." 

IV. 

Those  were  strange  days  to  Miss  Jane 
Jay.  Into  the  even  dulness  of  knitting 
afghans,  and  bemoaning  Jacky,  and  won- 
dering whether  the  weather  would  be 
this  or  that,  had  come  the  jar  of  vigorous 
living,  as  vulgar  as  the  honest  earth — 
loud,  courageous,  full  of  toil  and  sweat 
and  motion.  Once,  walking  home  in  the 
rainy  dusk,  she  stopped  before  a  deserted 
cow-shed  by  the  road-side,  on  which,  long 
ago,  had  been  pasted  a  circus  advertise- 
ment. It  was  torn  at  one  corner,  and 
was  flapping  idly  in  the  wind.  The  col- 
ors were  washed  and  faded  by  summer 
rains,  and  some  boys  had  thrown  mud  at 
it,  but  I\Iiss  Jane  could  still  see  the  pic- 
ture of  a  man  hanging  by  one  arm  from 
a  tra])eze,  read}*  for  the  downward  dive. 

"Mr.  Phillips  used  to  do  that.''  she 
thought.  She  called  him  Mr.  Phillips 
now,  not  Paul,  as  the  others  did  in  famil- 
iar and  condescending  kindness.  She 
was  glad  he  did  not  do  those  things  now: 
the  preaching  lifted  him  to  another  i)lane 
in  her  mind. 

Tlie  other  sisters  were  interested  in 
Paul  too.  but  the  atrophy  of  years  cannot 
be  easily  vitalized,  and  they  did  not  think 
very  much  about  him.  Henrietta  was 
patiently  trying  to  accustom  herself  to 
Jacky's  loss.  She  used  to  sit  making 
baby  socks  hour  after  hour,  her  ])oor 
vague  fancy  picturing  the  pussy's  wan- 
derings and  sufl'erings,  until  for  very 
wretchedness  the  slow  painful  tears  would 
rise  and  blur  the  crocheting  in  her  wrin- 
kled hands.  Still,  she  listened  when  Jane 
told  hicr  tliis  or  that  of  Mr.  Phillips;  and 
she  and  Maggy  were  especially  moved 
when  they  heard  of  his  desire  to  preach 
the  gospel. 

'■  He's  kind  to  animals."  said  Miss  Hen- 
rietta, sighing;  "I  saw  him  patting  Clo- 
ver the  other  night.  Yes,  I  think  he'd 
make  a  good  clei'gyman.  Oh  dear,  how 
he  would  have  loved  Jacky!'' 

Miss  ]\Iaggy  nodded  approvingl5\  and 
said  again  that   it   was   very   nice  for   a 
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pOor  person  to  be  religious.  "Perhaps 
I'll  copy  out  one  of  Great-grandfather 
Jay's  sermons  for  him,  and  he  can  take  it 
away  with  him,  and  read  it  aloud  after 
his  performances  —  though  perhaps  he 
ought  to  have  a  license  for  a  bishop's  ser- 
mon," she  added,  doubtfully.  "As  for 
his  performing  for  us  " — for  Miss  Jane 
had  repeated  PauFs  offer — "I  suppose  it 
would  seem  ungracious  not  to  let  him  do 
it." 

But  when  tlie  day  came  tliat  Paul's 
knee  was  strong  enough  for  gymnastics, 
the  two  older  ladies  were  really  quite  in- 
terested in  his  "show."  as  he  called  it. 
"He  is  going  to  do  it  to-night,"  Miss 
Maggy  said ;  "and  he  says  that  it  will  be 
in  the  finest  style!  He  said  he  would 
wear  tights.  I  didn't  like  to  ask  him 
what  they  were,  as  it  is  not,  I  think,  del- 
icate to  refer  to  any  special  garment  of  a 
— a  gentleman's  wardrobe;  but  I  did  won- 
der." 

"  It  means  stays,  I  suppose,"  said  Miss 
Henrietta.  "I  don't  see  why  he  men- 
tioned them,  I'm  sure." 

"  Oh,  well,  a  person  in  Paul's  walk  of 
life  does  not  realize  the  impropriety  of 
such  an  allusion  before  ladies,"  said  Miss 
Maggy,  kindl3^  "He  is  a  well-meaning 
man,  but  of  course  he  does  not  make  del- 
icate distinctions.  I  hope  he's  not  disap- 
pointed because  we  are  not  asking  any 
one  in ;  but  we  couldn't  do  that.  Henri- 
etta, would  you  put  a  white  border  on 
this  baby  blanket,  or  a  blue  one?" 

"I  think,"  said  Jane,  breathing  quick- 
ly, "that  Mr.  Phillips  is  just  as  delicate 
as  any  one." 

"I  like  blue  best,"  Miss  Henrietta  said. 

Jane's  hands  trembled,  and  she  put 
her  knitting  down.  "I'm  going  to  ask 
him  if  he  doesn't  want  another  lamp  for 
to-night.  We  can  let  him  have  two," 
she  said,  indifferent  to  poor  Miss  Maggy's 
sigh  that  it  would  use  up  a  good  deal  of 
oil.  She  went  swiftly  down  the  garden 
to  the  stable,  where  Paul  welcomed  her 
with  enthusiasm,  and  asked  her  if  she 
didn't  think  he  had  made  things  look- 
pretty  nicely.  "  I  feel  nervous  about  my 
knee,"  he  said,  "but  I'm  mostly  worried 
for  fear  I  w^on't  do  my  best  before  the 
ladies.  It's  more  embarrassing  to  have 
a  little  select  audience  like  this,  than  a 
big  dress  circle."  His  tone  seemed  to 
range  her  on  his  side,  as  opposed  to  the 
"audience."  which  gave  her  a  new  and 
distinct  feeling  of  responsibility  that  was 
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almost  anxiety.  She  told  him  about  the 
lamps,  and  advised  him  as  to  which  end 
of  the  open  space  between  the  stalls  and 
the  feed -bins  should  be  the  stage.  She 
laughed,  in  her  Hurried  way,  until  the 
tears  came  into  her  eyes,  at  some  of  his 
jokes,  and  she  asked  questions,  and  even 
made  one  or  tw^o  suggestions.  Perhaps 
she  had  never  been  so  excited  in  her  life. 

Then  she  went  back  to  the  house. 
"  We'll  put  on  our  best  dresses,"  she  said 
to  her  sisters,  in  a  breathless  way. 

''  Oh,  Janie,  not  to  go  and  sit  in  the 
barn?"  protested  Miss  Maggy. 

"I  will,"  Miss  Jane  said,  with  spirit. 
"  I  think  it's  only  polite.  And  please, 
girls,  each  of  you  bring  your  bedroom 
candle  over  with  you.  He  says  he  wants 
as  much  light  as  possible.  Oh  dear!  he  is 
so  much  superior  to  his  profession!"  she 
burst  out,  her  face  flushing. 

The  best  clothes  were  wonderingly  con- 
ceded by  the  two  older  sisters,  and  after 
tea,  in  the  September  dusk,  before  the 
moon  rose,  the  three  Misses  Jay  stepped 
out  across  the  j-ard  to  the  barn.  Each 
had  a  lighted  candle  in  her  hand,  and 
each  held  up  her  petticoats  carefully, 
and  ^valked  gravely,  with  a  troubled  con- 
sciousness of  the  unusualness  of  the  occa- 
sion. 

The  barn  was  veiy  briglit :  Paul  had 
borrowed  some  lanterns  from  a  neighbor, 
and  added  two  or  three  he  had  found 
in  the  loft,  and  all  the  lamps  Jane  could 
bring  him  from  the  house.  The  narrow 
space  in  front  of  the  stalls  was  swept  and 
garnished,  and  at  its  further  end  were 
three  chairs,  each  with  a  bunch  of  golden- 
rod  tied  on  the  back.  The  lanterns  swung 
from  the  rafters,  and  the  lamps  stood  on 
the  top  of  the  feed-bin,  and  the  three  bed- 
room candles  were  deposited,  at  Jane's 
command,  on  three  upturned  buckets  in 
front  of  what  was  evidently  Paul's  end  of 
the  open  space.  When  the  sisters  enter- 
ed there  was  a  rustle  among  the  pigeons 
overhead,  and  the  cow,  rubbing  her  neck 
against  her  stanchion,  stopped,  and  look- 
ed at  them  with  mild,  wondering  eyes, 
and  then  drew  a  long,  fragrant  sigh,  and 
went  on  chewing  her  cud. 

"This  is  very  strange,"  said  Miss  Hen- 
rietta. 

"It  is  ver\'  exciting,"  murmured  Miss 
Maggy,  nervously. 

The  gleam  of  all  the  lights,  the  candle- 
flames  bending  and  flaring  in  wandering 
draughts,  the  gigantic  shadow^s  between 
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the  rafUM's.  llie  silence,  except  for  Clover's 
soft  breaths.  PauTs  iiii])ressive  absence- 
were  all  stran.u-e,  almost  alarmino-. 

As  for  Miss  Jane,  she  looked  around  her 
but  said  nothing-. 

"  Shall  we  sit  down?"  ^liss  Magg-y  ask- 
ed, in  a  whis})er.      "  Where  is  he,  JanieT' 

•■  }le  will  come  in  a  few  moments."  said 
Jane.     "  Yes,  sit  down,  please." 

She  went  over  to  the  bin  to  turn  np  on.e 
of  the  lam})S.  and  looked,  with  anxious 
resjKnisibility.  towards  the  unused  stall 
which  l^iul  had  tt)Id  her  was  to  be  his 
dressing-- room.  Suppose  he  didn't  do 
well?  She  was  nervous  to  have  him  be- 
g-in and  get  through  with  it. 

Suddenly,  back  in  the  shadows.  Paul 
began  to  whistle: 

"  I'm  (Ireaminir  now   of  llallio, 
Sweet  ILiUie.  swei't   llallio;" 

then  he  came  bounding  out.  bowed, 
whirled  round  on  his  crutch,  and  stood 
still,  laughing-.  Jane  caught  her  l)reath, 
her  feet  and  hands  grew  cold:  the  other 
two  sisters  murmured,  agitatedly.  Paul 
was  clothed  in  his  black  tights  and  scar- 
let breech  cloth  :  a  snuill  scarlet  caj)  was 
set  side-wise  on  his  head,  and  his  crutch 
was  wouiul  with  scarlet  I'ibbons. 

'•  Ladies."  he  began.  ''I  shall  have  the 
pleasure — " 

"  I  really  think — I  really  feel — "  said 
Miss  ^Ligg-y,  rising. 

*'I-  Pm  afraid.  ])erha])S — sucli  a  cos- 
tume— "  murmured  Miss  Henrietta. 

I^uil  looked  at  them  in  astonishment. 
''  Is  anything  wrong,  ladies?  If  youJl 
just  he  seated,  I'll  begin  at  once." 

"  ]^o  sit  down."  ]\Iiss  Jane  entreated, 
faintly;  "  peoi)le  always  dress — that 
way." 

The  two  older  sisters  stared  at  her  in 
amazement.  "But.  Jauie — "  whispered 
Miss  Henrietta. 

"You  can  go,"  said  Jane,  "but  I  shall 
stay.  I  think  it's  unkind  to  criticise  his 
clothes." 

"If  he  only  had  some  clothes,"  ^[iss 
Maggy  answered,  in  despaii".  But  they 
sat  down.  They  ccnild  not  go  and  leave 
Jane;  it  would  have  been  an  im})ropri- 
ety.  As  for  Paul,  he  plunged  at  once 
into  his  perfornnince.  with  his  running 
conimentary  of  fun  and  jokes.  Always 
beginning.  "Ladies!"  Once  inadver- 
tently he  lulded.  "and  gentlemen."  but 
stopj)ed.  with  some  embarrassment,  to 
explain   that  he  got  soused  to  his  "pat- 


ter "  that  he  just  ran  it  off  witliout  thiiflv- 
ing.  His  agility  and  strength  and  grace 
were  really  remarkable,  but  Jane  Jay 
watched  him  with  hot  discomfort ;  once, 
when  he  turned  a  somersault,  as  lightly 
as  a  thistle  seed  is  blown  from  its  stalk, 
she  looked  away.  But  the  rest  of  the 
"audience  "  began  to  be  i-eally  interested 
and  a  little  excited.  "  Just  see  that !"  Miss 
Mau-o-v  kept  saving.  "Isn't  it  wonder- 
ful:''' 

"But  if  any  one  should  call,"  Miss 
Henrietta  whispered.  "I  should  swoon 
with  embarrassment.  Still,  I  am  sure 
it's  very  creditable.  Once,  wlien  I  was 
a  child.  I  went  to  the  circus,  and  saw  a 
man  jump  that  way." 

Jane's  face  was  slinging.  "I  don't  like 
it  at  all,"  she  said,  under  her  breath.  She 
looked  at  one  of  the  lamps  on  the  feed- 
bin  until  it  blurred  and  made  the  water 
stand  in  her  eyes.  "  Oh.  I  wish  he  would 
stopl"  she  said  to  herself. 

"If."  said  Paul,  "any  lady  in  the  au- 
dience would  care  to  hold  her  hat  u]i 
above  my  head,  I  may  demonstrate  a  high 
kick!" 

"I  will.  Mr.  Phillips."  Miss  Jane  said, 
brieily. 

"  Oh,  Janie — "  said  !Miss  Henrietta. 

"  Oh,  my  dear,  really — "  murmured 
Miss  ]\Iaggy. 

"If  you'll  stand  u])  on  this  bin, 
ma'am."  said  Paul,  taking-  oil'  his  cap  with 
a  sweei)ing  bow. 

For  just  an  instant  Jane  hesitated,  which 
gave  Miss  Maggy  the  chance  to  say,  "  Oh, 
Jane,  my  dear— really.  I  don't  think — " 

"I  don't  mind  in  the  least."  said  Miss 
Jane,  bivathlessly. 

"^Vell.  wait."  ^Maggy  entreated:  "if 
you  must  do  it.  let  me  run  back  to  the 
house  and  bring  over  one  of  my  skirts. 
I'm  taller  than  you  are.  and  if  you  put  it 
on.  it  will  be  longer  aiul  hide  your  feet." 

]\liss  Jane  nodded.  "I'll  come  in  a 
moment,  ^h-.  Phillips,"  she  said,  in  a 
liuttei-ed  voice:  and  when  ]\Iiss  Maggy, 
very  much  out  of  breath,  brought  the 
skii't.  she  slipped  it  on.  and  climbing  tip 
on  to  the  bin,  stood,  the  long  black  folds 
hanging  in  a  clumsy  and  modest  hea]) 
about  her  feet,  and  held  out  the  hat:  her 
face  was  steim  and  set.  She  was  miser- 
ably ashamed.  The  two  other  sisters 
gaped  u})  at  her  apprehensively,  but  with 
undisguised  interest.  Paul,  however,  did 
not  share  the  enmtions  of  the  nu^ment ;  he 
leaped   over  three  chairs    arranged  in    a 
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pyramid,  twirled  round  on  hiscrutcli,  and 
then,  with  a  bound  up  into  the  air,  lifted 
with  his  foot  the  hat  out  of  Jane's  ner- 
vous hand.  Then  he  stopped,  by  force  of 
habit,  to  wait  for  applause  ;  the  two  ladies 
before  him  said,  faintly,  "  Dear  me  '/'  But 
they  wiiispered  to  each  other  that  it  Avas 
wonderful. 

Jane,  gathering-  up  tlie  long*  skirt  in 
her  hands,  looked  down  at  hiui,  and  said 
nothing. 

He  turned,  kissed  his  hand  to  her,  and 
bowed  so  low  that  the  scarlet  cockade  on 
his  cap  swept  the  floor;  his  dark  eyes, 
looking*  up  at  her,  caught  the  flare  of  the 
candle-ligiit  in  a  sudden  flash. 

Jane  Jay's  heart  came  up  in  her  throat. 

That  was  tlie  end  of  the  show.  The 
three  candles  of  the  foot-lights  were  burn- 
ing with  a  guttering  flame;  the  cow  had 
gone  down  on  her  knees,  and  then  come 
heavily  to  the  floor,  ready  for  sleep. 
Paul,  out  of  breath,  but  very  much  pleased 
with  the  condition  of  his  knee,  sat  down 
on  one  of  the  overturned  buckets  and 
fanned  himself. 

"This  is  the  time  you  preach,  isn't  it, 
Mr.  Phillips?"  Miss  Jane  said.  It  was  as 
if  she  were  trying  to  bring  him  back  to 
his  true  self. 

"When  I  get  through  a  performance? 
Yes,  ma'am.  People  are  pretty  good- 
natured  then,  and  willing  to  listen,  you 
know." 

He  laughed  as  he  spoke.  There  was 
always  a  laugh  ready  to  bubble  over  when 
he  talked. 

"It  is  a  pity,"  said  Miss  Henrietta, 
vaguely,  "that  Paul's  circumstances  in 
life  did  not  permit  him  to  study  for  the 
ministry." 

"That's  so,"  said  Paul;  "but  my  folks 
couldn't  have  ail'orded  it  when  I  was 
growing  up,  even  if  I'd  had  a  mind  to — 
which  I  didn't,  till  I  was  converted,  and 
I  was  twenty-four  then." 

"It  isn't  too  late  yet,  is  it?"  said  flag- 
gy, sympathetically.  "  Perhaps  Dr.  Lav- 
en  dar  could  help  3'ou  to  get  a  scholarshij) 
somewhere.  I  know  he  wrote  letters 
about  a  scholarship  when  the  Smiths'  old- 
est boy  wanted  to  go  to  college." 

Jane's  face  flushed  suddenly.  "I 
never  thought  of  that!  AVh}-,  Mr.  Phil- 
lips—  why  shouldn't  you  study  now?" 

Paul  had  stopped  fanning  himself,  and 
was  listening.  "I've  heard  of  scholar- 
ships," he  said,  "but  I  never  had  any- 
body to  put  me  m  the  way  of  them." 


Miss  Jane,  in  her  excited  interest,  did 
not  notice  that  her  sisters  had  risen  and 
were  waiting  for  her.  "Come,  Janie," 
they  murmured;  and  Jane  came,  reluc- 
tantly. ^'You  must  see  Dr.  Lavendar 
to-morrow,"  she  said,  as  they  drew  her 
away.  "Oh,  I  believe,  I  believe  you  can 
do  ill"" 

xVnd  as  the  three  sisters,  with  their  emp- 
ty candlesticks  in  their  hands,  walked 
back  in  the  moonlight  to  their  own  door, 
she  said  again  and  again,  "Yes,  he  must 
be  a  clei'gyman — he  must  I" 

Miss  Mag-gy  smiled  indulgently,  and 
said  that  she  su])posed  Jane  had  it  in  her 
blood  to  work  for  the  church.  "Great- 
grandfather Jay  was  always  encoura- 
ging young  men  to  enter  the  minis- 
try," she  said,  "and  Janie  inherits  it,  I 
suppose."  And  then  Miss  Maggy  said 
that  she  was  worried  to  death  because 
she  didn't  think  tlie  new  pink  w^orsted 
was  a  good  match  for  the  pink  they  had 
been  using. 

When  Miss  Jane  went  to  her  room 
she  was  too  excited  to  go  to  bed;  there 
was  a  spot  of  color  in  her  cheeks,  and 
her  eyes  shone; — a  clergyman  !  yes;  why 
not? 

It  seemed  to  Miss  Jane,  because  of  the 
beating  of  her  heart  and  the  swelling  of 
her  throat,  that  her  hope  for  Paul  was 
desire  for  the  Kingdom  of  God.  How 
much  good  he  would  do  in  the  world  if 
he  only  were  a  clergyman;  if  he  had 
a  church,  and  wore  a  surplice!  He 
would  talk  differently  then,  and  not  say 
"ain't'';  and  he  would  take  dinner  w^ith 
Dr.  Lavendar,  and  go  to  Mi-s.  Dale's  for 
tea;  he  might  even  be  assistant  at  St. 
iNIichaeFs!  For  Dr.  Lavendar  was  get- 
ting* old,  and  b\^  the  time  Mr.  Phillips 
took  orders,  there  would  have  to  be  an 
assistant  at  St.  Michael's.  Jane  Jay  sat 
down  and  leaned  her  elbows  on  the  win- 
dow-sill, and  looked  out  into  the  misty 
Se])tember  night.  She  could  see  the  black 
pitch -roof  of  the  stable,  wliere  a  lamp 
was  still  burning.  It  came  to  her  that 
perhaps  Paul  was  kneeling  there.  Some- 
thing lifted  in  her  like  a  wave.  She 
felt  a  strange  longiiig  for  tears;  she,  +00, 
wanted  to  pray,  to  cry  out  for  some- 
thing— for  pardon  for  her  sins,  perhaps, 
oi'  for  death  and  heaven.  She  said  to 
herself  that  she  loved  her  Saviour; — this 
was  what  Mr.  Phillips  called  "  conver- 
sion,''she  thought.  "Oh,"  she  said,  in 
a  broken,  breathless  way — "oh,  I  am   a 
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great  sinner!  He  lias  converted  me." 
Slie  miirnmred  over  and  over  that  she 
liad  sinned;  in  tlie  exaltation  of  the  mo- 
ment she  did  not  stop  to  search  the  blank 
white  page  of  her  life  to  find  a  stain. 

Then  she  covered  hei*  face  with  her 
liands,  and  knelt  down  and  prayed  pas- 
sionatelv. 

V. 

Paul  Phillips  was  to  set  out  on  the 
I'oad  the  next  day;  but  the  hope  that  had 
leai^ed  up  at  Miss  Magg3"*s  words  made 
him  eager  to  follow^  the  suggestion  of 
seeing  Dr.  Lavendar. 

Jane  Jay,  her  face  pale,  but  full  of 
some  exalted  consciousness,  went  early 
to  the  rector\^  and  told  the  stor\'  of  Paul 
and  his  aspirations.  "It  is  very  inter- 
esting," Dr.  Lavendar  said,  "very  in- 
teresting. Of  course  I'll  see  him.  Jane, 
my  dear,  it  is  wonderful,  as  you  say. 
The  Lord  is  able  to  raise  up  children  to 
Abraham  out  of— anything  I  Send  him 
along.  Tell  him  to  be  here  at  ten 
o'clock." 

Jane  went  back  to  the  stable  and  gave 
Paul  the  message.  He  was  kneeling 
down,  packing  his  few  possessions  in  his 
knapsack,  unwinding  the  scarlet  ribbons 
from  his  crutch,  and  taking  the  cockade 
out  of  his  cap.  He  looked  up  anxiously. 
"Does  he  think — "  he  began. 

"  You  are  to  go  and  see  him  at  ten.  Mr. 
Phillips,"  she  said;  "and  —  you  will  be 
a  clergyman  I"  Paul  drew  a  long  breath 
and  went  on  with  his  packing;  but  there 
was  a  light  in  his  eyes. 

"Do  you  know,"  he  said,  "sometimes 
it  seems  to  me  that  our  disappointments 
are  His  appointments?  Just  drop  the 
(lis,  you  know.  It  makes  'cm  real  plea- 
sant to  look  at  them  that  way.  It  was 
a  disappointment  to  wrench  my  knee: 
there's  no  use  denying  it;  and  yet  look 
what  may  come  out  of  it!"  He  gave  a 
smiling  uj)ward  look  of  the  frankest, 
most  good-humored  affection,  as  though 
connnuning  v/itli  Some  One  slie  did  not 
see. 

Miss  Jane  watched  him  without  s])eak- 
ing.  She  stood  leaning  against  the  feed- 
bin,  twisting  a  bit  of  sfi'aw  nervously, 
looking  at  him.  and  then  looking  away. 

"You  will  be  a  clergyman."  she  said, 
in  a  low  voice.  "  But  I  want  you  to 
know  now, — I  want  to  tell  you — " 

Paul  had  risen,  and  had  gotten  his 
crutch  under  his  arm  ;  but  there  was 
something   in    her  voice   that   made  him 


look   at  her  keenly;    then,  instantly,  he 
turned  his  eyes  away. 

"  I  want  you  to  know — that  I — oh — un- 
til you  came  I  never  thought  anything — 
mattered.      I  never  really  cared;  though 
I  went  to  church,  and   m}^  father  was  a 
clergyman,  and   Great-grandfather    Jay 
was  a  bishop.      But  I — I  didn't  reall}' — 
She    faltered,  trembling   very   much,  he. 
thi'oat   swelling   again,  and  her   face   ii 
lumined.     "You've  made  me — religious— 
I  think,''  she  ended,  in  a  whisper. 

"I  thank  the  Lord  if  He's  spoken  ;i 
word  through  me,"  the  man  said,  tender- 
ly;  but  he  did  not  look  into  her  face. 

Miss  Jane  went  away  hurriedly,  run- 
ning, poor  girl  1  the  last  half  of  the  way 
to  her  own  room;  there  slie  lay  upori 
her  bed,  face  downward,  trembling.  She 
was  very  happy. 

When  Paul  came  lim])ing  into  the  rec- 
tory, the  old  clei'gyman  gave  him  a  steady 
look ;  then  all  his  face  softened  and 
brightened,  and  he  took  liis  hand  into 
both  his  own.  "Sit  down."  he  said, 
"and  we'll  have  a  pipe.  Well,  you  had 
an  ugly  fall,  didn't  you?  How's  your 
knee?"' 

"Well,  the  darned  thing's  all  right 
now,"  said  Paul,  with  his  kindling  smile, 
"but  it's  been  slow  enough.  I  don't 
know  what  I  would  have  done  if  the 
ladies  liadii't  been  so  kind  to  me.'' 

"  And  you  are  starting  out  again  now, 
are  you?"  said  Dr.  Lavendar.  "  Oh,  that's 
my  dog.  Danny.  Danny,  give  your  paw, 
sir,  like  a  gentleman." 

Paul  seized  the  dog  by  the  sci'uf  of  the 
neck  and  put  him  on  his  knee.  ''Ain't 
he  a  fine  one?"  he  said,  chuckling. 
"Look  at  him  licking  my  finger!  Yes, 
sir  :  I'm  going  on  the  road  again ;  but  Miss 
Jane  Jay.  she  told  me  that  maybe  you 
could  put  me  in  the  way  of  getting  an 
education,  so  as  I  could  be  a  preacher," 

"But  I  understand  you  do  preach 
now?"  said  Dr.  Lavendar. 

"Yes,  sir;  but  not  properly.  I  just 
talk  to  'em.  Plain,  man  to  man.  I  get 
at  them  after  I've  given  a  sliow^  on  the 
road  or  in  the  saloons.  But— it's  a  hard 
line,  sir.  I — used  to  be  a  drinking  man 
myself."  he  ended,  in  a  low  voice. 

The  old  minister  nodded.  "You  go 
right  into  the  enemy's  country?'' 

"Yes,"  Paul  said,  briefly. 

"  It  gives  you  a  hold  on  'em?"  Dr.  Lav- 
endar suii'gested. 


WHERE    THE    LABORERS   ARE    FEW. 


795 


"That's  so,"  Paul  said.  "  I  sometimes 
think  if  I  hadn't  been  there  myself  I 
wouldn't  know  how  to  put  it  to  them. 
Still,"  he  said,  thoughtfully^,  "you  can't 
apply  that  doctrine  generally.  It  would 
be  kind  of  dangerous.  We  don't  want 
to  sin  that  grace  may  abound.  Well,  it's 
mixing.  You  see,  that's  where  I  feel  the 
need  of  an  education,  sir.  That,  and  peo- 
ple going  down  to  the  pit:  the  pit  ain't 
just  according  to  my  ideas  of  fairness." 

"How  do  you  explain  those  things?" 
asked  the  old  man. 

"Oh,  well,  I  just  say  to  mj^self,  ^ He 
understands  His  business.^  ^^ 

"The  Judge  of  all  the  earth  shall  do 
right!"  said  Dr.  Lavendar.  "Tell  me 
some  more.'' 

So  Paul,  stroking  Danny's  shaggy  little 
head,  told  him,  fully.  Dr.  Lavendar  got 
up  once,  and  tramped  about  the  room, 
with  his  coat  tails  pulled  forward  under 
his  arms,  and  his  hands  in  his  pockets; 
once  his  pipe  went  out,  and  once  he  took 
liis  spectacles  off  and  wiped  them. 

When  the  story  was  finished  he  came 
and  sat  down  beside  the  younger  man, 
and  struck  him  on  the  knee  with  a  trem- 
bling hand.  "  My  dear  brother!  my  dear 
brother !"  he  said.  "Go  back  to  the  roads 
and  the  saloons,  and  prepare  the  way  of 
the  Lord,  and  make  straight  His  paths  I" 

Paul  put  Danny  down,  gently,  and 
looked  up  with  a  puzzled  face. 

"Sir,"  said  Dr.  Lavendar,  "the  Lord 
has  educated  you.  You  don't  need  the 
schooling  of  men.  See  what  a  work  has 
been  given  you  to  do:  Paul,  a  minister 
to  the  Gentiles!'' 

"Yes,  sir,"  said  Paul,  ''if  I  can  just 
get  some  education.  If  I  can  know  a  few 
things." 

"My  dear  friend,"  said  the  old  man, 
smiling,  "you  know  what  is  best  worth 
knowing  in  the  world:  you  know  your 
Master.  He's  put  you  to  do  a  woric  for 
Him  which  most  of  his  ministers  are  not 
capable  of  doing.  You  have  a  congre- 
gation, young  man,  that  we  old  fellows 
would  give  our  ears  to  get.  Who  would 
listen  to  me  if  I  went  into  A'an  Horn's 
and  talked  to  them?  Not  one!  Tliey'd 
slink  out  the  back  door.  And  I  can't 
^et  'em  into  my  church  —  though  I've 
got  the  red  cnsliions,"  said  Dr.  Laven- 
dar, his  eyes  twinkling.  "No,  sir;  your 
work's  been  marked  out  for  you.  Do  it! 
— and  may  the  Lord  bless  you.  and  bless 
the  w^ord  you  speak !''     His  face  moved. 


and  he  took  off  his  glasses  again,  and 
polished  them  on  his  big  red  silk  hand- 
kerchief. 

Paul's  bewildered  disappointment  was 
evident  in  his  face.  So  evident  that  Dr. 
Lavendar  set  himself  to  tell  him,  in  pa- 
tient detail,  what  he  thought  of  the  situa- 
tion; and  as  he  talked  the  light  came. 
"I  see,"  the  young  man  said  once  or 
twice,  softly,  as  though  to  himself;  "I 
see — I  see."  It  came  to  him,  as  it  comes 
to  most  of  us,  if  we  live  long  enough,  that 
when  we  ask  for  a  stone,  He  sometimes 
gives  us  bread — if  we  will  but  open  our 
eyes  to  see  it. 

But  when  he  rose  to  go,  there  was  a 
solemn  moment  of  silence.  Then  the  old 
minister,  with  his  hand  uplifted  above  the 
young  minister's  head,  said: 

"Almighty  God,  who  hath  given  j-ou 
this  will  to  do  all  these  things,  grant  also 
unto  you  strength  and  power  to  perform 
the  same,  that  He  may  accomplish  His 
work  which  He  hath  begun  in  you, 
through  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord." 

Paul,  leaning  on  his  crutch,  covered 
his  face  with  his  hands,  and  said,  passion- 
ately. "  A)iie}i."' 

When  he  went  back  to  the  three  ladies, 
the  uplifting  of  that  moment  liiigered  in 
his  eyes.  He  came  into  the  sitting-room, 
where  Miss  Henrietta  and  Miss  Maggy 
were  at  work;  it  was  a  cool  September 
day,  and  a  little  fire  crackled  in  the  grate. 
The  room  was  hot,  and  smelt  of  worsted; 
Miss  Henrietta's  canary  hung  in  the  sun- 
ny window,  cracking  his  hemp  seeds,  and 
rutliing  his  feathers  after  a  sj)lasliing  bath. 
The  two  ladies  were  rocking  and  knitting, 
and  Miss  Henrietta  had  been  saying^  how 
much  she  missed  rolling  her  big  pink  ball 
along  the  floor  for  Jacky  to  pla\^  with. 
"  Though  he  didn't  play  much,"  she  said; 
"he  was  getting  old." 

"I  used  to  think  he  was  lazy,"  ob- 
served Miss  Maggy,  comfortably. 

•■  No.  he  wasn't,"  Miss  Henrietta  retort- 
ed.     "  You  never  appreciated  Jacky." 

"Yes.  I  did,''  Maggy  remonstrated; 
""only  I  never  called  him  human." 

"Human!  Well,  I  tliink  that  sopie 
cats  are  nicer  than  most  people,"  old  Hen- 
rietta re])lied,  with  heat. 

It  was  just  then  that  Paul  came  in  to 
report  the  result  of  liis  interview  with  Dr. 
Lavendar.  He  was  very  brief  about  it, 
and  as  he  talked  the  solemn  look  faded, 
and    he   spoke    with    open    cheerfulness, 
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thoiigli  Avith  reserve.  "I  guess  lie's 
ri*>-lit,"lie  said;  ''the  place  for  me  is  the 
plTico  where  I'm  put;  I  guess  he's  right. 
Well,  ladies,  I  came  to  say  good-by,  and 
to  thank  you,  and — " 

"Do  you  mean,"  said  Jane,  from  the 
doorway  behijid  him,  ''that  Dr.  Laven- 
dar  won't  help  you  to  be  a  clergyman?"' 
Her  face  was  pale,  aiul  then  flooded  with 
crimson  ;  she  w^as  trembling  very  much. 
"It  is  wicked!"  Her  voice  was  sudden- 
ly shrill,  but  broke  almost  into  a  sob. 
"  You  ought  to  be  a  clergyman  I'' 

Paul  held  up  his  hand  with  a  certain 
authority.  "I  have  been  called  to  do 
my  own  work,'' he  said. 

"  I  guess  Dr.  Lavendar's  right,  Janie," 
Miss  Maggy  said,  soothingly.  "  Paul,  I'm 
going  to  give  you  one  of  Bishop  Jay's 
sermons.  I've  copied  it  out,  and  I'm  sure 
you  will  make  good  use  of  it." 

Then  she  asked  some  friendly  questions 
about  his  route,  and  brought  him  the  ser- 
mon, and  a  little  luncheon  she  had  pre- 
pared; and  then  Paul  began  to  make  his 
adieux.  He  said  much  of  their  kindness 
to  him,  and  his  wish  that  he  could  ever 
have  .he  chance  to  do  anything  for  them  ; 


while  they  politely  deprecated  anything 
that  they  had  done.  Miss  Henrietta  shook 
hands  with  him,  and  said  that  if  he 
should  meet  a  white  cat  anywhere,  to 
be  sure  and  see  if  he  answered  to  the 
name  of  Jacky.  Miss  Maggy  bade  him 
be  very  careful  of  his  limb,  and  hoped  he 
would  find  his  sister  better.  "And  if 
you  ever  get  so  far  east  again,  you  must 
come  and  see  us,"  she  said,  kindly. 

Jane  gave  him  her  hand;  but  she  let 
it  slip  listlessly  fi'om  his  fingers.  "  Good- 
by,"  she  said,  dully. 

Paul,  shouldering  his  knapsack,  waved 
his  hat  gayly,  and  started  off,  limping 
down  the  path  to  the  street. 

''  Well,  now  really,  for  a  person  in  his 
position,"  said  Miss  Maggy,  "he  has  be- 
haved very  well,  hasn't  he(" 

"Yes,  indeed,"  old    Henrietta   agreed: 
"and  he  was  so  sympathetic,  too. 
Maggy,  this   needle  does   make  a   1"   -■  . 
stitch — don't  you  think  so?" 

Jane  leaned  her  forehead  against  the 
window  and  looked  down  the  road,  where 
there  was  a  little  cloud  of  dust  for  a  mo- 
ment; then  it  disappeared. 
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REMINISCENCES,  ANECDOTES,  AND   AN   ESTIMATE. 


BY    GEORGE   W.  SMALLEY, 


IV. 

SAID  the  late  Mr.  Abraham  Hayward, 
"  Thei'e  is  but  one  fault  I  have  to 
find  with  Mr.  Gladstone:  he  won't  look 
out  of  the  window."  Mr.  Bryce  says  "  he 
was  too  self-absorbed,  too  eagerly  interest- 
ed in  the  ideas  that  suited  his  own  cast  of 
thought,  to  be  able  to  watch  and  gauge  the 
tendencies  of  the  multitude."  And  again, 
"It  was  the  masses  who  took  their  view 
from  him,  not  he  who  took  his  mandate 
from  the  masses."  With  reference  to  the 
matters  Mr.  Bi\vce  is  discussing,  the  Irish 
Church,  the  Turks,  and  home  -  rule,  this 
last  is  true.  Both  are  as  true  as  epigram- 
matic sayings  can  well  be.  Certainly 
he  took  account  of  the  public  opinion  of 
the  time;  he  could  not  have  carried  on 
the  business  of  a  party  leader  for  a  day 
unless  he  did  that,  or  the  business  of  gov- 
erning an  empire.  His  own  statement 
was  tliat  he  looked  about  him;  thai  he 
found  enough  to  occupy  his  mind  and  in- 


form his  judgment  in  that  way — that 
sufficient  unto  the  day  was  the  business 
thei'eof.  "  To-morrow,  yes;  but  much  be- 
yond that,  no." 

Mr.  Hayward  was  one  of  the  men  most 
constantly  in  contact  with  Mr.  Gladstone, 
one  who  made  it  his  business  to  acquaint 
him  with  the  state  of  mind  prevailing  in 
that  world,  which  Hayward  knew  as  w^ell 
as  anybody,  or  belter  than  anybody — the 
world  of  society  and  of  politics  in  London. 
And  yet  Hayward,  with  all  his  daily  re- 
plenished stores  of  knowledge,  could  not 
make  such  an  im})ression  on  Mr.  Glad- 
stone's mind  as  satisfied  him,  after  years 
and  years  of  familiar  intercourse,  that  he 
really  did  give  heed  to  what  was  going 
on  about  him— heed  enough  to  make  him 
steer  a  safe  course. 

You  might  have  lieard  something  like 
this  from  othei's.  The  whi{)s  in  the  House 
of  Commons  are  good  authorities  on  such 
a   point.      It  was  their  business   to  keep 
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their  cliief  informed  of  the  state  of  opin- 
ion in  the  House,  and  especially  the  opin- 
ion of  his  own  party  in  the  House.  They 
did.  They  saw  him  constantly.  From 
two  or  three  of  the  best — for  there  was  an 
ever-changing  succession  of  these  useful 
personages  —  I  have  heard  the  same  ac- 
count of  their  relations  with  Mr.  Glad- 
stone. He  always  listened.  He  was  ne\'-- 
er  impatient.  He  could  accept  ill  news 
as  readily  as  good — tliat  is  to  say,  he  de- 
sired to  know,  so  long  as  his  mind  was 
in  the  formative  state,  the  exact  facts. 
Yet  he  often  appeared  to  make  u]>  his 
mind  without  much  reference  to  them. 
He  often  disregarded  the  opinion  of  his 
supporters.  A  leader  sometimes  must — 
that  is  what  he  is  a  leader  for;  but  tliose 
about  liim  sometimes  thought  he  over- 
rode the  judgment  of  others  when  he 
might  have  conformed  to  it  and  still 
carried  his  point.  In  other  words,  he 
never  was  a  first-rate  party  leader. 

He  did  not  keep  his  party  together. 
Sometimes  he  would  not  take  the  trouble. 
Sometimes  his  masterfulness  was  too 
plain.  Men  like  to  be  ruled  gently;  and 
Mr.  Gladstone,  tliough  always  consider- 
ate, was  not  always  gentle.  Sir  William 
Harcourt  describes  him  as  the  kindest 
and  least  exacting  of  chiefs.  That  is  the 
testimony  of  one  who  knew  him  five-and- 
forty  years,  and  was  often  and  long  his 
colleague;  himself  a  man  of  such  force 
of  character,  and  liking  to  have  his  own 
wa.y,  that  his  evidence  is  of  great  value. 

When  he  chose  he  could  do  almost 
anything  with  almost  anybody.  I  will 
take  the  split  of  the  Libei'al  ])arty  over 
liome-rule  as  a  brilliant  instance  of  Mr. 
Gladstone's  defect  as  a  party  leader,  and 
also  of  his  genius  in  dealing  with  men 
when  he  cared  to  take  the  trouble.  First 
of  all,  he  took  few  of  his  chief  colleagues 
into  his  confidence.  His  somersault  into 
the  Irish  camp  was,  to  most  of  them,  a 
surprise.  They  knew  of  his  resolution  only 
after  it  was  formed;  and  to  say  that  it 
was  formed  is  to  say  that  it  was  irrevo- 
cable. If  he  had  wanted  to  carry  with 
him  such  men  as  Bright,  as  Lord  Hart- 
ington,  as  the  Duke  of  Ai-gyll,  as  ]Mr. 
Chamberlain,  the  least  he  could  do  w^as 
to  discuss  his  new  policy  with  them  be- 
fore it  was  settled.  But  he  did  not. 
Bright  he  counted  on,  because  he  Iniew 
well  Bright's  personal  devotion  to  liim, 
and  his  perfect  loyalty  of  nature.  But 
Bright  was  loyal  lii'st  of  all  to  his  con- 


victions and  sense  of  duty;  that  also  Mr. 
Gladstone  ought  to  have  known — and 
must  have  known,  but  failed  to  consider. 

Lord  Hartington's  is  a  nature  not  less 
sincere  and  not  less  .self-centred  than 
Bright's.  He  was  long  known — before 
the  break — as  one  of  the  two  or  three 
men  who  told  Mr.  Gladstone  the  full 
truth,  and  exactly  what  they  thought  on 
all  matters  of  high  politics.  The  fact  that 
most  men  did  not,  makes  one  reflect  a 
little.  Why  did  they  not?  Was  it  be- 
cause their  counsels  were  coldly  received? 
Did  it  require  a  certain  amount  of  cour- 
age to  face  the  great  man  in  cabinet,  or 
in  his  private  room  in  the  House  of  Com- 
mons, where  so  many  momentous  consul- 
tations occurred?  Lord  Hartington,  at 
any  rate,  was.  and  is,  absolutely  indepen- 
dent in  his  judgment.  But  Mr.  Gladstone 
aslced  no  counsel  of  Lord  Hartington 
and  gave  him  none  of  his  confidence 
while  the  new  home-rule  polic^^  was  still 
embryonic. 

He  held  aloof  from  Mr.  Chamberlain 
for  different  reasons— the  two  men  were 
antipathetic  to  each  other;  perhaps,  in  a 
sense  injurious  to  neither,  distrusted  each 
other.  That  is  a  case  Avhere  Mr.  Glad- 
stone's ])olicy  of  silence  is  more  easily 
explicable;  but  in  negotiation  with  Mr. 
Chamberhuji  afterward  he  showed  pre- 
cisely the  same  want  of  flexibility  as  a 
part}'  leader.  The  two  men  very  nearly 
came  together,  but  not  quite.  Mr.  Cham- 
berlain, I  don't  doubt,  was  as  stiff  as  his 
former  cliief.  *'  If  I  had  been  Chamber- 
lain," said  Lord  Randolph  Churchill,  "I 
am  sui'o  that  I\[r.  Gladstone  and  I  could 
have  struck  a  bargain."  Lord  Randolj)!! 
had  in  him  that  proneness  to  compromise 
which  makes  combined  and  continuous 
action  in  public  life  possil)le  to  men  whose 
temper;iments  di Ifer.  whose  views  on  mi- 
nor mattei'S  differ,  but  who  are  agreed 
on  essentials,  and  ought  therefore  to  act 
steadily  together. 

But  when  we  come  to  look  at  the  other 
side  it  is  to  be  seen  that  wilfulness  was 
not  always  a  trait  of  Mr.  Gladstone.  One 
of  the  men  he  carried  with  him,  when  he 
marched  ovei*  to  Parnell  and  took  ser\  ice 
under  that  gi'eat  Irish  chief,  was  Lord 
Spencer.  He  saw  Loi*d  Spencer's  impor- 
tance. He  had  been  twice  Lord  Lieu- 
tenant of  Ireland.  He  was  Lord  Lieu- 
tenant when  the  Fhauiix  Park  murders 
were  committed,  and  aftei*.  If  any  man 
knew  how  deeply  the  so-called  home-rule 
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rnoveinont  was  stained  ^Yith  crime,  Lord 
Spencer  knew.  It  was  believed  by  tliose 
who  best  understood  tliat  upright.  gaHant, 
joyal  nature  tlial  notliing  could  induce 
him  to  enlist  under  the  same  flag  with 
the  allies  of  the  physical  force  party.  But 
he  did. 

"How  can  it  have  been  brought 
about?"  asked  a  friend.  The  reason  is 
illuminative: 

"If  you  had  ever  been  shut  up  in  a 
room  as  Spencer  was  with  Gladstone  for 
half  an  hour,  you  would  not  ask." 

It  is  no  reflection  on  Loi-d  Spencer. 
Few  meu  would  have  resisted,  or  ever 
did  resist,  the  mingled  charm  and  au- 
thority Mr.  Gladstone  knew  how  to  exert 
when  he  was  bent  on  making  a  convert. 
The  trouble  with  him,  or  one  trouble,  as  a 
])art3'  leader  was  that  he  would  not  exert 
it  often  enough. 

There  grew  up  a  notion,  on  more  occa- 
sions than  one,  that  Mr.  Gladstone  would 
not  readily  embark  in  war.  Readily, 
perliaps,  he  would  not.  The  surrender 
to  the  Boers  was  thought  an  act  of  cow- 
ai'dice.  Whatever  it  was,  cowardice  had 
nothi  ig  to  do  with  h.  nor  with  any  other 
act  of  Mr.  Gladstone's  public  or  private 
life.  But  the  notion  spread,  and  the  in- 
fluence of  it  abroad  was  mischievous. 
Russia  presumed  on  it;  so  did  France. 
At  the  time  of  the  Penjdeh  incident  Mr. 
Gladstone  took  a  tone  which  ought  to 
liave  convinced  Europe,  and  particularly 
Russia,  how  dangerous  it  was  to  press 
him  Ijeyond  a  certain  point.  But  they 
were  not  convinced. 

One  of  his  colleagues,  liimself  a  man 
supposed  to  have  no  great  eagerness  for 
conllict.  was  so  convinced  as  to  become 
alai'ined  for  peace.  In  the  midst  of  the 
Afghan  dispute  —  ai)Out  tlie  time  when 
IMi*.  Gladstone  declared  so  impressively 
in  the  House  of  Commons  that  the  boolv 
was  not  yet  closed,  and  that  another  chap- 
ter might  have  to  be  added — I  met  this 
})eace-loving  colleague.  He  loved  I\[r. 
Gladstone  also,  and  resented  the  current 
criticisms  on  him.  which  sometimes  pass- 
ed into  sneers.      He  said  : 

''True,  Mr.  G.  will  not  fight  to  please 
these  jii]go(^s.  nor  ])ei']ia])s  for  the  same 
objects  which  would  lead  them  to  war. 
But  give  liiin  a  cause  he  tliinks  just,  and 
the  old  man  will  liglit  harder  and  longer 
than  any  of  them.  He  will  tight  for  the 
empire.  He  is  an  im])erialist :  nothing 
of     the     Little  -  En^'lander     about     him. 


Make  no  mistake.  He  knows  that  the 
empire  was  won  by  the  sword,  and  must 
be  kept  by  the  sword." 

A  just  estimate,  I  thouglit,  and  still 
think.  Who  could  look  into  his  face  and 
doubt  it  i  Who  that  ever  saw  the  deep  fire 
in  his  eyes  Avheii  he  was  angered  could 
doubt  that  the  gaudjiim  certaminis  was 
his  whenever  the  contest  was  worthy  of 
him  or  of  his  country? 

After  the  Emperor  of  Russia  had  re- 
warded General  Komaroft'  for  his  share 
in  the  Penjdeh  business  with  a  jewelled 
sword,  I  met  again  this  peace-loving  col- 
league of  the  Prime  Minister.  The  Em- 
})eror"s  shifty  tactics,  and  his  reward  to 
the  officer  Avho  had  improved  them  into 
open  perfidy,  were  mentioned.  "  I  should 
like,"  said  this  English  lover  of  peace, 
"to  cram  Komarotf's  sword  down  his 
lying  throat."  Then,  after  a  pause,  "And, 
you  may  depend  upon  it.  so  would  Mr. 
Gladstone."'  I  did  not  in  the  least  doubt 
it. 

How  ill  Mr.  Gladstone  was  often  in- 
formed in  foreign  politics,  how  little  he 
cared  about  them,  as  a  rule,  except  so  far 
as  they  affected  politics  at  home,  and  how 
little  he  troubled  himself  to  anticipate 
events,  is  known.  It  happened  to  me  to 
see  more  than  one  cui-ious  instance  of  it. 
I  was  staying  in  the  same  house  in,  I 
think.  January,  1SS4:  whatever  the  year, 
it  was  the  occasion  of  a  ministerial  crisis 
in  Egyi)t,  which  everybody  knew  to  be 
imminent,  and  which  promised  to  be.  as 
it  proved  to  be,  a  turning-point  in  the 
government  of  that  country,  and  there- 
fore in  that  Anglo-Egj'ptian  policy  for 
which  Mr.  Gladstone  was  responsible. 

Lord  Granville,  then  Foreign  Minister, 
was  with  him.  It  was  eleven  o'clock  of 
a  Sunday  morning,  and  the  two  sat  on 
the  veranda  looking  into  the  grounds 
and  talked.  The  Observer,  \\\q  one  paper 
then  published  in  London  on  Sunday 
whicJi  ever  had  any  news,  had  ai-rived 
some  time  before,  and  lay  on  a  table  un- 
opened. It  contained  the  announcement 
that  the  Egyptian  ministry  had  resigned. 
Mr.  Gladstone  and  Lord  Granville  were 
conversing  tranquilly,  and,  it  was  evi- 
dent, on  matters  remote  fi-oni  Egypt.  I 
asked  if  any  despatch -boxes  had  arrived 
from  the  Foreign  Office.  No,  I  Avas  told: 
they  were  ex])ected  shortly,  but  nobody 
seemed  to  care  dee})ly  whether  they  came 
or  not.  The  indifference  struck  me  as 
curious,  and  I  still  felt  sure  that  the  Prime 
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Minister  and  Forei<^n  Minister  knew  no- 
thing of  wliat  long-  before  this  all  Lon- 
don, and  certainly  every  minister  on  the 
Continent,  knew  and  was  eagerly  discuss- 
ing. 

So  I  asked  Lord  Granville,  as  careless- 
ly as  I  could,  whether  the  overthrow  of 
the  Egyptian  ministry  was  likely  to  have 
any  serious  consequences.  "What!" 
cried  Mr.  Gladstone.  "Are  they  out? 
Why  do  you  say  that  ?  How  do  you 
know?"  I  handed  him  the  paper.  The 
two  gray  heads  bent  over  it  together, 
read  the  despatches,  consulted  hurriedly, 
then  sent  word  to  their  host,  who  api)ear- 
ed,  and  Lord  Granville  announced  that 
he  must  go  up  to  town  at  once.  Trains 
are  infrequent  on  Sundays;  the  last  morn- 
ing train  had  gone;  there  was  no  other 
for  hours.  It  ended  in  his  being  sent  up 
in  his  host's  private  hansom — a  twenty 
miles  drive.  The  despatches  he  ought 
to  have  received  from  the  Foreign  Office 
came  down  by  rail  and  special  messenger 
not  long  after  Lord  Granville  had  left. 
With  that  degree  of  precision  were  the 
foreign  affairs  of  Great  Britain  at  that 
time  conducted.  Mr.  Gladstone  was  not 
primarily  responsible  for  the  slackness  of 
the  Foreign  Office.  But  he  was  respon- 
sible for  himself,  and  this  leisurely  way 
of  considering  a  critical  situation  abroad 
was  entirel}^  characteristic  of  him. 

An  estimate?  Each  American  will  in- 
evitably form  his  own,  and  none  can  be 
final,  none  complete.  Mr.  Gladstone  in- 
dicated some  time  before  his  death  his 
own  view  of  his  own  public  life  and  ser- 
vices. He  spoke  of  the  period  as  one  of 
emancipation.  He  would  like  us  to  be- 
lieve that  during  sixty  years  he  had  been 
chiefly  occupied  in  enlarging  tlie  liber- 
lies  of  the  people  of  England,  and  from 
time  to  time  of  other  peoples  as  well. 
That  is  true  in  part,  but  only  in  part, 
lie  did  not  begin  as  a  champion  of  lib- 
erty. At  no  time  during  his  great  career 
was  he  the  first  to  take  up  any  great 
political  or  social  reform.  There  was 
none  wliicli  he  did  not  at  first  oppose,  or 
;it  least  hesitate  to  support.  He  was  an 
opportunist  —  the  greatest  of  his  time. 
His  devotion  to  reforms  began  in  each 
case  when  each  reform  began  to  have  a 
fair  prospect  of  political  success.  He  had 
the  spirit  neither  of  the  missionary  nor  of 
the  martyr.  It  was  his  business  to  give 
legislative  form   and  effect  to  such  mea- 
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sures  of  political  amelioration  as  seemed 
likely  to  secure  a  majority.  That  he  did 
Avith  consummate  skill  and  capacity. 
He  swept  away  abuses.  He  removed 
obstacles.  He  opened  the  doors.  Those 
measures  with  which  his  name  is  most 
closely  connected  were  not  measures  of 
construction.  His  genius  was  not  con- 
structive. He  was  not  an  idealist.  Specu- 
lative politics  had  no  attraction  for  him. 
The  enunciation  of  a  principle  distressed 
him;  he  resented  and  invariably  resisted 
the  introduction  into  the  House  of  Com- 
mons of  an  abstract  resolution.  He  was 
for  practical  politics.  He  did  a  vast  work, 
in  which  somebody  else  was  always  the 
pioneer.  In  free  trade,  in  freer  suffrage, 
in  education,  others  led,  Mr.  Gladstone 
followed.  His  adhesion  to  each  cause 
coincided  with  the  moment  when  its  suc- 
cess had  become,  to  liis  mind,  certain, 
when  the  movement  of  forces  had  be- 
come irresistible.  That  was  his  concep- 
tion of  statesmanship.  It  may  or  may 
not  be  the  highest.  But,  granted  the  con- 
ception, no  man  ever  acted  upon  it  with 
greater  energy,  more  abounding  resources, 
more  patience,  tact,  or  courage. 

The  same  is  true,  though  with  a  differ- 
ence, of  his  Irish  home-rule  venture — the 
great  catastrophe  of  his  life.  He  em- 
barked upon  that  scheme  as  a  crew  leaves 
a  sinking  ship.  It  was  his  sole  resource 
— his  one  chance,  as  he  thought,  of  re- 
gaining power.  He  believed  the  English 
mind  was  in  a  state  when  it  could  be 
brought  to  accept  Disunion — tlie  disin- 
tegration of  the  United  Kingdom.  No 
act  of  his  life  showed  him  so  clearly  out 
of  touch  with  the  English,  so  incapable 
of  a])preciating  what  lay  deepest  in  the 
English  character.  The  disaster  he 
brought  upon  himself  and  his  party  was 
deserved,  but  the  gallantry  and  I'esource 
with  which  he  sti'ove  during  all  these 
years  to  turn  inevitable  defeat  into  an 
impossible  success  were  magnificent.  He 
never  was  so  hopelessly  wrong,  and  he 
never  showed  higher  qualities — nor  ever, 
I  must  add,  resorted  to  so  many  political 
devices  which  even  his  friends  thought  of 
doubtful  morality. 

The  mark  he  has  left  which  w^ill  prove 
ineffaceable  is  on  finance  and  on  the 
iinancial  system  and  thought  of  Eng- 
land. His  incomparable  dexterity  as  a 
financier  there  is  none  to  dispute.  Blot 
out  everything  else,  and  the  Cliancellor 
of  the  Exchequer  would  remain  a  great 
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figure.  Yet,  to  the  world  in  genei'al,  how 
sli.uht  a  i)art  it  seems,  and  is,  in  comi)ari- 
soii  witli  ihe  wliole! 

Ill  social  niovenients  his  name  has  no 
l)lace.  lie  was  to  the  last  a  conservative 
in  social  matters.  He  was  foi*  things  as 
they  ai'C.  He  democratized  the  govern- 
ment of  England.  He  was  one  chief  in- 
strument in  surrendering  the  control  of 
])olitical  alf'airsto  the  working-men.  But 
lie  never  meant  that  they  should  use  that 
])Ower  to  overturn  society  or  to  I'emodel 
it.  He  stood  as  a  hulwark  in  defence  of 
the  existing  order.  It  is  one  of  the  high- 
est eulogies  that  can  he  hestowed  on  him. 

He  was  equally  conservative  in  reli- 
gion and  in  matters  ecclesiastic.  If  he 
finally  came  to  contemplate  with  equa- 
nimity the  disestahlishment  of  the  Church 
of  England,  it  was  hecause  he  helieved 
that  se})aration  of  church  fi'om  state 
^vould  strengthen  the  spiritual  life  of  the 
church,  increase  its  liold  on  the  i)eople, 
secure  reform  from  within,  re-enforce  the 
church  in  its  warfare  with  science,  where- 
in he  thought  it  destined  to  trium])h. 
He  sacrificed  the  Irish  Church  to  a  ])0- 
litical  necessity.  He  was  ready  to  do 
the  same  with  the  Welsh  and  Scottish 
churches.  He  was  under  a  strong  teni})- 
tation  to  yield  to  the  ^ame  motive  with 
regard  to  tlie  Church  of  England,  since, 
during  all  the  latter  ])art  of  his  career, 
the  great  hody  of  his  political  sup})()rt 
came  from  the  non  -  conformists.  But 
he  resisted,  and  his  hnal  view  was  the 
one  which  led  to  tlie  same  destructive 
end  purely  for  the  good  of  the  thing  des- 
troyed. 

His  fame  will  not  rest  on  his  foreign 
l)olicy.  He  did  much  to  heiittle  England 
ahroad,  to  reduce  her  prestige,  to  impair 
lier  influence  in  the  councils  of  Eui'o})e. 
If  he  reversed  her  traditional  policy  in 
the  East,  that  was  not  an  unmixed  hene- 
lit — still  less  was  his  passionate  advocacy 
of  impossihle  causes,  of  which  Armeiiia 
may  he  taken  as  a  type.  I  have  no  space 
for  details.  I  should  make  exceptions — 
some  of  them,  as  in  the  guarantee  of 
Belgium  at  the  outbreak  of  the  Franco- 
German  war.  brilliant  ones:  but  of  for- 
eign affairs  as  a  whole,  wiiile  they  were 
actually  under  Mr.  Gladstone's  inliuence 
as  Prime  Minister,  it  will  have  to  he  said 
that  they  generally  suti'ered  from  tiiat 
influence. 

As  for  the  United  States,  he  did  us 
much    harm    and    much    good,   the    good 


prei)OJulerating  in  the  end.  He  had  mag- 
nanimity of  character,  which  enabled  him 
to  acknowledge  the  mistake  of  his  atti- 
tude in  tlie  civil  war.  But  Avlielher  he 
liked  us  or  not.  he  said  and  declared  often 
that  England  and  the  United  States  ought 
to  be  friends.  He  was  one  of  the  authors 
of  that  movement  of  nearer  friendship  in 
which  both  counti'ies  now  ha]q)ily  unite. 
Tbat  clear  vision  of  the  identity  of  inter- 
ests between  the  two  branches  of  one 
great  i-ace  is  the  best  legacy  he  has  left. 
There  are  sentences  on  xVnglo- American 
relations  which  will  never  be  forgotten; 
the  beneficent  efTect  of  them  will  endure 
while  the  nations  endure. 

The  fame  of  oi'atory  is  said  to  be  eva- 
nescent, like  that  of  acting,  with  which  it 
has  much  in  connnon.  But  Mr.  Glad- 
stone's work  in  ])ublic  life  was  connected 
Avith  public  speaking,  and  rested  upon  it 
in  a  Avay  which  must  insure  permanence 
to  his  renown  as  an  oi-ator.  His  place 
with  posterity  will  de})end  on  that  far 
more  than  on  anything  written  Avhich  he 
leaves  behind  him.  His  writings  have 
many  qualities,  but  no  promise  of  immor- 
tality. He  was  not  a  good  writer.  His 
exuberance  ran  away  with  him.  His 
diction  was  over-co])ious.  He  had  neither 
restj'aint  nor  simi)licity,  and  little  sense 
of  style,  with  all  his  vigor  in  the  use  of 
woi'ds.  Nor  will  the  matter  of  his  books 
save  him.  He  had  literature  in  a  degree 
possessed  by  few  Englishmen  in  public 
life;  he  had  scholarship.  He  Avrote  on 
to])ics  both  of  literature  and  learning; 
yet  the  result  is  in  no  way  commensurate 
with  his  real  cai)acity.  He  never  con- 
centrated himself,  except  for  the  moment. 
on  either. 

Of  I\lr.  Gladstone's  oi-atory  much  has 
Iteen  written,  but.  as  ]Mill  remarked,  on 
all  great  subjects  nnich  remains  to  be 
said.  No  doubt  it  was  one  chief  factor 
in  tiiat  authority  to  which  he  attained. 
Yet  it  was  almost  never  of  the  highest 
order.  It  was  only  of  the  highest  order 
for  the  i)urposes  he  had  in  view.  He 
was  a  magician,  and  he  used  words  to 
bewitch  the  souls  of  men — his  own  first 
of  all.  ]\lr.  Eorster's  :iccount  remains  the 
true  one : 

"  He  could  })ersuade  most  men  of  most 
things,  and  himself  of  anything.'' 

But  his  ])Ower  over  the  House  and 
over  a  ])0})ular  audience  was  not  so  much 
oratorical  as  ])ersonal.  And  on  this,  as 
on    all    other   branches   of   this   immense 
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subject,  the  same  may  be  said.  You 
may  leave  aside  the  particulars  and  make 
an  effort  to  consider  the  g-eneral.  You 
must  try  to  look  at  the  man  as  a  whole. 
The  attempt  will  not  be  successful,  but 
it  will  be  an  attempt,  a  step;  as  you  move 
forward  you  may  get  a  g-linipse  here  and 
there  of  his  true  majesty. 

The  estimates  of  Mr.  Gladstone  by  his 
contemporaries  were  not  all,  of  course,  in 
one  spirit.  Some  of  them  are  well  known. 
Carlyle  detested  him.  Froude  called  him 
a  Puseyite  Radical.  Tennyson,  Avho  loved 
tlie  man,  liated  his  politics.  None-  of 
these  are  political  criticisms.  Many  oth- 
ers are  well  known.  Not  the  least  inter- 
esting' of  tlie  less  familiar  is  Jowett's. 
The  Master  of  Balliol  had  a  slirewd  judg- 
ment of  men.  He  met  Mr.  Gladstone  fii-st 
in  1869,  at  Lord  Camperdown's,  and  the 
two  were  much  together. 

The  Master  was  "absorbed'"  in  ]\Ir. 
Gladstone,  said  his  host,  and  "  they  talk- 
ed incessantly  for  hours  in  the  library 
and  about  the  grounds." 

It  was  sixteen  years  before  Mr.  Glad- 
stone's conversion  to  home -rule,  and  it 
was  all  the  more  striking,  therefore,  that 
he  tried  to  persuade  Jowett  no  one  had 
iiitherto  understood  the  Irish,  or  had 
I'ightly  sympathized  with  them.  Tlic  re- 
mark is  extremely  characteristic  of  i\Ir. 
Gladstone;  there  were  few  cases  in  which 
lie  doubted  that  his  own  view  was  the 
right  one.  It  was  also  very  apt  to  be  the 
original  one  after  he  had  formed  it. 

"It  was  the  first  time,"  said  Jowett, 
"that  any  one  of  such  great  simplicity 
uad  been  in  so  exalted  a  ])osition."  The 
remark  goes  deep.  I  don't  recollect  that 
any  one  else  has  made  it.  But  the  great 
man  had  simplicity  in  numy  worldly  mat- 
ters to  the  last.  He  lived  for  many  pur- 
poses in  a  world  of  his  own,  and  did  not 
tlways  trouble  himself  about  the  other. 
•  lowett's  remark  may  be  compared  with 
Hayward's,  quoted  above.  Oxford,  of 
course,  was  a  bond  between  the  two 
guests  at  Cami)erdown  House,  but  the 
two  Oxfords  of  the  tvv'o  men  were  very 
different — as  different  as  Christ  Church 
Ml  1830  and  Balliol  forty  years  later. 

Many  a  man  saw  portents  of  mischief 
in  Gladstone.  Lord  Palmerston  was  one 
who  did.  Jowett  thought  the  future  full 
of  peril  because  he  was  "so  powerful  and 
so  unsound."  Gladstone,  he  said,  "fail- 
ed to  recognize  the  truth  that  the  moral 
excuses  for  political  crime  ought  not  to 


make  a  statesman  less  firm  in  repressing 
it."  The  wliole  Irish  question  is  there, 
but  to  the  last  the  gi'eat  home-ruler  re- 
fused to  see  it.  Jowett  thought  Lord 
Frederick  Cavendish  a  victim  to  tliis 
blindness.  In  a  letter  written  in  1885, 
after  the  Gordon  catastrophe,  he  says  that 
neither  Gordon  nor  Lord  Frederick  need 
have  been  sacrificed  if  the  ministry  had 
taken  the  right  and  obvious  means  to 
sup{)ort  and  protect  them.  Tiien  he  adds, 
"I  should  like  the  authors  of  the  calam- 
ity to  be  punished,  especlaUu  tf^^  arch- 
offender  ^     The  italics  are  his. 

There  are  always  deductions.  It  is  of 
little  avail  to  catalogue  them.  Tliey 
come  out  in  life  and  act,  and  a  man's 
faults  of  character  necessarily  leave  stains 
on  his  career,  and  on  the  final  record  of 
it.  I  have  indicated  some  as  I  wrote. 
One  of  the  least  amiable  was  Mr.  Glad- 
stone's coldness  in  friendship.  He  was 
sympathetic  in  the  sense  that  he  attracted 
the  sympathies  of  others,  but  gave  few. 
He  I'epaid  Bright's  affection  with  a  care- 
fully measured  regard.  His  sympathies 
were  with  mankind  rather  than  with  men. 
He  accepted  much.  He  never  seemed 
to  hesitate  to  put  himself  under  great  ob- 
ligations to  friends  like  Lord  Rendel,  Mr. 
Armitstead,  the  late  Lord  Wolverton,  and 
others.  They  were  obligations  which  in- 
volved the  spending  of  mone}'  in  his  be- 
half. Yet  no  man  ever  suspected  him  of 
being  influenced  in  this  Avay. 

In  private  life  he  was  open,  generous, 
easy,  and  always  deliglitful.  In  })ublic 
life  he  has  sometimes  been  thought  vin- 
dictive. He  had.  they  said,  the  Scottish 
fidelity  to  a  dislike,  and  the  Scottish  })a- 
tience  in  treasuring  the  memory  of  a 
wrong.  He  would  turn  the  stone  in  his 
})ocket  at  the  end  of  seven  years,  and  keep 
it  seveii  years  moi-e,  waiting  his  opportu- 
nity. He  used  power  mercilessly.  He 
tyrannized  over  his  party,  over  the  House, 
over  his  cabinet.  It  was  his  tremendous 
})ower  with  the  constituencies  whicli  made 
him  master.  He  used  it  for  what  he 
thought  good  ends,  but  they  must  be  his 
ends.  But  wli\^  dwell  on  defects,  when 
the  character  as  a  whole  remains  splencHd? 

When  he  had  formed  a  conception  of 
character  he  changed  it  as  reluctantly  as 
he  did  a  conviction.  An  intimate  friend 
said  to  him  once,  about  one  very  distin- 
guished colleague  whose  ecclesiastical  po- 
sition seemed  to  have  been  fixed  for  him 
bv  inheritance. 
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"I  doubt  sometimes  wlietlier  A.  B.  is  a 
man  of  very  deep  piety,  or  a  very  con- 
sistent and  coiiviiiced  Churchman." 

Mr.  Ghidstone  put  up  his  hands  with  an 
ex})ressive  gesture,  not  unusual  vvith  him, 
as  if  to  repel  this  unwelcome  suggestion, 
and  answered, 

"You  shock  me  bej^ond  measure  by 
such  an  imputation." 

The  colleague  in  question  was,  to  put  it 
mildly,  a  Laodicean,  alike  in  religion  and 
in  politics.  But  Mr.  Gladstone,  early  in 
their  long  friendship,  had  seen  reason  to 
resolve  that  he  was  in  truth  a  devout  mem- 
ber of  the  Church  of  England,  a  devout 
believer,  an  ardent  Christian  like  himself. 
Nothing  would  induce  him  to  relinquish 
that  view  of  his  friend's  religious  nature. 
Yet,  when  this  same  friend  took  a  hostile 
view  of  Mr.  Gladstone's  policy,  he  readily 
saw  how  lukewarm  he  w^as  in  personal 
loyalty  and  how  unstable  in  political  faith. 
The  danger,  therefore,  of  his  blindness  in 
the  other  matter  was  less  than  it  might 
seem. 

What  has  been  said  of  Mr.  Gladstone's 
courtesy  is  just;  no  appreciation  of  it  could 
be  to  )  high.  Perhaps  courtesy  is  not  a 
quite  adequate  word.  He  was  courteous 
and  something  moie.  He  had  a  sense  of 
what  was  due  to  himself  and  due  from 
him.  "I  will  endeavor,"  he  said,  in  1888, 
''  to  avoid  personality,  and,  above  all,  to 
avoid  that  kind  of  personality  which  is 
sheer  and  rank  scurrility."  He  did  avoid 
l)oth.  (.)f  course  he  often  struck  at  an 
opponent,  and  struck  hard,  but  ever  with 
fairness,  or  at  least  with  fair  intention. 
The  period  at  which  he  made  the  remark 
I  quote  was  one  when  rank  scurrility 
pursued  him  daily  and  hourly.  That  he 
often  felt  it  is  certain.  That  he  ever  de- 
scended to  the  level  of  those  who  used  it, 
nobody  can  allirm.  He  could  crush  an 
opponent,  but  he  was  incapable  of  vilify- 
ing him,  of  attacking  his  private  life,  of 
underhand  means  to  injure  him — of  any 
arts,  as  Burke  said,  but  manly  arts. 

I  write  these  concluding  sentences  after 
Mr.  Gladstone's  death,  an  event  on  which 
it  is  impossible  for  any  one  who  knew 
him  to  reflect  without  emotion.  But  look 
at  it  as  a  ])ublic  event,  and  Avhat  will 
strike  you  is  this:  There  is  in  England 
and  here  a  serious  effort  to  present  by 
speech  or  writing  an  estimate  of  the  man 
who  is  gone.  Some  of  the  iinest  minds, 
some  of  the  men  who  knew  him  best, 
some   of   those  nearest   to  him   in  nublic 


and  private  life,  have  said  their  say. 
j\[uch  of  it  is  admirable.  The  eloquent 
sincerity  of  Lord  Salisbury,  of  Lord  Rose- 
bery,  of  ^Ir.  Balfour,  of  Sir  William  Har- 
coui't,  and  of  others,  impresses  those  who 
heard  or  read  them.  They  would  be — 
indeed,  they  are — the  first  to  regret  the 
suggestion  that  their'  summaries  of  his 
character,  any  or  all  of  them,  are  ade- 
quate. Their  value  is  that  of  personal 
impressions.  Each  adds  something  to 
what  we  knew  before.  No  one  has  said 
the  final  word. 

Perhaps  it  may  never  be  said.  Yet  in 
most  of  these  eulogies  there  is  an  agree- 
ment on  the  main  points.  Courage  first: 
it  is  a  trait  of  character  in  which  Mr. 
Gladstone  was  never  surpassed ;  it  is  vis- 
ible in  his  whole  career  and  in  every 
great  act  of  his  life,  and  in  his  death,  and 
the  long  suifering  which  preceded  it.  His 
was  an  august  personality.  He  had  not 
only  elevation  of  character,  but  the  pow- 
er of  elevating  others — not  merely  those 
with  whom  he  came  in  contact,  but  the 
public  life  in  which  he  bore  so  great  a 
pa)'t.  The  House  of  Commons,  which 
yielded  to  him  as  to  no  other,  the  audi- 
ences he  addressed,  the  nation,  the  em- 
pire he  ruled  —  all  rose  with  him  to  a 
higher  level.  He  had  a  sustained  dignity 
of  character  and  conduct  in  all  circum- 
stances. His  nature  was  a  profoundly 
religious  nature,  and  with  his  religious 
convictions  mingled  a  chivalry  which  was 
])erhaps  rarer  still.  Passion  he  had — an 
intensity  of  passion  when  he  was  roused 
or  opposed  which  burned  and  consumed 
what  stood  in  his  way.  It  was  this  pas- 
sionate and  emotional  quality  which 
stood  him  in  such  stead  as  an  orator. 
But  he  was  greater  than  his  oratory, 
greater  than  his  deeds.  It  is  not  what  he 
did,  but  what  he  was, which  was  felt  most 
deeply  and  will  be  longest  remembered. 
Gladstone  the  man,  the  extraordinary  be- 
ing who  for  more  than  sixty  years  fas- 
cinated the  world  in  which  he  lived, 
overmastered  it,  compelled  other  men  to 
do  his  will  because  he  was  a  greater  force 
than  they,  because  he  had  qualities  they 
had  not.  because  he  was  of  other  fibre,  of 
other  mould,  of  loftier,  broader,  nobler 
nature  than  almost  any  of  his  time — that 
is  the  Gladstone  before  whom  the  world 
has  bowed.  It  is  the  Gladstone  whose 
memory  his  countrymen  and  ours  in  all 
time  to  come  will  treasure  as  a  possession 
like  none  other. 
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I. 

'ITfHEN  the  transports  hove  to  off 
VV  Santiago,  on  June  20,1898,  there 
Avas  not  a  man  upon  them  whom  Spain's 
■ancient  sentinel,  Castle  Morro,  standing 
high  nt  the  harbor's  entrance  and  silent 
and  picturesque  against  the  afternoon 
•sky,  failed  of  stirring  to  emotion. 

In  some  it  was  that  thrill  of  alert  ex- 
pectancy which  comes  with  approaching 
-conflict;  in  others  it  was  hot  desire  to 
-see  at  closer  range  the  very  first  bit  of 
foreign  land  they  had  ever  beheld;  in  all 
it  was  a  sensation  of  relief — the  grateful 
satisfaction  of  the  hunter  who  suddenly 
views  his  quarry  after  long  hours  of 
weary  chase  and  worrying  delay. 

Six  days  had  intervened  since  our  de- 
liverance from  Tampa.  They  were  long 
dull  days,  abounding  in  discomforts,  and 
lived  out  listlessly  by  men  in  whom  en- 
thusiastic interest  in  the  expedition  had 
been  deadened  by  dispiriting  waiting  and 
repeated  postponement. 

So  the  cheers  of  the  Jackies  on  the 
New  York,  loiua,  and  Oregon,  which 
greeted  the  arrival  of  the  thirty- five 
transports  and  their  escort  of  fourteen 
war-ships,  drew  generous  and  heart-felt 
•response  from  the  16,000  soldiers  who  had 
xjome  to  set  Cuba  free. 

And  on  board  the  army  flag- ship  Se- 
guranga  the  bugles  sounded  salute  and 
the  troops  presented  arms  as  Admiral 
Sampson  came  over  the  side  to  greet 
General  Shafter  and  conduct  him  to  a 
•conference,  already  arranged  for,  with 
the  Cuban  General  Garcia. 

II. 
The  Spaniards  gave  us  our  first  consid- 
erable surprise  in  failing  to  oppose  our 
landing  at  Daiquiri  on  the  early  morning 
of  June  22.  Surprises,  however,  were  the 
order  of  that  day.  and  the  enemy  received 
his  share.  From  three  miles  west  of 
Santiago  to  sixteen  miles  east,  by  bom- 
bardment and  feints  of  landing  at  four 
different  points  on  his  coast-line,  we  kept 
him  guessing.  Nevertheless,  a  proper  dis- 
position of  Spanish  forces  could  have 
made  our  landing  one  of  great  difficult}" 
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and  costly  fighting;  and  the  farther  in- 
land we  advanced,  the  more  our  wonder 
grew  that  in  a  country  so  adapted  for 
defence  they  should  have  offered  so  little 
resistance  in  the  earliest  and,  for  them, 
most  important  days. 

Nature  had  done  her  best  by  Daiquij-i 
as  to  strength  of  situation,  and  the  Span- 
iards ably  seconded  her  by  a  series  of 
block -houses,  trenches,  and  barbed -wire 
entanglements.  The  little  settlement  it- 
self lies  in  a  snug  half-moon  cove  at  the 
base  of  the  mountains,  just  where  a  rift 
in  the  hills  permits  of  one  level  road  to 
the  sea.  To  the  right  rises  a  command- 
ing bluff,  with  fort  on  top,  and  trenches 
extending  down  half  its  face,  while  on 
the  left  the  hills  approach  the  water  more 
gently,  showing  block-houses  on  the  prom- 
inent points. 

There  was  no  lazy  lolling  on  decks 
that  morning.  Daylight  revealed  our 
transports  ranged  in  a  semicircle  about 
five  miles  off  shore,  while  close  in  were 
the  war -ships  Detroit,  Castine,  Was2^, 
New  Orleans,  and  St.  Louis.  The  Segu- 
ranga  was  but  a  mile  back  of  the  war- 
ships. It  seemed  as  though  the  St.  Louis 
were  a  part  of  the  landscape,  so  large  she 
loomed  on  the  horizon. 

Every  one  knew  there  was  to  be  a 
bombardment  of  the  town,  followed  by  a 
landing,  in  which  the  Second  Division  of 
the  corps  was  to  lead.  Every  one,  con- 
sequently, had  the  best  vantage-point  he 
could  secure.  Yards  and  decks  were  cov- 
ered with  men,  only  very  few"  of  whom 
had  ever  witnessed  cannon  fired  with 
deadly  intent.  There  was  a  chance,  too, 
of  being  sliot  at  from  shore ;  but  each  held 
his  place,  though,  even,  he  Avere  merely 
to  fill  the  role  of  spectator.  Activity 
W"as  evident  in  every  direction  —  trans- 
ports bearing  regiments  of  the  Second 
Division  swinging  out  their  davits,  troops 
getting  their  rolls  and  haversacks  in  or- 
der, war-ships  moving  into  position.  The 
sea  was  literally  alive  with  saucy  little 
launches,  carrying  rapid-fire  1-pounders 
in  their  bow"  and  the  American  ensign  at 
tlieir  stern,  darting  hither  and  thither 
with   tows  of  cutters,  pulling  boats,  and 
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life-boats,  wbicli  had  been  furnished  b}^ 
tlie  ships  of  war  and  the  transports. 

Meantinie  our  attention  liad  been  di- 
rected to  several  explosions  on  shore,  fol- 
lowed by  hug-e  volumes  of  smoke  and 
flame,  that  marked  where  the  Spanish 
were  l)urnino-  their  bridges  beliiud  them. 
And  now  the  launches  had  drawn  up  to 
the  ti-ansports,  and  the  boats  began  to  fill, 
while  the  war-ships  drew  nearer  the  shore 
and  prepared  for  action. 

To  the  west  six  miles  we  could  see  the 
Helena  and  two  other  gunboats  shelling 
Siboney,  and  ever  and  again  a  distant 
boom  told  that  the  attack  on  Aguadores — 
yet  nearer  to  Santiago— had  also  begun. 

There  were  cheers  from  the  men  on 
the  transports,  who  envied  the  one  thou- 
sarid  lucky  ones  first  to  go,  and  by  half 
past  nine  the  sea  seemed  covered  by  boats, 
towing  and  rowing,  rising  and  falling, 
advancing  in  many  lines  shoreward. 

With  a  vicious  bark  from  the  Wasp 
the  shelling  began,  and  for  ten  minutes 
b}'  the  watch  such  a  roaring  of  great 
guns  ensued  as  few  of  us  had  ever  heard. 
Clouds  of  dust  and  flame  in  the  town  and 
great  ^^aslies  in  the  bluff  rudely  showed 
the  course  of  our  shells,  while  the  air 
hung  sulkily  about  us,  heavy  with  report 
and  smoke  and  hoarse  cheering.  But  no 
response  came  from  the  shore;  and  at 
twenty  minutes  after  ten,  while  the  watch- 
ing soldiers  on  the  trans^Dorts  cheered 
wildly,  the  leading  boats  of  the  flotilla 
landed  the  first  of  the  American  ai'my 
on  Cuban  soil,  and  ten  minutes  later  the 
stars  and  stripes  w^ere  raised  over  a  block- 
house where,  the  day  before,  had  hung 
the  flag  of  Spain. 

All  day  long  the  launches  and  row- 
boats  plied  industriously  between  shore 
and  transports,  and  by  night  six  thousand 
five  hundred  troops  had  been  landed,  wilh 
three  days'  rations  in  their  haversacks, 
and  pluck  enough  in  their  hearts  to  meet 
legions  of  Spaniards,  and  a  spirit  equal 
to  any  emergency.  The  landing  was 
difficult,  for  the  surf  ran  high,  and  but 
a  small  wharf  did  duty,  until  subsequent- 
ly enlarged  by  the  beaching  of  a  lighter 
alongside. 

To  say  confusion  reigned  would  hardly 
express  it.  No  active  executive  appear- 
ed to  be  in  authority',  and  the  strife  be- 
tween loaded  boats  for  places  at  the  wharf 
was  like  the  scramble  for  elevated-rail- 
way tickets  after  a  big  football  game  in 
New   York.      That   only   two   men    were 


drowned,  by  the  upsetting  of  a  boat,  must 
be  attributed  to  a  merciful  Providence 
rather  than  to  good  management.  Men, 
mules,  and  horses  mingled  indiscriminate- 
ly along  the  beach  or  on  the  landing, 
and,  in  the  little  flat  beyond,  strove  to 
adjust  themselves  so  as  to  push  on  after 
General  Lawton,  who  was  already  mov- 
ing towards  Siboney  with  such  of  his 
division  as  had  reached  shore. 

Throughout  the  road  to  Siboney,  which 
for  eight  miles  wound  up  and  down,  in 
and  around,  a  broken  but  densely  brushed 
and  good-looking  country,  strung  out  regi- 
ment after  regiment,  and  I  marvelled  at  the 
dexterity  of  their  officers,  who  had  extri- 
cated them  from  the  chaos  at  Daiquiri 
and  set  them  on  their  joui-ney  of  conquest. 

If  the  unresisting  abandonment  of  Dai- 
quiri by  the  Spaniards  had  occasioned 
us  surprise,  the  desertion  of  Siboney  in- 
creased it  tenfold,  for  here  was  a  veri- 
table stronghold  indeed. 

Abruptly  on  the  right  of  its  insignifi- 
cant beach  towers  a  bluff",  whose  base 
forms  a  shelf  for  an  old  fort,  and  whose 
surface  is  terraced  by  successive  trenches 
that  rise  to  a  heavy  block-house  guarding 
the  top.  Opposite,  a  steep  ridge  reaches 
back  to  the  mountains,  and  sweeps  straight 
out  to  sea  for  a  mile  before  it  turns  to 
form  another  fortress  at  Aguadores,  and 
farther  on  to  terminate  at  Morro.  Between 
these  arms  lies  Siboney,  with  block-houses 
connnanding  the  roads  from  all  direc- 
tions, a  small  creek  that  comes  out  of 
the  hills,  and  a  railroad,  which,  creeping 
along  the  sea-shore  to  Aguadores,  ai'rives 
finally  at  Santiago  with  iron  ore  from 
the  mines  back  of  Daiquiri  and  Siboney. 

The  day  before  our  arrival  the  place 
had  been  occupied  by  five  hundred  Span- 
iards, who  now  were  driven  from  the  town 
by  the  navy's  shells,  and  into  the  hills  by 
the  Cubans  under  General  Castillo.  It 
became  forthwith  the  field  headquartei'S 
of  the  American  army,  and  the  so  recent- 
ly deserted  house  of  the  Spanish  com- 
mandant furnished  shelter  for  Generals 
Wheeler  and  Young  and  Colonel  Wood 
wliile  they  planned  the  Las  Guasimas 
fight  for  the  morrow. 

III. 

The  Las  Giuisimas  fight  of  Friday, 
June  24,  has  been  spoken  of  and  written 
about  by  those  who  did  not  see  it  as  an 
ambush  and  a  needless  waste  of  life. 

It  was  neither  one  nor  the  other. 
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General  Castillo's  Cubans,  liurrying 
from  Daiquiri  after  our  landing,  had  in 
the  afternoon  of  that  same  day  over- 
taken and,  with  few  casualties,  been  re- 
pulsed by  the  Spanish  rear-guard  on  a 
part  of  the  very  ground  which  so  soon 
was  to  furnish  our  first  battle-field. 
Moreover,  General  Wheeler  had  personal- 
ly reconnoitred,  on  the  afternoon  of  the 
,23d,  the  scene  of  the  Cubans'  attack  and 
tlie  country  back  of  Siboney,  and  those 
of  us  with  tlie  advance  party  had  viewed 
our  first  dead  Spaniard.  Having  located 
the  Spaniards,  and  learned  of  their  be- 
ing re-enforced  from  Santiago,  it  became 
patent  that  to  clear  our  immediate  front 
•of  an  enemy  growing  stronger  and.  more 
menacing  daily  was  obvious  logic. 

The  gap  between  the  hills,  which  lets  in 
the  creek  and  makes  the  town  of  Siboney 
possible,  runs  east  and  west,  and  two  roads 
make  their  escape  Santiago  wards.  One, 
s.  wagon  road,  starts  off  east  towards  the 
mountains,  but  slowly  swinging  around 
the  hills  of  Siboney,  goes  north,  and  final- 
ly nearly  due  west.  The  other,  a  trail, 
climbs  straight  up  and  over  the  big  ridge 
to  the  north  of  the  town,  and  gradually 
bearing  to  the  west,  finally  runs  into  the 
other  road  about  four  miles  out.  The 
■0]ie  winds  through  a  valle}''  overlooked 
by  block  -houses  and  trenches;  the  other 
passes  directly  over  trenches  and  in  front 
of  block-houses.  One  is  a  short-cut  in 
times  of  peace,  and  each  can  be  made  a 
hell-hole  in  time  of  war.  Both  are  shut 
in  b}^  close  heavy  underbrush  and  occa- 
sional barbed  wire. 

In  the  absence  of  General  Shafter,  still 
on  the  Seguranga,  General  Wheeler  was 
the  ranking  officer  of  the  landed  army,  and 
together  with  General  Young,  Colonel 
Wood,  and  General  Castillo,  he  had  dis- 
cussed the  situation  that  night  of  the  23d, 
and  arranged  for  a  concerted  movement 
against  the  Spanish  position  at  dawn  of 
the  following  day  by  those  connnands 
that  were  immediately  at  hand,  cam})ed 
at  Siboney. 

General  Young  was  to  take  four  troops 
each  of  the  Fii-st  and  Tenth  Eegular  Cav- 
alry (dismounted),  about  423  men,  and 
four  Hotchkiss  mountain-guns,  and  fol- 
low the  wagon-road;  Colonel  Wood,  with 
liis  five  hundred.  Rough  Riders — who, 
from  being  of  the  last  to  leave  Daiquiri, 
were  yet,  J3y  hard  marching,  among  the 
first  to  report  of  five  thousand  troops 
camped  in   the   vicinity  of  Siboney  that 


night— was  to  take  his  full  force  and  go  by 
the  trail  up  over  the  hill;  General  Cas- 
tillo was  to  support  General  Young  with 
his  two  or  three  hundred  Cubans,  many 
of  whom  were  already  in  camp  along  the 
wagon -road. 

So,  as  the  day  dawned.  General  Young 
set  out  around  the  hill  under  the  block- 
houses and  trenches,  and  Colonel  Wood 
started  up  over  the  hill  and  the  trenches 
and  in  front  of  the  block  houses.  Gen- 
eral Castillo  failed  to  keep  the  tryst. 

For  a  while  General  Young's  command 
— which  I  had  joined  because  its  earlier 
start  suggested  first  view  of  the  enemy — 
followed  a  creek  leading  through  a  more 
or  less  open  valley  that  appeared  at  one 
time  to  have  been  cultivated,  but  short- 
ly fell  into  a  narrow  defile,  thickly  over- 
grown, and  impassable  for  wagons.  By- 
and-by  we  passed  some  of  Castillo's  Cu- 
bans; later  on  we  passed  more,  and  again 
more;  indeed,  one  eamp  could  not  have 
been  over  half  a  mile  from  where  the 
fighting  finally  began;  but  none  reported 
to  General  Young  until  after  the  fight- 
ing had  ceased. 

At  first  we  had  swung  along  the  rough 
muddy  road,  chatting,  slipping,  specula- 
ting as  to  Avhat  kind  of  a  fight  the  S])an- 
iards  would  put  up,  and  hoping  Wood 
would  not  get  there  before  us.  And  it 
was  exceedingly  difficult  for  me  to  realize 
we  were  going  into  a  serious  engagement. 

But  Avhen  w^e  had  advanced  probably 
one  and  a  half  miles  a  sudden  quiet 
s])read  throughout  the  troops.  Not  that 
there  appeared  any  apprehension ;  for, 
as  the  road  narrowed,  and  I  fell  into 
the  ranks  of  the  First,  I  w^as  not  a  little 
entertained  b}'  the  good-natured  jesting 
^vhich  ran  up  and  down  the  line,  with- 
out a  thought  that  perhaps  in  a  little 
while  they  would  be  facing  death.  Yet 
the  tone  of  voice  Avas  always  quiet — lest 
mayhap  we  disturb  the  meditation  of  the 
enemy.  But  w^e  were  moving  cautiously 
all  the  time,  and  through  some  of  the  best 
suited  country  for  ambush  I  ever  beheld; 
though  attention  was  jokingly  called  to 
such  spots  as  we  passed;  ever\^  approach 
was  thoroughly  scrutinized  by  the  pickets 
well  in  advance  of  the  command.  In  an- 
other half-hour  we  had  come  to  a  halt  in 
a  little  opening  on  a  slight  elevation,  and 
here  the  click  of  the  rifles,  obedient  to  the 
order  of  "  Load  magazines,"  sent  a  respon- 
sive quiver  u})  my  back,  and  dow^n  my 
arms    to    set    mv    fingers    twitching.      It 
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seemed  as  when  you  had  winded  your 
game  and  were  preparing  to  do  him  to 
the  death. 

Evidently  Ave  were  drawing  near  tiie 
danger  line. 

\Ve  moved  forward  now^  with  one  troop 
somewhat  in  advance  of  the  otliers,  and 
a  strong  line  of  pickets  reconnoitring 
every  step  of  the  way  one  hundred  yai'ds 
in  the  lead.  Aside  from  the  soft  cooing 
of  doves,  beyond  in  the  trees  we  could  not 
see,  no  sound  brolve  upon  the  still  nioi'n- 
ing  air,  save  the  squash  of  feet  in  tlie 
mud,  and  the  occasional  rattle  of  a  can- 
teen as  it  swung  against  the  metal  bay- 
onet-scabbard at  tlie  soldier's  hip.  There 
was  no  talking  in  ranks  now;  every  man 
was  alert  and  silent. 

Soon  there  came  another  halt,  and 
going  forward  beyond  the  outermost 
picket,  across  a  creek,  and  up  a  gentle 
rise  of  ground,  Lieutenant  Byram  and  I 
found  General  Young,  Colonel  Bell,  and 
Captain  Watson  crouched  behind  tlie 
bushes,  diligently  studying  a  prominent 
hill  on  our  left  front,  about  one  thousand 
five  hundred  yards  away.  As  Byram 
and  I  drew  near,  crouching  in  emulation, 
General  Young  faced  us,  and  nodding 
his  head  in  the  direction  of  the  hill,  said, 
quietly,  "Spaniards,"  and  then,  equally 
as  quietly,  to  Byram,  "Order  the  Hotch- 
kiss  guns  forward  at  once;  ten  minutes 
later  bring  up  the  troops;  tell  the  men  to 
go  quietly." 

It  was  easy  to  make  out  the  Spanish 
position,  and  with  glasses  to  distinguish 
an  individual  here  and  there,  but  the  tall 
grass  necessitated  careful  searching,  and 
we  could  not  know  of  course  how  much 
of  their  real  position  presented.  That 
w^hicli  showed,  however,  was  suggestive 
of  the  strength  subsequently  developed. 
AVhat  we  saw  was  a  long  ridge  running 
out  from  the  north,  ending  abruptly  in 
a  prominence  which  overlooked  the  con- 
tinuation of  the  road  we  had  been  travel- 
ling, and  its  meeting-point  with  the  trail 
on  which  the  Rough  Riders  were  com- 
ing. In  one  more  or  less  open  place  we 
saw  stone  breastworks,  and  directly  on 
the  point  facing  the  road  I  could  pick 
out  several  of  those  straw  hats  which, 
behind  trenches,  were  later  to  become 
such  familiar  and  hated  objects.  Mean- 
time General  Wheeler  had  joined  us. 

When  the  two  Hotchkiss  guns  had 
been  put  in  position,  as  near  the  bend  of 
the  road  as  we  dared  go  without  revealinii 


our  presence,  it  was  seven  o'clock,  and  we 
sat  down  to  wait  a  little  while,  that  the 
Rough  Riders,  who  had  started  over  their 
shorter  road  half  an  hour  later  than  we, 
might  be  within  touch  of  the  enemy 
when  we  opened  fire.  As  we  discussed 
the  situation,  I  noted  our  guns  were  just 
to  one  side  of  the  tumbling  walls  of  an 
old  church  and  a  small  graveyard.  And 
above  our  conversation  sounded  again  the 
peaceful  and  persistent  cooing  of  doves. 
Surely  the  surroundings  were  incongru- 
ous for  the  work  in  hand  I 

It  is  probable  the  Spaniards  had  dis- 
covered us;  for  when  the  Hotchkiss  gun 
uttered  the  first  challenge  of  Las  Guasimas- 
at  twenty  minutes  after  seven,  it  was  an- 
swered by  a  volley  that  came  so  quickly, 
and  with  such  accurate  direction  I  had 
scarcely  time  to  replace  my  watch  ere 
one  of  the  men  who  had  served  the  gun 
fell,  within  an  arm's-length  of  his  piece. 
Three  troops  of  the  First  Cavalry  had  al- 
ready been  deployed  out  in  the  brush  in 
front  of  the  guns,  with  instructions  ta 
work  towards  the  Spanish  position,  and 
save  their  lire  until  they  saw  something 
to  shoot — and  up  the  little  creek  to  the 
left,  deploying  as  it  went,  had  advanced 
the  remaining  troop  of  the  First  under 
Galbraith.  We  had  been  aware  only  of 
the  Spaniards  in  our  immediate  front,  but 
with  that  opening  volley  of  the  enemy 
began  such  a  rapid  succession  of  crashes- 
you  could  hardh^  tell  where  one  ended 
and  another  began ;  and  yet  above  all 
could  be  distinguished  the  demoniacal 
sing  of  a  machine-gun  that  later  was  to 
be  turned  with  such  deadly  effect  on  the 
advancing  Rough  Riders. 

We  had  evidently  stirred  up  a  hornets' 
nest  of  a  persistent  mind  not  in  accord 
with  the  then  popular  conception  of  Span- 
ish quality  in  battle,  and  ♦the  bullets 
rained  about  us  in  so  furious  a  storm  as 
to  cause  us  surprise  so  few  were  hit,  rather 
than  fear  Ave  should  be.  Not  that  the 
feeling  was  created  bj"  poor  marksman- 
ship of  the  Spaniards,  but  that  carious 
and  inconsistent  impressions  often  come 
to  one  under  conditions  of  gi-eat  danger. 
For  instance,  with  the  cry  of  •"Hos{)ital 
man  "  sounding  in  my  ears,  and  while  I 
Avent  to  offer  my  canteen  to  Ca})tain 
Knox,  just  badly  hit,  I  found  myself  ob- 
serving one  of  the  battery  mules  scratch- 
ing its  neck  against  a  small  tree,  and 
noting  how  indifferent  it  appeared  to  the 
friu-htful  racket. 
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There  were  no  dull  moments  during 
any  part  of  the  fighting,  but  the  hrst 
half-hour  contained  perhaps  a  trifle  more 
of  excitement  than  we  had  ex])ected.  Tlie 
four  troops  of  tlie  First,  Avorkirjg  toward 
the  hill,  received  a  galling  fire,  fr(mi 
which  K,  being  nearest  the  road,  suffered 
most  severely — losing,  one  after  another, 
its  captain,  first  lieutenant,  and  first  ser- 
geant. It  is  a  mournful  coincidejice 
that  the  troops  sustaining  the  heaviest 
fire  in  their  respective  commands  each 
lost  the  services  of  its  captain,  first  lieu- 
tenant, and  first  sergeant  earl 3^  in  the 
fight.  Of  the  eight  regulars  killed,  K 
contributed  five,  while  of  Eougli  Rider 
losses  L  furnished  three  of  the  eight 
killed,  besides  nine  wounded. 

For  a  time  a  well-directed  fire  came  from 
our  right  front,  creating  an  impression  that 
the  Spaniards  were  working  around  our 
flank,  which  General  Young  answered  by 
sending  two  troops  of  the  Tenth  to  the  ex- 
treme right,  and  Beck  with  anotlier  ti'oop 
of  the  Tenth  up  the  creek  to  the  left  to 
support  Galbraith.      Thus  working  from 


right  to  left,  and  firing  not  one  vol- 
ley to  the  enemy's  half-dozen,  we  kept 
moving  forward  through  brush  too  thick 
to  see  into,  with  the  Hotchkiss  behind  us 
firing  seldom,  because  its  smoke  gave  too 
good  a  line  on  the  men  advancing  before 
it,  but  placing  some  sliells  with  disastrous 
results  to  the  Spaniards. 

Meantime  what  of  the  Rough  Riders? 

They  had  come  up  over  the  big  hill 
back  of  Siboney,  marching,  as  did  we,  in 
double  file  whei-e  the  road  permitted  it — 
whicli  in  their  case  it  very  seldom  did — 
and  in  single  file  where  it  did  not,  with 
one  troop  in  advance  doing  picket- work, 
and  no  single  feature  of  the  thickly  over- 
grown countr}^  escaping  either  Colonel 
Wood  or  Lieutenant-Colonel  Roosevelt. 
Tlie  trail  is  a  long  stiff  climb  before  it 
reaches  its  level,  and  then  winds  for 
quite  a  distance  through  small  trees  set 
on  the  hill-top  in  bunches  of  varying- 
size,  with  the  usual  dense  brush  showing 
back  and  just  over  the  edges.  Once  in  a 
while  quite  a  piece  of  oj)en  meadow  shows 
off'  to  the  left.      Toiling   over  the   rocky 
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trail  that  raorniiig',  after  tlie  liard  march 
of  tlie  afternoon  before  and  the  rainy 
nig-lit  at  Siboney.  a  majority  of  the  trooj)- 
<M-s  must  have  felt— as  we  all  did  at  one 
time  and  anotlier — that  actual  tighting 
appeared  to  be  the  least  part  of  war. 

Reconnoitring-  every  step  of  the  way 
with  utmost  care  —  for  the  character  of 
llieir  surroundings  suggested  the  need  of 
it— the  ])ickets  piloted  the  troops  through 
the  bunches  of  trees  and  bits  of  opening  to 
where  the  trail,  whose  ups  and  downs  had 
been  about  even,  now  Avent  forward  on  a 
more  or  less  continuous  decline.  Here 
on  either  side  the  country  immediately 
adjoining  the  trail  oi)ens  out  a  bit.  and 
here  Colonel  Wood  deployed  his  troops, 
continuing  a  strong  i)icket-line  under 
Captain  Capron,  who,  leading  the  outer- 
most point,  which  included,  among  others, 
Fish  and  Russell,  pushed  guardedly  along 
the  trail. 

Perhaps  they  had  travelled  a  quarter  of 
a  mile  farther,  when  Captain  Capron  came 
upon  the  body  of  a  dead  Cuban — ghastly 
evidence  of  the  Spaniards'  work  of  the  day 
before,  and  suggestive  of  their  probable 
])resent  nearness.  Up  till  now,  however, 
no  one  of  the  Rough  Riders  had  seen  a 
Spaniard. 

It  was  doubtless  off  on  their  left,  where 
the  deployed  advancing  line  of  the  Rough 
Riders  would  be  most  likely  to  come  first 
in  touch  with  the  Spanish,  that  the  first 
shot  sounded  ;  but  whether  there  or  at  the 
point  where  Capron  led,  it  ran  up  and 
down  the  line  like  a  flash  of  powder,  and 
in  less  time  than  it  takes  to  write  it  the 
whole  Rough  Rider  front  was  sustaining 
the  fire  of  an  enemy  it  could  not  see.  On 
the  trail,  where  Ca})ron,  Fish,  and  Rus- 
sell were  shot  down  by  almost  the  very 
first  fire,  glimpses  of  the  enemy  could  be 
obtained  now  and  again  straight  ahead, as 
he  dodged  hither  and  thither.  Along  the 
line,  however,  no  Spaniards  were  visible, 
until  the  Rough  Riders,  cliarging  in  the 
face  of  the  leaden  hail,  drove  them  forth 
and  over  and  beyond  the  place  where 
they  had  lain  in  wait  for  the  Americans. 
The  troops  deployed  to  the  left  of  the 
trail  had  had  the  hottest  of  the  work  from 
the  start,  and  as  they  swung  into  the  com- 
paratively open  ground  ahead  in  pursuit 
of  the  retreating  enemy,  they  were  ex- 
posed to  that  devilish  machine-gun  and 
to  the  riile-pits  on  the  hill,  which  at  tlie 
same  moment  were  also  engaging  our  at- 
tention. 


It  must  have  been  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
after  our  o})ening  fire  that  we  became 
aware  of  the  Rough  Riders  on  our  left; 
but  when  the  reports  of  their  rifles  did 
reach  us,  it  was  at  the  fiercest  period  of 
our  fighting,  and  gave  great  relief,  foi'  the 
persistency  and  varied  sources  of  the  ene- 
my's fire  had  set  us  wondering  if  we  iiad 
engaged  a  force  too  big  for  us  to  turn. 
It  was  great  joj,  from  under  the  little 
knoll  where  Beck  was  working  out  tow- 
ards the  Spanish  rifle-pits,  to  see  a  Rough 
Rider  guidon,  of  one  of  the  troops  tliat 
had  deployed  to  their  right,  waving  as 
a  warning  to  us  against  firing  into 
friends. 

This  was  half  after  eight,  and  our  cool, 
deliberate  fire  and  persistent  advance  were 
beginning  to  make  an  impression  on  the 
enemy. ■  The  cross-fire  on  our  extreme 
right  had  ceased,  the  Spaniards  there  had 
been  driven  out  and  back  on  their  main 
position,  and  the  volleys  from  the  rifie- 
pits  had  decreased  in  volume  and  rapid- 
ity. Undoubtedly  some  of  the  enemy 
on  the  hill  were  working  over  to  their 
own  right  to  strengthen  the  opposition  in 
that  quarter  making  against  the  Rough 
Riders. 

Our  progress  was  slow  but  continuous. 
I  was  surprised  to  note  the  utter  absence 
of  excitement,  and,  on  my  own  part,  of 
even  enthusiasm:  there  ^vas  altogethei" 
lacking  the  tingling  stimulation  which 
comes  with  the  stalking  of  dangerous 
game,  whose  hot  tracks  you  may  be  fol- 
lowing, and  whose  charge  may  come  at 
any  moment  from  any  part  of  3^our  path. 
But  here  we  were  in  dense  bushes,  one 
thousand  yards  from  an  unseen  enemy, 
who  was  peppering  at  us  from  behind  a 
stone  wall.  No  exciting  element  offered 
in  that  situation.  There  was  but  to  bend 
your  steps  in  the  direction  whence  came 
the  storm,  determined  to  get  there,  and 
abiding  your  time  until  you  reached  a 
l)osition  where  you  could  grapple  Avith 
your  enemy. 

So  the  Tenth  Cavalry  on  the  extreme 
right,  the  First  in  the  centre,  and  Beck's 
troop  on  the  left  held  their  way;  aiid  at 
nine  o'clock,  while  Galbraith's  troop, 
from  a  position  it  had  secured  on  a  little 
hill  opposite,  poured  voile}'  after  Yollej^ 
into  the  Spaniards,  the  regulars  charged 
up  the  hill,  sweeping  over  the  rifle-pits 
with  their  dead  Spaniards,  and  driving 
the  living  ones  befoi-e  tliem — a  long  way 
before  them,  as    they    had  fled    early  in 
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the  charge — down  the  road  towards  San- 
tiago. 

Meantime  tlie  left  of  the  regulars  and 
right  of  the  Rough  Riders  had  come  in 
touch,  and  in  one  long  line,  through  a 
heat  that,  even  so  early  in  the  day, 
liad  prostrated  many,  raced  across  the 
meadow-land  on  either  side  of  the  road  in 
pursuit  of  the  retreating  enemy — raced 
unrewarded,  however,  for  the  Spaniards 
had  too  long  a  start  on  us,  and  were  flee- 
ing for  very  dear  life. 

Had  cavalry  or  even  fresh  infantry 
been  at  hand  a  considerable  capture  of 
Spaniards  could  have  been  made,  for  they 
were  in  full  and  apparently  disorganized 
retreat.  As  it  was,  the  first  advance  on 
Santiago  had  been  gloriously  successful. 
Less  than  one  thousand  American  troops, 
at  a  loss  of  sixteen  killed  and  fifty-two 
wounded,  after  two  hours'  fighting,  had 
routed  twice  their  number  of  Spaniards, 
after  driving  them  out  of  a  position  of 
great  strength.  How  many  the  enemy 
lost  we  were  not  able  to  learn.  Refugees 
from  Santiago  told  us  of  nine  wagon- 
loads  and  many  litters  of  wounded  taken 
into  town;  and  counting  those  I  saw  and 
those  reported,  they  left  fort3^-tliree  dead 
on  the  battle-field. 

Las  Guasimas  may  have  been  only  a 
skirmish,  but  it  cleared  the  road  to  San- 
tiago, and  thoroughly  tested  the  courage, 
determination,  and  marksmanship  of  the 
present  generation  of  Americans,  from  the 
lowest  to  the  highest  born,  from  the  wage- 
worker  to  the  gentlenum  of  fortune,  and 
not  one  of  them  was  found  deficient  on 
any  count. 

That  afternoon  I  walked  over  the  bat- 
tle-field of  the  morning,  over  the  rifle-pits 
and  the  country  across  which  the  regu- 
lars and  the  Rough  Riders  had  advanced 
against  the  Spaniards.  I  could  almost 
trace  the  course  of  battle  by  the  em[)ty 
cartridge -shells  on  the  ground.  Fii'st, 
scattering  ones  of  nickel,  where  the 
Americans  had  begun  their  advance,  fir- 
ing at  will  as  a  target  offered;  then 
rows  of  tlie  same  color,  shells  lying  in 
isolated  groups  of  iive,  told  where  our 
troops,  advancing,  had  fired  by  volley; 
and  yet  farther  on,  increasing  distance 
between  the  rows  showed  where  they  had 
advanced  faster  than  they  fired.  After 
a  while,  a  mingling  of  the  nickel  with 
countless  groups  of  the  brass  shells  of  the 
Spanish  Manser  rifie;  farther  along,  such 
a  sprinkling  of  brass  shells  as  to  lose  the 


nickel  ones.  Then  great  heaps  of  a 
larger  brass  shell,  that  marked  where 
two  machine-guns  had  severally  hurled 
a  frenzied  rain  of  lead  into  the  regulars 
on  their  front  and  the  Rough  Riders 
on  their  right.  Then  rows  of  nickel 
groups  showing  prominently  in  a  heavy 
sprinkling  of  brass.  By-and-by  scatter- 
ing shells  of  both  colors  in  about  equal 
numbers;  then  more  nickel  than  brass; 
then  all  nickel;  then  no  shells  at  all; 
and  then  an  old  sugar-mill,  which  the 
extreme  left  of  the  Rough  Riders— imme- 
diately under  the  command  of  Colonel 
Roosevelt,  himself  leading  the  charge, 
rifle  in  hand — had  carried,  driving  the 
Spaniards  from  their  last  stand  at  Las 
Guasimas. 

Back  two  miles  was  the  evidence  of 
what  the  day  had  cost.  On  one  side  the 
tumbling  wall  of  the  old  church  on  the 
road  lay  eight  bodies,  with  peaceful  faces 
turned  skywards;  on  the  other  side,  in  a 
hospital  improvised  out  of  bushes  and 
shelter- tents,  lay  Colonel  Bell,  Captain 
Knox,  Lieutenant  Byram,and  fifteen  oth- 
ers, more  or  less  grievously  wounded. 

The  last  time  I  had  seen  Byram  we 
had  joked  about  the  hissing  of  the  bullets 
about  us. 

Over  on  the  trail,  along  which  they 
had  journeyed  in  the  morning,  under  a 
large  spreading  tree,  lay  the  dead  body  of 
Captain  Capron,  and  the  wounded  ones  of 
Captain  McClintock,  Lieutenant  Thomas, 
and  others  of  the  thirty -four  disabled 
Rough  Riders.  Down  in  the  quiet  shady 
lane  of  a  trail  which  led  from  this  rude 
hospital  the  hideous  land-crabs  scuttled 
slantwise  into  the  rustling  dry  leaves, 
and  in  the  restful -looking  spot  where 
Capron  and  Fish  and  Russell  met  their 
death  the  many  little  groups  of  nickel 
shells  were  silent  tokens  of  how  resolute- 
ly and  bravely  they  had  defended  the 
honor  of  their  country  and  their  regi- 
ment. 

IV. 

The  week  following  Las  Guasimas  was 
one  of  settling  to  the  business  of  the  cam- 
})aign,  antl  of  preparation  for  the  assault 
on  Santiago  itself,  to  which,  Cuban  scouts 
informed  us,  the  Spaniards  had  i-etired. 

It  was  also  a  week  of  experiences  and 
of  object-lessons.  A  week  of  infantry 
doing  the  work  of  engineers,  of  engineers 
doing  work  which  some  one  else  subse- 
quently seemed  to  do  better,  of  line-offi- 
cers  doing  the   work   of   quartermasters, 
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Artillery  and  Mortar  positions  sliown  on  San  Juan  RiJjrc  — were  not  tal;en  until  after  July  3. 


while  the  quartermasters  discoursed  on 
tlie  '■  good  old  days"  of  bobtail  horse-cars 
and  single-eiiti'v  bookkeeping — or  Avhit- 
tled  sticks.  A  week  in  which  it  first  be- 
^'aine  apparent  how  much  more  quickly 
and  thoroughly  the  country  surrounding 
us  could  be  reconnoitred  if  the  2200  horses 
of  our  2100  cavalry  had  not  been  left  at 
Tampa.  The  four  troops  that  had  horses 
were  occupied  a  greater  part  of  their  time 
doing  messenger  or  escort  service. 

Assuredly  it  was  the  line-officer's  week 
of  triumph,  if  of  desperately  hard  work. 
He  reconnoitred  the  country,  made  maps, 
hustled  forward  the  necessary  rations  and 
transportation,  superintended  the  mend- 
ing of  roads,  performed  the  work  of  as- 
sistant adjutant-generals,  and  apologized 
to  foreign  attaches  and  correspondents 
for  the  discourtesies  and  shortcomings 
•of  the  staif.  The  troops  had  left  !tie  ships 
with  only  three  days'  rations  in  their 
•haversacks,  and  so  they  a})preciated   the 


efforts  of  the  line-officers,  and  were  grate- 
ful to  them  when,  four  days  later,  enough 
hardtack  and  bacon  to  permit  of  issuing 
about  half-rations  all  round  began  coming 
up  to  the  front. 

General  Chaffee,  with  his  brigade  of 
the  Twelfth,  Seventh,  and  Seventeenth, 
moved  to  the  front  immediately  follow- 
ing Las  Guasimas,  and  established  a 
strong  picket- line  within  four  miles  of 
Santiago,  and  about  three  miles  west  of 
where  the  battle  of  Las  Guasimas  had  been 
fought.  Each  subsequent  day  brought 
other  troo])S,  and  in  four  days  the  army 
was  practically  in  the  field — General  Law- 
ton's  headquarters,  just  beside  General 
Chaffee's,  Avith  the  nine  regiments  of  his 
division  camped  on  both  sides  of  the 
road,  reaching  to  General  Wheeler's 
headquarters,  half  a  mile  east,  where  the 
cavalr\'  division  extended  still  farther 
east  half  a  mile.  On  the  opposite  side  of 
the  road  were   five  regiments  of  General 
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Keiit/s  division  and  foiii'  Galling- 
guns.  Two  days  lalcr  the  re- 
mainder of  the  infaMtry  and  all 
of  our  light  artillery,  four  bat- 
teries of  four  guns  each,  also  nr- 
rived,  leaving  the  corps  rations, 
anmiunition,  fodder,  and  hos])ital 
supplies  at  Siboney,  under  a  pal- 
try guard  of  about  tifty  men, 
while  three  miles  away  was 
Aguadores,  one  of  the  enemy's 
garrisons. 

At  tliat  time,  indeed,  we  at  the 
front,  seven  miles  from  Siboney, 
would  have  been  none  the  wiser 
had  the  entire  Spanish  fo)'ce  of 
12,000  marched  down  from  San- 
tiiJgo,  through  Aguadores,  and  on 
to  our  base  of  supplies  at  Siboney, 
for  not  until  several  days  later 
wei-e  our  pickets  in  touch  with 
or  even  aware  of  the  eneniy's 
movements  on  our  extreme  left 
front.  Nor  at  that  time  was 
there  any  telephone  communica- 
tion between  General  Shafter  in 
the  rear  and  Genei-al  Wheeler  at 
the  fi'ont,  although  the  poles  of  a 
destroyed  telegraph-line  fol  lowed 
the  road  all  the  way,  and,  too, 
for  considerable  lengths,  even  the 
cut  wire  lay  along  the  ground. 
Very  likely  the  signal  coi'ps  was 
just  then  too  much  engaged  with 
that  cursed  balloon,  wliich  sul)sequently 
caused  sucli  unnecessary  loss  of  life  be- 
fore San  Juan,  to  concern  itself  {ii)out 
opening     communication      l)etween     the 
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front      and     r(>ai 
Cori)s. 

All    Ihc    camps    were 
splendid  grazing  for  the  1 
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and  iicai-  uood  ruiininji'  water.  In  fact,  few  countries  in  wliich  1  would  rallier 
liiosc  cssnitials  wei'c  not  lacUin^i"  liirou<ih-  cam]).  Plenty  of  wood,  watei-.  and  iirass. 
oil!  tlie  caiiipaiL:  II.  Wlieii  it  rained,  the  no  mosquitoes,  cool  nialits.  and  a  land- 
oroiind  alonu'  tiie  road  and  everywliei'e  scape  as  at  t  I'active  to  the  eve  as  one  could 
except  on  hi  1 1-sich's  hecanie  very  s\vam})y  ;  wi>h.  What  more  woulil  one  ask  for  a 
hul   later,  under  tiie  irenciies  on  the  ridge     camp' 

before  S  tilt  iaiio.  tlie  distance  to  water  was  Given    ten    years   of   civilized   I'ule.  the 

somewhat    farliier.       There    was    no    need      ])rovince  of  Saniiau'(>  de  Cuba   will,  from 
of  hoilinu'  any  of  the   runninu'  water   for     end  to  end.  Iiloom  like  a  <:arden. 
(liinidnu.  althouii'h  some  did  so.  ^leantime  ammunition  had  been  accu- 

Time  oll'ered  durin.u-  these  days  to  look  mulating'  in  a  lar<:e  ])ile  of  boxes,  and  a 
around  the  country  a  bit.  feel  the  climate,  mule  j)ack-t:'ain  was  doinu"  its  utmost,  with 
and  consider  our  adaptation  to  conditions,  a  fair  measure  of  success,  to  kee])  the  troops 
No  one  had  a  thermometer,  and  conse-  supplied  with  hardtack  and  bacon  and 
qmuilly  no  record  was  made  of  the  tem-  coll'ee.  The  monthly  waue  of  those  {)ack- 
perature.  Ii  was  hot-  during'  tlu^  day.  ers  was  probably  only  a  few  dollars:  may- 
very  hot  indeed  in  the  sun,  and  es[)ecial-  hap.  alonu'  with  the  corres})ondents.  they 
ly  wilting-  if  you  hai)i)ened  to  be  in  full  were  even  classed  as  "  mere  ship's  stores" 
marchinu-  order,  with  Jilled  cartridg-e-belt  by  the  ctunmandinii'  genei-al  :  but  the  ac- 
al)out  your  waist,  and  ritie,  blanket-roll.  com))lishnu'nts  of  that  train,  only  half  the 
haversack,  and  canteen  dra^-gino- on  your  size  it  should  have  been,  were  enormous, 
shoulders.  But  there  seemed  to  l)e  usu-  I  saw  nothin.ii'  of  the  kind  to  equal  it  dur- 
ally  a  breeze,  and  the  shade  of  the  trees.  in<z-  the  campaiji'n.  T  have  nevei'  seen 
when  you  had  time  to  enjoy  it,  was  i-e-  such  extraordinai'y  efi'orts  anywhere  by 
freshing:-.  The  ni.u-hts  wei'e  cool  enou.^'h  men  and  mu.les.  Litei'ally,  the  army 
to  demand  a  sinu'le  blanket,  a  nd  althoufih  would  have  starved  but  for  the  indefat- 
I  heard  a  urea  t  deal  of  a  '"  deadly  chill"  iuable  lal)ors  of  those  i)ac'lNers— and  the 
and  a  lousiiii^-  niii-htde w.  T  nev«M'  became  only  rtMvard  I  heard  of  theii"  I'eceiving- 
aware  of  the  chill  at  all.  or  of  the  dew  in  was  curses  from  headquarters  and  fever 
such  (piantities  as  I'eported.  althouali  I  fi'om  exposure  and  over-exei'tion. 
sl»^j)t   out,  in   tlu'  open   with  head  bared  to  On  June  29,  seven  days  after  the  land 

the  heavens.      I   must  confess  that,  except      inu'.    Genei'al     Shaffer    moved    his    head- 
in  the  hei^iit  of  its  rainy  season.  1  know      (juarters   from   the   Seguraiiga    to  a  posi- 
tion on  the  road 
near       General 
r^awton.  On 

the  same  day 
the  appearance 
of  four  heavily 
laden  six-mule 
wagons  started 
the  I'umor  that 
the  commissary 
was  at  last  send- 
ing forward 
beans  or  toma- 
toes or  I'ice  to 
break  the  mo- 
notony of  con- 
tinuous bacon 
-  -sickening  diet 
indeed  for  the 
midsunnner  of 
a  trojjical  coun- 
ti-y.  l>ul  the 
wagons  carried 
a  balloon  I  And 
when   we  asked 

H.\RH  WrUK    F.XTAXULEMENTS.  wllV     SOJUe      por- 


^A?^-  v^^^v»- 


THE    SANTrA(;()    (^V.Al  PA  UiX, 


son 


|)i'()Miis(^  oj  an  a])- 
lU'  issue  witli  the 
1 11(1  by  tlio  ev(Miin<i- 
;  of  the  l)aiHls,  tliat 
failed     to     iiielude 


BLOCK   llOLSE. 

tion   of    tlie    1.8()().()0U    coniplele    rations, 
which  included  Hour,  canned  l>eef,  canned 
heans,    and     canned    tomatoes,   was    not 
fortli-coniing"  from  the  holds  of  tlie  shii)s, 
we  were  infornjed  that  tlie  eng-ineers  had 
not  yet  consti'ucted   a   wharf  at  Sihoney 
(to  whicli  harbor  the  transports  had  now 
moved),    and    that  the    landino-    througli 
tlie    surf  in    small    boats    was    slow    and 
tedious.      It  was  actually  July  12  befoi-e 
the  engineers  had  consti'uct- 
ed a.  wharf,  about  thirt3^-live 
feet  deep   by  ten   feet  wide, 
although    thousands  of    f(H^t 
of  lumber  were  lying  at  Si- 
honev  I 

V. 

With  the  coming-  of  (lien- 
eral  Shaffer  rumors  of  a  for- 
ward movement  j)revailed. 
and  there  appeared  no  reason 
for  further  delaying  our  ad- 
vance. The  fact  that  th<^ 
troops  were  consuming  ra- 
tions about  as  rapidly  as  tlie 
United  States  trans})oi'tation 
company  (limited)  could  <le- 
li  ver  them,  bespoke  the  hope- 
lessness of  establishing  a. 
provision  cache  iiearer  us. 
while  the  activity  of  11m^ 
Spaniards  on  their  trenches 
along'  the  San  Juan  ridge, 
and  the  daily  and  increasing 
rains,  suggested  we  had  best 
get  about,  the  business  on 
which  we  had  come  to  Cuba. 
The     men      wei'(^      in      uood 


by  the 
proachi 
enemy 
concert 
never 

•"Hot  Time  in  the  Old 
Town"'  and  '*Star-si)angled 
IJannei"."'  'IMie  lirst.  which, 
I  must  add.  rc^illy  dev<d- 
oj)ed  into  oiu'  only  cam- 
paign song.  invai'iably 
aroused  cheers,  and  tli(> 
s(H'ond  bi'ouglit  every  nan 
along  th(^  entire  line  to  his 
fec^t.  silent  and  bareheaded. 
Tile  an.iy  was  ready  to 
Mght  — the  inf.inti'v  Iceen  to 
get  even  with  the  cavalry. 
\vhi(;li  liad  nion()|)oliz(nl 
Las  Guasimas,  and  at 
1  hree  o'chxM':  on  the  afternoon  of  June. "U), 
ile  the  rain   descended  in  torrenls.  or- 

the  ex])ected  niovi^  foi'wai'd. 

(>  a  bettei'  undei-standing  <<f 
ext    three    (la\s.  to 


while  til 
tiers  came  for 
It   will  aid  t 
what     followed,    th' 


tha 


riMiieml 

t  I'oops  were  all  ca 
KI  Poso  Hill  K.iH 
and  crosses  watet 
miles    to   the   San 


the    I'oad    on    which    the 

nix'cl  runs  west(M'ly  past 

and  a  half  miles  out  ). 

four  times  in   th(^  foui" 

Juan    l)lock  iioiise    and 


kif* 


health,  kept    in 
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ridge.  At  tlie  last  crossing,  two  creeks, 
one  from  the  north  and  one  from  tlie 
eastward,  join  to  form  wliaL  we  called  the 
forks,  l)ut  which  in  reality  heconie  the 
San  Juan  lliver,  which  runs  south  to  the 
sea.  To  the  I'ight  of  the  foi-ks,  sevei-al 
hundi-ed  yaids  from  the  road  and  almost 
shut  out  of  view  l)y  the  thiclc  hrush  on 
the  road-side,  is  a  small  rounded  hill,  an 
outpost  of  ol)servatioii  for  San  Juan,  of 
fairly  gentle  api)roach  exce{)t  on  its  east 
side,  which  commands  all  the  country 
east  and  south. 

The  road  goes  on  past  the  forks  for 
three  or  foui'  hundred  yai'ds.  with  dense 
hrush  on  Ijoth  sides,  and  then  suddenly 
leads  into  open  meadow-land,  which  is 
three  hundi-rd  yards  aci-oss.  directly  in 
front  of  and  uiuler  the  San  Juan  block- 
house hill,  hut  narrows  to  north  and  south 
as  it  runs  under  aiul  em))hasi'zes  the  San 
Juan  ridg(\  Northeast  of  San  Juan  ahout 
tlii'ee  and  one-half  miles  is  t'aney.  and 
three  miles  ahnost  due  south  of  C'aney  is 
El  Poso.  The  country  hetween  these 
points  is  a  densely  hrushed  hasin,  with 
three  roads  hearing  east  and  west,  and 
one  noi'th  and  south. 

The  ])lan  was  to  fall  u})()n  C'aney  with 
one  infantry  division,  while  the  artillery 
at    Kl    Poso    opened    against    San    Juan. 


and  the  Thirty-third  ?*Iicliigan  Volunteei'S 
made  a  demonstration  against  Agiutdores, 
south  several  miles,  on  the  sea.  Hav- 
ing taken  Caney.  the  forces  thei'e  en- 
gaged were  to  swec])  west,  join  the  other 
troo|)s.  and  the  entire  army  ^vas  then  to 
make  a  comhined  and  vigorous  attack 
upon  San  Juan  and  the  entii'e  ridge  be- 
fore Santiago.  It  was  uncommonly  obli- 
ging of  us  to  direct  our  attack  njK^n  San 
Juan,  the  very  strongest  ])oint  of  the 
Si)anish  line,  and  to  stoi'm  the  face  of 
tiie  very  ridg(^s  whei'c  the  enemy  had  l)eeii 
industi'iously  digging  ti'enches  since  our 
arrival  in  tlie  ])i"ovince.  The  Si)aniards 
conlidently  exijected  ns  to  mai'ch  boldly 
against  their  all  hut  im])i'egnal)le  front, 
instead  of  against  theii-  com])arati vely 
weak  Hanks — and  Ave  did  not  disa])point 
them. 

Those  who  planned  this  attack  fully  ex- 
])ected  the  Amei'ican  tr()0])s  would  march 
into  Santiago  the  fii'sl  day  (July  1)  of  the 
tighting.  And  so  indeed  they  might,  and 
at  a  much  less  loss  of  life  than  finally 
attended  them,  had  the  artillei-y  iigui-ed 
more  ])rominently  in  the  fighting,  had 
the  engagement  on  our  left  not  been  ])i'e- 
cipitated  l)y  absence  of  reconnoissance 
immediately  before  San  Juan,  and  had 
there  been  no  balloon  ascension  to  I'eveal 
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our  presence  and 
position  to  the 
enemy.  There 
was  bi'illiant 
work,  magnifi- 
cent woi'k,  on 
July  1,  but  it 
was  done  by  the 
soldiers  and  the 
line-officers. 

By  .  way  of 
consolation  for 
g-etting-  none  of 
tlie  Las  Guasi- 
mas  fighting', 
General  Law- 
ton's  division 
was  to  have  the 
honor  of  taking- 
Caney.  so  he 
had  the  right  of 

line,  with  General  Wheeler's  dismount- 
ed cavalry  division  on  liis  left,  and 
General  Kent's  division  of  infantry  on 
the    left  of    the    cavalry 


STONE    FORT 
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took  one  hundred  Cubans  as  scouts,  the 
remainder  of  Garcia's  force  having-  l)een 
sent  to  head  the  Spanish  General  Paiido, 
who  we  heard  was  marching-  fi-om  Hol- 
guin  tore-enforce  Santiago  with  oOOO  men. 


Leaving  the  cavalry  and  General  Kent's 
division   marching,  on    the   afternoon    of 

.,    ...     June    30,    out    to    El    Poso,    whei-e    they 

Lawton    also     camped    that   night,  come   with    me  and 


the  English  military  attache.  Captain  Ar- 
thur Lee,  who  s<>emed  to  carry  a  charmed 
life  into  the  thiclcest  fighthig,  towards 
Caney  with  (icncral  Chatl'tM'.  the  noblest 
old  lioman   of  them  all,  who  had  the  ex- 
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trt'ine  left  with  the  Sevciitli.  Twelfth,  mid 
Seventeenth.  The  road  to  Caney  turns 
ti'oni  the  main  I'oad  off  to  the  north  (a 
few  hundred  yards  west  of  where  iiad 
heeu  the  front  of  tlie  army,  hut  which 
now  became  Cieneral  Shaffer's  permanent 
head(i[uarters).  and  skirtint;'  th(!  foot-liills. 
enierues  about  a  mih*  from  (^mey  into  a 
g'ood  open  lii^'hway.  At  the  turning'  we 
kej)t  north  on  a.  trail  alonu"  tlie  foot-hills, 
slidiiiii'  and  slip{)in,u'  thi'oun-h  the  sticky 
mud  until  aflei'  ei(;-ht  o'clock,  when  we 
camped  without  cookinii' -  lires  oi-  loud 
talkini;-— for  we  wished  to  surprise  the 
enemy  —  in  an  o))en  held  just  l)ack  of  a 
rid,o-e.  in  front  and  to  the  east  of  Caney. 

The  country  immediately  l)efore  Caney 
is  cut  l)y  a  sei'ies  of  u'rass-covered  l)roken 
ridut^s  that  run  hack'  into  the  footdiills. 
On  one  of  these,  ;ihout  2-l()(»  yards  from 
Caney.  we  liad  h-ft  a  battery  of  ai'til- 
lery  tlu'  niiiht  before,  and  alonu'  several 
otlici's  Chatfee's  briu-a(h'  Ix^o-an  its  ad- 
vance at  T).  bj  on  the  morninu'  of  July  \. 
Tlie  Seventh  was  to  make  a  Jr/o/o'  arou  nd 
the  north  end  of  one  ridu'c.  approacliiuu' 
Caney  from  the  northeast  :  the  Seven- 
teenth was  to  make  a  wider  sweep  around 
another,  approachiiiii'  the  town  on  tiu' 
n()rtliW(^st  ill  support  of  the  Seventh  :  and 
the  Twelfth,  with  which  Lee  and  1  idcii- 
titled  ourselves,  was  to  u'o  almost  due  wot 


and  enu'age  the  enemy  at  once.  After 
about  one  and  a  half  hours  of  climbing- 
down  into  tlie  valley  made  ])y  one  ridge, 
and  up  over  the  crest  of  another,  we  came 
•tinally  to  wliere  (at  al)out  1500  yards)  only 
one  smaller  ridue  with  a  rocky  point  laj' 
between  our  fi'ont  and  the  Sjianish  fort, 
(.^uite  plainly  we  could  see  Si)aniai'ds— ten 
of  them  I  counted — standing'  and  sitting 
just  outside  the  fort,  and  two  thousand 
yards  to  our  right,  due  north,  around  a 
block'- house  just  under  the  hills,  were 
ot  liei'  Spaniards. 

That  lliey  niigiit  not  see  us.  we  crouch- 
ed in  the  bushes,  and  the  men  of  the 
'I'welfth.  as  ihey  tiled  over  the  ridge,  bent 
double  lest  tliev  be  discovered.  I  re- 
meml)er  so  vividly  how  concerned  we  all 
were  lest  the  Spaniards  get  wind  of  our 
a])proac]i.  and  run.  Later  in  the  day  we 
began  to  wonder  if  tliey  were  ever  going 
to  run. 

Ceiieral  Cliatfee  iiad  instructed  the  bat- 
tery to  open  as  soon  after  seven  o'clock 
as  it  was  ready,  and  at  7.'2'y  the  iirst  sliot 
of  Caney  was  lired.  the  shell  se(d\ing  a 
road  far  oil'  to  the  west,  wliere  some  of 
the  enemy's  cavalry  bad  been  seen.  Be- 
fore tlit^  report  of  the  exploding  shell 
came  back  to  us  from  the  hills,  the  S[)an- 
iards  iiad  disappeared  inside  the  fort  and 
the  block-liou>e  oil  our  riulit.    Then,  while 
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tlie  battery  ko])t  iiriiio- 
at  faii'ly  frequent  in 
t.ervals,  oui-  ti'oops 
worked  around  to 
where  tliey  could  vic^v 
the  enemy,  and  (if teen 
minutes  later,  at  ranacs 
of  from  800  to  J  200 
yards,  the  op})osi  no- 
forces  were  eng-a<;-ed. 

When  Iliad  crawhnl 
out  u{)on  the  rocky 
point  to  wliich  I  hav(> 
already  alluded,  tiu^  ar- 
tillery had  been  at 
work  a  long-  iialf-hour. 
and  I  fully  ex{)ected  to 
see  a  few  holes  in  th(^ 
fort.  But  at  that  t/nne 
it  was  absolutely  un- 
mai'ked.  Having  a 
little  later  thrown  a 
couple  of  shells  against 
the  base  of  the  fort, 
where  they  did  no 
damage,  the  artillery, 
to  ouv  amazement, 
ceased  firing.  Mean 
time  we  were  getting 
a  very  hot  and  con- 
tinuous   fire    from    the 

fort,  block-houses,  and  the  town.  We  did 
not  then  know  that  Caiiey  had  Ixmm)  re  en- 
forced by  about  five  hundred  ti'oops  th<^ 
])receding  night,  but  the  stout  o])positi<)ii 
suggested  something  of  the  kind. 

From  where  I  sat  on  the  rocky  point, 
shared  by  a  company  of  sharp-shootei-s. 
the  scene  of  battle  opened  before  me  like 
a  ])a>iorama,.  Directly  in  front,  al)()ut 
1000  yards  away,  and  in  a,  little  <lepres 
sion,  was  Caney,  a  vei'v  sninil  but  com 
pact  village,  with  earth-works  and  block 
houses  ])lainly  to  l)e  s(^en  at  either  end  of 
the  town;  innnediately  above  the  south- 
ern half  of  tlie  town,  on  a  commanding 
knoll  just  big  (Miough  to  hold  il,  and  800 
yards  from  ns,  was  the  stone  fort. about  for- 
ty feet- square.  loophohMJ.  and  sui-rounded 
by  trenchers,  wliich  in  turn  were  surround- 
ed by  bai'bed  wii'(\  About  half  a  nnle 
straight  back  of  the  town  was  a  lai'ge  and 
prominently  ))l;ice(l  block  -  house,  ;ind 
north  of  our  ))osition  about  "idOO  yards 
was  the  block-house  we  had  s^'cn  from 
our  first  ])oint  of  observat  ion.  The  Span- 
ish position  was  just  about  as  strong  as 
could  be,  and  I  did  not  wonder  at  {\\viv 
conlidence  in   one  thous;ind  men  holding 
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it.  oi'.  in  the  l)elief  of  its  impregnability. 
I'eniaining  until  nearly  half  their  number 
wei'c  (lead  or  disabled. 

At  9.40  someof  th(^Tw(dfth  had  worked 
to  tlu^  left  a,  bit,  enfilading  one  of  the 
Spanish  tr<Miches  :  and  others  of  the 
Tw(dftli  w(>re  working  to  the  I'ight  to  con- 
n(M't  with  the  Scn'enth,  just  moving  tow- 
ards a,  long  easy  sloping  rise  which  faced 
the  nortli  s]dv  of  the  town.  Meantime 
the  artillery,  after  its  rest,  had  been  send- 
ing only  an  occasional  shot  that  showed  no 
I'esults.  aiul  our  num  were  being  bored  by 
th(^  fort  and  ])lock-liouses.  that  should 
have  be(Mi  knoclced  to  ])ieces. 

l\(^])orts  on  our  far  left  told  that  the  bat- 
t(M'y  at  Kl  Poso  Hill  had  oixMied  on  San 
I  uan. 

We  wer(5  having  a  very  hot  time  of  it 
about  eleven  o'cdoclc:  the  artillery,  vigor- 
ously ui'ged  to  elfoi't  by  messenger  from 
(Mialfee.  had  strucdv  the  fort  several  times, 
and,  (Micouraged  by  this  evidence  of  re- 
iie\v(Ml  co-operation,  our  lines  had  drawn 
nearer  the  Spanish  trenches.  I^elow  me, 
at  the  foot  of  the  ])oint  and  reaching  well 
to  the  left,  was  the  Twelfth;  on  its  right, 
almost  at  right  angles  and  on  the  north 
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of  town,  was  lli(>  Scvciitli;  and  on  its 
right  aii-ain.  and  facinu"  tlu'  nortliwc^st 
corner  of  C/ancy.  was  tlie  Seventeenth, 
that  had  just  nm  the  gauntlet  of  an 
open  (iehl  and  tlic  hh)ek-house  on  tlie 
extreme  north,  and  h)st  several  u\o\\  in 
doing  so.  To  the  nortlu^ist  some  C^ihans 
were  engaging  at  long  range  a  hlock- 
house,  and  retiriM]  after  half  an  hour  oi* 
so  of  sliooting 

The  lii-ing  was  incessant  and  genoi-al. 
that  ne-u't'st  sounding  like  never-ending 
strings  of  lire d'aelcers  coni[)letely  eneir- 
<ding  you,  while  aOO  or  (KJO  yards  awav 
it  seemed  as  if  the  ci'ackers  had  all  hecn 
tumhled  into  harrels.  It  was  (>asy  to  dis- 
tinguish the  sharp  metallic  crack  of  liie 
Mauserfrom  the  crash  of  the  Krag  Joi-gcn- 
sen  v<)ll(>ys.  wh.icli  assailed  the  eai's  JiUe 
continuous  (piick  I'ipping  of  linen.  lly 
noon  tluM'e  ha<l  com(>  a  lull,  hi-oken  only 
n<~)U^  and  again  hy  the  spiteful  report  of 
some  cracker  that  had  not  got  oil' in  ihe 
buncdi.  Weagaiu  notcnl  t  he  art  illery  tire 
at  El  l\)so.  We  could  also  see  that 
balloon,  and  surmising  what  had  started 
it,  were  much  distressed  hy  the  wvy  heavy 
ritle-lii-e  in  the  direction  of  San  duan. 

MeantiuH^  our  own  artillery  had  auspi- 
ciously knocked  the  Hag  stall'  oil"  the  fort. 
and  |)ut  holes  enough  in  it  to  make  it  un- 
tenable. Tiiat  was  the  l)(\ii-inning  of  the 
t'wd  at  Caney.  (Gradually,  slowly.  l)ut  cer- 
tainly. \]\o  American  lin.es  drew  closer  and 
closer  u))on  town  and  fort  and  hhnd^- 
houses  and  trenches.  Ihtt  the  Spaniards 
were  lighting  d(>sperat(dy  and  makinu"  a 
bold  stand,  as.  indeed.  W(dl  might  they 
from  behind  earth-work's  and  tlu^  double 
planking  of  block  -  houses.  ()ne  iiiou- 
sand  Am(M'icans  behind  the  fort ilicat ions 
of  that  little  town  could  have  stood  otV 
the  entire  Spanish   ai'uiy.      TIkm-c  was  no 


swearing,  no  loud  talking,  no  gesticula- 
tion :  when  the  men  had  occasion  to 
s[)eak.  it  was  with  a  strange  calm.  Evei-y 
one  of  them  realized  he  was  performing 
the  work  of  artillery,  but.  ])atient,  good- 
natured.  det(M'mined,  he  ke{)t  drawing' 
nearer  the  enemy.  T  look  oti'  my  hat 
that  day  to  tlu^  regular  soldier.  I  can  tell 
you.  and  yet  again  to  him  and  to  the 
Hough  Ridei's  when  \  had  heard  the  story 
of  San  Juan. 

From  the  rocky  ])oint  on  which  I  held 
my  j)lace.  toget  Ikm'  with  eight  or  ten  ^harp- 
shooters,  1  could  look  straight  down  the 
line  of  the  Sevtuitli.  wlu^  for  over  one 
hundriHl  yards  lay  ])i'osli'ate  just  hack  of 
the  bi'ow  of  the  ri>e  1  have  already  men- 
tioned. Their  (devation  above  the  bhxdv- 
house  and  tlu^  (\irth-works  at  the  north 
eml  of  C*aiu'v  was  so  sliulit  that  to  even 
I'aisi'  on  tdbow  was  to  (\\pose  oiu^'s  self. 
r>i!t  the  men  did  rise,  and  they  did  some 
splendid  shooting,  encouraged  by  Gen- 
ei-al  Cdiatl'ee.  wiio,  with  one  button  and 
])art  of  his  shoulder  st  raj)  shot  away,  walk- 
ed up  and  down  l)ehiiul  the  line,  encour- 
aging and  steadying  his  men  in  their  ti'v- 
ing  position.  There  was  one  young  olli- 
vci'.  Lieutenant  Wansborro.  whom  I  m)ted 
es))ecially.  era  wling  on  hands  and  knees 
among  his  men.  juni})ing  up.  regardless 
of  Spaniards,  every  little  while  to  go  to 
ihe  assistanct^  of  some  man  who  had 
di'opped  in  his  vicinity.  Once  as  he  start- 
ed on  his  eri'aud  of  mercy  he  dropped — a 
bullet  thi'cugh  th(^  heart.  The  tire  di- 
rectml  at  that  ridue  was  the  hottest  T  wit- 
nessed during  the  camjiaign.  In  the 
huigih  o(  ]\\\o  I  couhl  see  there  were 
tw(nity-tive  tlead  in  an  hour. 

"Twas  strange  what  slight  impi'ession 
death  all  around  made  on  one:  death 
came  so  often  and  so  sudden  you  acce])t- 
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ed  it  with  out  coninieut  oi*  surprise;  it 
greeted  you  everywhere  and  under  all 
conditions;  one  of  tlie  siiarp-sliootei's  sit- 
ting- next  me  on  the  point,  just  in  act 
of  returning'  my  uncorked  canteen,  shot 
throug'li  the  neck,  fell  against  me  and  I 
stooped  to  check  the  wasting'  water  he- 
fore  noting'  he  was  dead;  a  l)all  strucic  a, 
rock  just  alongside  another  man  of  our 
party,  and  he  and  we  all  were  intcM-estcd 
in  the  doui)ling'  of  the  hall  ag'ainst  the 
rock  rather  than  in  his  escai)e;  om^  of 
two  men  supporting"  a  third,  wounded, 
dropped  with  a  hall  thi-ough  the  head, 
and  the  other  two  made  their  way  as  hest 
they  could;  and  so  on  to  the  end.  Sure- 
ly enough,  familiarity  hreeds  con  tern  j)t! 
Meanwhile  the 


The  left  of  the  Twelfth  I  noticed  was 
closing-  in,  apparently  for  a  chai'ge, 
which  in  fact  went  forward  with  a  cheer 
at  once.  As  I  r<'ached  the  charging 
pai'ty.  after  a  race  I  fancy  I  shall  never 
forget,  with  th(^  MausfM's  popping  a])pai'- 
ently  directly  hack  of  my  ears  all  the 
way  across  the  opening,  the  gallant  little 
hand  was  just  crossing  the  ti'enches. 

Tiie  fort  had  heen  cari-ied  (3.:i()  o'clock), 
hut  the  lighting  was  not  ovej*.  From  the 
town  and  from  the  hlock-houses  on  hoth 
sides  Un)  Spaniards  maintained  a  dogged 
fii-e.  lUit  the  end  was  near.  We  simply 
riddled  that  town,  and  at  half  after  four 
those  Spaniards  who  we'-e  left  retreating 
towards  Santiago  ass(>inhled    on   a  small 


sharp    - 

shooters 

around 

me    had 

heen 

devoting 

theii- 

attention 

to    the 

trenches 

around 

the    fort. 

until      I 

noticed 

many  S[)aniards 
in  the  town  firing 
from  hehind  trees 
and  liouse  cor- 
ners, and  then  we 
set  out  to  les- 
sen their  numhei-. 
As  the  Hecks  of 
hlood  on  the 
snow,  announ- 
cing game  done 
to  death,  stirs  the 
stalking  sports- 
man to  trium- 
phant joy,  so  each 
Spaniard  drop- 
ping at  house  cor- 
ner or  tree  sent 
wild  exultation 
into  our  heai'ts. 
Every  successful 
shot  from  our 
point  meant  one 
less  angry  Mauser 
pumi)ing  into  our 
boys. 

Nearer  and 

nearer  drew  the 
American  lines. 
The  fort  had 
been  deserted,  the 
trenches  hefoi-e 
it  heaped  with 
Spanish  dead. 
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liiil  linll'a  )»)ilc  oil'  ;iii(l    lircd  sevci-.-il  vol  Kii^lislmKUi    would  have   tlio   temerity  to 

l(>y.>  at    IIS.  (leliaiit  to  the  last.  alteiiipt.       Wliih-    (4eiHM-al    ("liatiee's  bri- 

( 'oiisidci'iiiLi- t  liat   l.awton's  lii'sl  l)i'ii:ad(>  uade  was  carrvinu"  forts   and   trendies   at 

\\;is   somewhere   oil"  to  the  \\"est    when,  at  (\-inev.  tli(^   infaiiti'y  division    of  General 

foiii'  o"(do(dc.  the  Spanish    remnant    heoan  Jvent    and    tlie  (dismounted  i  cavalry    divi- 

ilsretfeat  W(^st  ward  towainls  Sant  iaii'o.  the  sion    nmhu'   (i(uieral    Summu'    were   oliar- 

(•a))lui'e  of  only  JaS  prisoners  was  small,  u'iui!'  hloidv-houses  and  sweepino'  tln'ouofli 

X'iu'orons  ])ursnit  l)y  eomparat  i  v(dy   fresli  hai'hed     wii-e    and    ovfu-    trendies    on    the 

lrooi)s    would    have    tak(m    evei'v    one    of  I'idue  hefore  Santiag'o. 
tlieni.  Eai'ly     in    the    morninu\    aecordiiio-    to 

In    tlie    tr(Mudi<'s,   around    the    foi't    and  pi'ou'ramme.  t h(»  liu'lit   battery  on  El  Poso 

tlie    hlocdv-houses,   many    of    tlie    Si)anish  opened  lire  upon  San  Juan,  and  was  imme- 

dead    lay  when*  they   had   b(>en   shot.      In  diately  i'e])lied  to  with  ('onsidei"al)le  accu- 

the    (own    -wliieh    we    found    comi)letely  raey  by  theSpanisli.      El  PosoHill  is  the 

intt'enduHl  —  alonii"   the    streets,  at    hous(>  site  of  a  deserted  fort  of  the  enemy,  wlio, 

corniM's.  in  the  trendies,  lay  the  deatl  and  i!   was  natni'al  to  suppose,  would  have  the 

wounded.  I'anu'e    exact.       Thei'e   wei'e  otliei'   hills    to 

And    as    I    thouylit    of    our    dead     and  the  left    front  that   commanded  San  Juan 

wounded    out   on    th<^    hill.    1    took    actual  we  miuht    have    diosen    foi'  our   battei'v, 

matcM'ial  ))](^>sure  in  the  scene  of  carna,u-e  but  those  positions  would  have  sui'jn'ised 

l)efo»'<>  me.      It    liad  taken   ns  nine  hours'  the  Spaniards,  and  we  were  avoiding- that 

steady  liuhl  inu\  and  cost  about   377  killed  dement    of   modern    warfare   as  much  as 

and    disabled,  to    cari'y    that    little    town.  possihle,  I'eijardless  of  consequences, 
which  artillery  in  ad vanta.u'eous  ])()sitioii.  According- to  ])rouramme.  too.  the  troops 

with    little  loss,  should    have   annihilated  began    moving  to   the   front,  tin*   cavah-y 

in  less  than  lial  f  that,  tim(\  division    having-   the    right    of   way.      By 

And    what    was    happening  July    1    on  tlie  time  the  road  and  its  immediate  sides 

tlie  1.  ft.'  were  filled  l)y  the  two  divisions  inai'ching- 

Over  at  San  Juan  was  making  anotluM-  to  take  nji  a  })(^sition  bef(^re  San  Juan,  np 

extraordinai-y  exhibition  of  infant  ry,  prac  went    the    balloon,   revealing-    their   pres- 

tically    unsupported    by    artillery,  accom-  ence.  and  at  once  dra  wing  heavy  fire  from 

]Jishing   what  only   an    American    or  an  the  enemy.      It  was  not  enough   that  the 
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balloon  sliould  he  sent  ii))  from  the  iii;iiii 
t'oad  on  wliicli  tli<>  troops  \ver«^  mjircliiii^-, 
hut  it  was  :i('tiially  (li'a<^ged  iiioiio-  altei- 
then)  until  it  linally  ('()lla])sed  from  slirap- 
iiel  wounds. 

Tlie  scene  on  that  road  thereafter  heo- 
g-ars  descrii)tion.  From  the  San  Juan 
hlock-house  directly  before  tliem.  from 
tlie  hill  to  the  right  of  the  forks,  where 
no  one  had  known  Spaniards  were  in 
l)osition,  and  from  sharj)-shooters  appai'- 
ently  everywhere,  a  continuous  fire  was 
<lelivered  upon  those  men,  while  for  near 
ly  two  hours  troops  were  cominu'  an<l  a 
battle-line  forming.  Ollicers  told  me  they 
lost  more  men  while  the  line  was  forminu- 
than  during-  tlie  charue. 

Throuo-h  it  all  Lieutenant  J.  T).  Mih-y. 
A.D.C,  stood  at  tlu^  ci'(M'k.  near  what  Ix^- 
<'arne  known  as  "])l()ody  l>(Mid.""  i-e])!-*'- 
senting  his  general  (Shaft(M-).  who  was 
somewhere  in  the  rear  nenr  Kl  Poso. 

Meantime  our  artillei-y  was  doing  no 
damage  commensui'atc^  with  the  lire  it  was 
attracting.  That  the  divisions  could  not 
remain  on  or  lUMir  the  road  was  evident  : 
they  had  been  pushed  into  counti-y  which 
had  not  been  reconnoitred  (a  statement 
proved  by  the  fact  that  Genei-al  Hawkins 
had  been  ordered  to  bivouac  in  tlieV(M'y 
place  wliere  now  we  w(>re  losing  so  many 
men);  tlH\v  must  either  advance  oi'  re- 
treat. 

To  set  those  two  divisions  in  full  I'c- 
treat    along    that     road     under    tint    tir(^ 


mean!  disoi-d<'r:  for,  while  men  will  ad- 
vance steadily  under  such  condil  ions,  an 
irresistil)le  inclination  to  I'un  comes  upon 
them  when  they  have  turned  theii*  backs. 
P)esides,  it  meant  re])ulse  by  the  enemy. 
And  so  they  went  forward  (at  about  12.30), 
l)reathing  the  spirit  and  strength  and 
])rid(^  of  a  nation  that  has  not  known 
defeat. 

Forwai'd  and  u]>  they  went;  (\)lonel 
R<)os(n'<dt,  (Wood  having  bfMui  appointed 
to  a  ])i'iga(le.  vice  (ieneral  Young,  ill) 
leading  the  Hough  Ridej's  to  the  charge 
of  the  hill  on  the  I'ight  of  the  forks,  and 
then  joining  in  the  general  cavalry  ad- 
vance on  the  right  of  tiu^  San  Juan  ridge. 
Up  the  right  of  tln^  Foi't  San  Juan  hill, 
led  by  tliat  gallant  veteran  (xcnerai  Haw- 
kins, swinging  his  hat  and  cheering  his 
m(Mi.  chai'ged  the  Sixth  and  Sixteenth 
Infantry.  On  the  left  side  of  this  hill 
charged  the  e<pially  brave  Ninth,  Thir- 
teenth. Twenty  fourth,  followed  by  two 
or  three  companies  of  tin;  Seventy-first 
Voluntcei's.  the  Thii'le<Mitli  securing  the 
Spanish  flag  on  the  fort.  Farther  to  the 
l(>ft,  a  little  later,  charged  the  Tenth.  Sec- 
ond, and  Twenty  first  Infantry,  and  ihe 
San  Juan  ridiic  with  its  line  of  trenches, 
its  loop-holed  brick  foi't  surrounded  by 
barlx'd  -  wire  entanglements,  had  been 
wrested  from  the  Spanish  by  as  l)rilliant 
and  courag(>ons  infanti'y  woi-lc  as  any 
history  r(dates.  To  gain  the  ridge  had 
cost  the    infantrv   12  oflicers  and  77  men 
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killed:  82  ollicoi'S  niid  4(5.')  men  wound- 
ed; i1h*  cavalry.  0  ollicei-s  and  40  men 
killed.  21)  otlicers  and  22.')  men  wonnded: 
to  lio'  I  it,  cost,,  in  addition.  1  ollicei'  and 
9  men  Icilled.  4  ollicei's  and  I):)  men 
wounded. 

Jn  tli<^  aftci'iioon  of  .Fuly  1  General 
CliaU'ee  had  I'eceived  api)eals  from  liead- 
quart(M's  to  dfaw  otV  tVom  Caney  and  u'o 
to  the  assistaiKM'  of  i\ent"s  and  Siimner's 
divisions,  wliich  had  hy  that  timei^ained 
the  San  .luan  i-id^e  and  were  liiihlinL;- 
hard  to  hold  it.  ( )l)vioii.N|y,  however. 
ChalTee  could  not  I'cti'eal  fi'om  ('aney.  in 
the  face  of  the  strenuous  resistanci^  the 
Spaniards  were  makino-,  without  setting' 
the  stiiiina  of  defeat  upon  the  Auu'i'ican 
troops,  jhit  tliere  se(uned  no  uood  i'<\ison 
why  parts  of  l.awton's  second  and  third 
brigades  could  not  have  uon(^  on  to  San 
Juan  at  noon- time.  This  could  only  be  real- 
ized by  a  ii-eneral  on  the  ii'rouiul.  After 
Caney  had  been  taken,  howevei*.  theordei- 
was  given,  and  while  troo])s  on  San  .luan 
ridge  worked  all  night  digging  tremdu^s. 
those  of  T^awton's  division  mar(dHHl  on  the 
Caney  road  to  the  stone  bridge,  within 
about  half  a  mile  of  the  ridge,  were  lired 
upon  by  Spanish  sharp  shooters,  and  with 
no  i'econn(»it  ring  of  the  front  to  see  how 
serious  the  opposition.  wer(Miiar(died  bacic 
over  the  t  I'ail  they  had  follo^ved  the  night 
befoi'e,  all  the  way  I'ound  past  Kl  I'oso, 
taking  their  place  on  tiu'  right  of  the  cav- 
alrv  division    earlv    on     the    mornim:-    of 


.Tiily  2.  Another  brilliant  move  of  the 
army  in  Cuba  1 

It  will  be  many  days  ere  the  scenes  on 
that  El  Poso  road,  in  the  gray  dawn  of 
.July  2,  ar(^  etl'aced  from  my  nuMnoi-y. 
Dead  UK'U  lying  beside  the  road,  ghastly 
in  their  unstiulied  jx.sitions:  men  dying, 
men  wouikUmI,  passing  hack  to  the  division 
hospital,  some  being  carried,  some  lini})- 
ing,  some  sitting  by  the  road-side,  all 
strangely  silent,  bandaged  aiul  bloody. 
r)eyond  tlie  second  crossing  the  road  was 
strewn  with  ]);n'ts  of  cdothes,  blanket-rolls, 
cups,  ipieces  ot"  bacon,  empty  cans,  car- 
tridges: at  the  forks  the  marUs  of  bullets 
wei'iM'very  where  -  the  trees  shot  through 
ami  through. 

There  w(>r<^  plenty  of  live  bullets  com- 
ing ovej'  tile  I'i  dge  that  morning,  too.  Yov 
the  Si)anisli  had  begun  with  daylight, 
ami  until  nightfall  kept  u])  a  ritle-lii-e, 
aULiinented  by  tlu^  hi<s  of  shra))nel.  We 
could  hear  the  heavy  guns  of  our  fleet  in 
the  morning  engaging  La  Soca))a  battery, 
but  all  through  the  day  our  ti'o(»})s — 
obeying  oixlers — did  no  tiring  (^xcei)t  as  a 
target  otVered.  Our  artillei'v  had  sp<Mit  its 
time  on  the  2d  looking  for  a  safe  position 
—  and  lired  not  a  shot. 

As  (Tcneral  Shaftcn*  was  i-iding  towai'ds 
El  Poso  that  evening  to  hold  a  council  of 
wai'.  a  strt^tcluM'  bearing  a  wounded  soldicu' 
who  looked  like  deatli  was  moving  slowly 
toward  the  divi^ion  hospital.  As  the  two 
weriMneelinu'.  the  wounded  man  suddenlv 
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raised  liimself  on  liis  dhow  willi  evidtMii 
difficulty,  and  saluting-,  said,  ''They  gave 
us  a  liell  of  a  fight,  general,  hut  we  drove 
tliem  out."  The  general  saluted  in  I'e- 
turn,  and  passed  on,  visihly  alTeeted,  as 
were  all  who  witnessed  the  incident. 

One  or  two  of  the  generals  advised  re- 
tiring" from  the  ridg(%  hut,  to  the  credit  of 
the  American  army,  the  majority  wece 
for  remaining'  and  strengthening  our  po- 
sition. That  night  athalf  past  nine  o'clock 
the  Spaniards  made  a  vigorous  assault  on 
our  line,  but  were(piickly  and  completely 
I'epulsed,  with  no  casualties  on  our  side. 
The  next  morning'  our  fleet  annihilated 
Cervera's  cruisers,  and  the  spirits  of  the 
drenched  and  tir*ul  troops  rose  with  a 
bound.  Befoi-e  that  news  (;anie  to  us, 
however,  General  Shafter  had,  under  a 
flag'  of  ti'uce,  sent  a  demand  of  surrender 
to  Toral,  the  S[)anish  general. 

VI. 
The  days  following  the  cessation  of 
hostilities  were  days  of  suffering  and 
work  and  wonderment — suffering-  hy  the 
wounded,  hauled  to  the  I'eai-  in  great, 
lumbering,  six-mule  wagons;  work  l)y  the 
troops,  who  continued  industi'iously  to 
strengthen  ti-enches  and  build  bomb- 
pi'oofs  to  ])rotect  the  i-esei-ves  from  Span- 
ish shra])nel;  wondernuMit  by  all  that 
now,  with  transportation  facilities  in- 
creased by  wagons,  no  other  rations  thnn 
bacon,  hardtack,  and  collVe  wove  brought 
up  for  tin;  wounded — not  to  mention  the 
well;  wonderment  that  hospital  sup))lies 
were  so  limited  and  arrangements  so 
wretched;  tiiat  wounded  and  fever-sti'ick- 
en  men  wer(^  jxM'uiitted  to  sleep  on  the  i-ain- 
soaked  ground,  with  abundant  l)i'ush  and 


bamboo  ;ill  around,  and  uuiMnployed  sol- 
diers enough  to  build  beds  for  all;  that, 
inasnnich  as  a  bombardment  of  Santiago 
was  i)r()j)osed,  tlu^  siege-guns  remained  on 
the  transports;  wonderment  that  the  ref- 
ugees at  Can(\v  were  ])ermitted  to  come 
about  tluM'amps,  with  the  excellent  chance 
of  s))reading  fev(u\ 

1  do  not  r<'memberall  that  caused  won- 
derment.     There  was  nuudi  of  it. 

'I'oral  had  refused  our  demand  to  sur- 
I'eiuler,  but  the  next  day  the  foreign  con- 
suls asked  for  and  were  granted  a  continu- 
ance of  the  fhigof  truc(^to  give  women  and 
children  a,  chance  of  escape  from  the  town. 
AVhen  General  Wheeler  i-etur-ned  fi'om 
the  big-  tree  betweei]  the  American  and 
Spanish  lines  undcu*  which  tiu^  sin'rendei* 
was  linally  con(duded,  he  read  us  a  tel- 
egram from  (General  Miles,  which,  while 
congratulating,  also  ren)inded  us  that  the 
day  was  the  l^'ourth  of  July,  and  at  noon 
we  ('(debrated  by  all  the  bands  on  the 
ridge  ])laying  '' Star-s])angled  Banner." 
Two  days  later  lIol)son  and  his  compan- 
ions of  the  Men'i mac,  with  the  setting-  sun 
on  their  backs,  came  up  ovei'  our  trenches, 
liberated  fi'oin  Spanish  prisondom. 

'1\)  give  foreigners  ample  time  to  vacate, 
and  the  Spaniai-ds  to  get  in  all  their 
wounded  from  Oaney,  the  truce  was  ex- 
tended to  the  Dth,  and  then  to  4  P.M.  of 
the  fOtli.  .Aleanwhih^  the  mortars  and 
the  light  battei'ies  had  been  ])ut  in  ])osi- 
tion,  and  our  line  extended  to  the  right, 
until  its  total  length  was  about  four  miles, 
aiul  covered  three  sid<'S  of  Santiago,  and 
cut  oil' every  avenue  of  Spanish  ai)pi'oach 
orescnpe.  This  extension,  how(>vei',  came 
after  (iarcia  and  his  ('iibans  had  failed  to 
keep  ]\'iiido  from  getting  his  ,*)(!()()   iHven- 
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forcciucnts  into  Saiiliauo.  We  did  not 
i'(dy  on  llic  Cubans  al'tt-i"  that  expcritnico. 

At  4.  H),  Sunday,  J  ul y  10.  we  opened  our 
l)onil)ai'dinent  of  Sanliau'c).  as  ])i'()niised. 
hut  it  never  seein<Ml  a  vei-y  determined  a  f- 
faii'.  even  lliou.u'li  for  two  lioui's  our  ar- 
tilhu'v  maintained  a  fairly  lieavy  lire,  to 
wliicli  the  S))aniards  replied  viii-orously, 
sendinu'  one  sindl  at  least  into  the  trendi- 
es of  the  Second  Infantry,  which  I  was 
unfortunate  enonuii  to  see  explode  and 
kill  Captain  Row(dl.  The  musketry  was 
sharp  and  continuous  on  both  sides  until 
dark,  and  then  all  settled  to  (^uiet. 

Next  morninii-  we  opened  a^ain  with 
desultoi\v  artillery  lire,  to  which  no  reply 
came,  and  at  noon  the  order  to  cease  was 
followed  by  another  llaii'  of  truce,  and  an- 
other demand  on  Toral  by  Genei'al  Shaf- 
ter  for  surrender. 

That  afternoon  th(»  arrival  of  General 
Miles  li'laddened  our  hearts,  for  tiiouudi  he 
came  unotlicially,  his  ])rcsciice  alonu'  the 
liiu^  was  inspirinu-.  The  next  day  Gen- 
eral Kandolph  arrived  with  the  artillery 
he  should  have  been  pei-mitted  to  brinu- 
at  the  beu-inninu'.  Plad  l\antiolph  been 
with  us  at  Caiiey  aiut  at  San  .luan.  there 
wouUl  be.  indeed,  a  ditl'ercnt  story  to  tell 
of  t  he  art  ilh-rv. 

Meantime  re-enforcements  had  arrived 
—  Ninth  ^lassachusetts.  Thirty  -  fourth 
]\li('iiii;-an.  Vwsi  lilint)is.  First  District  of 
Columl)ia.an(l  Kililith  ( )h;o     but  tliev  were 


too  lale.  ()n  July  18.  Generals  Mih^s, 
Shatter,  AVheeler.  and  T(U'a]  met  under 
a  spreading-  tree  for  a  confei-ence:  ami 
the  next  iiiorninji',  at  the  close  of  a  com- 
munion service  held  just  beside  the  San 
.luan  block-house,  General  Wheeler  o-ave 
those  who  lia])pened  near  the  lirst  intima- 
tion of  Spanish  surrender. 

Three  days  later,  at  ])recisely  noon.  Old 
Gltu'v  was  I'aised  over  tin*  G(n-ernor*s  pal- 
ace in  Santiauo.  and  was  saluted  1)y  the 
two  mounted  troo])s  of  the  Second  Cavalry 
and  the  Ninlli  Infantry  which  surround- 
ed the  plaza. 

One  nnle  away,  on  their  trenches, 
whei'e  they  c<^uld  see  none  of  this  cere- 
mony, were  the  ti'oops  whose  mauniticent 
liiiht inu'  had  made  it  })ossil)le.  There,  by 
a  siy-nal.  twenty-one  ^-uns  announced  the 
raising-  of  tiie  tlau'  in  the  town,  and  then 
a  cheer  arose  that  swe{)t  from  end  to  end 
of  tile  line,  while  the  bands  played  "  Star- 
s))an*iled  Banner,"  and  old  hynnis  that 
stirred  almost  as  miudi  emotion,  and  the 
men  shouted  and  danced  about,  and  knew 
the  Santiau'o  campait>ii  liad  come  to  an 
end. 

vir. 

The  Sanliai:(>  expedition  develo])ed 
much  hysteria  (both  befoi-e  itstart(Hl  from 
Tampa  and  aftei-  it  had  l)e,ii-un  operations 
in  Cuba  i  in  superticial  critics,  m  sensation- 
stH'kinu"  repoi'lei-s,  in  volunteers  wlio  had 
n(n-i'r  before  strayed  from  the  beaten  paths 
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of  civilization  and  coinfort,  and  in  timor- 
ous people  generally  who  believed  all  lliey 
read  in  the  uewspapei's. 

Men  g'o  to  war  to  fight.  To  fight  iiu^ins 
at  times  to  march  all  night,  to  gt)  hungrv. 
to  get  wet.  Those  with  no  stomach  for 
such  adveiitui'e  slit)uld  stay  at  home:  it  is 
not  a  pleasuring-  outing-.  ]>nt  the  d(^i)ri 
vations  that  come  as  the  natui-al  result  of 
tliing-s  may  be  g-reatly  and  unnecessarily 
increased  through  unlearned,  stupid  njan- 
agement,  and  of  this  tliere  was  mucli  in 
the  Santiago  campaign. 

It  niight  not  inap})i'()priately  be  called 
a  campaign  of  blunders.  First  of  all  was 
the  inlirniity  of  purpose  at  Washington; 
then  the  choice  of  Tampa,  uttei'ly  unsuit- 
ed  to  be  either  a  point  of  mobilization  or 
departure  —  its  one  railroad  track  was 
blocked  for  miles  and  for  days  with  the 
su Implies  for  which  the  ti'oops  were  waiting 
at  Tampa.  The  quartei-nuister  deficiencies 
alone  would  till  a  book — deficiencies  so 
glaring  as  to  make  one  stare — the  lack 
of  system  in  loading  transports,  which 
made  confusion  in  the  unloading;  sei)ara- 
lion  of  articles  that  should  be  together; 
mixing  of  hospital   sui)plies  with  general 


nuM'chandisc;  and  the  storing  d(>cp  in  the 
holds  of  tJH'  Iransjjorts  things  wanted  lirst. 
while  things  not  wanted  were  heaped  on 
toj). 

There  were  inconnxMent  otlicials  in 
l)lenty  —  but  how  could  it  be  otli(M'wise 
when  we  consider  the  iittitude  of  our  gov- 
ei-nnient  towards  tlu^  army  for  the  last 
thirty  years:'  Not  in  the  memory  of  the 
pi-esent  generation  of  oilicei's  had  there 
before  been  an  assembling  of  the  aiany 
— nor  even  miiiKcnvres  in  divisions  or 
cori)s.  Distributed  throughout  the  coun- 
try^ broken  up  for  i)ost  and  garrison 
duty,  what  else  but  confusion  and  blun- 
dering could  be  expected  to  ensue  when 
(puirLei'inasters  and  others  who  had  never 
seen  more  than  fragments  were  called 
ui)on  for  swift  and  systematic  handling 
of  large  bodies  of  men:'  For  years  the 
government  has  cut  the  army  into  frag- 
nientai  duty,  scattered  its  staff  oi'ganiza- 
tion.  denied  it  facilit  ies  for  (iorps  drill,  aiul 
its  staff  e.\i)erience  in  transi)ortation,  re- 
fused to  keej)  reserve  stock  of  munitions, 
equipment,  etc.  And  suddenly,  when 
called  on  to  exhibit  all  these,  naturally 
w(^  have  incompetent  and  flounderini'"  of- 
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ficials.  Some  excuse  can  be  found  foi- 
the  individuals,  but  none  for  ibe  ooveni- 
nient. 

Otficers  were  needed  at  outl)i'eak  of  the 
war  who  had  ])r()ved  tlieir  al)i]ily  to  tliiiik 
clearly  and  act  (juickly,  who  had  had  ex- 
])erience  in  oi'<^anization.  Some  of  these 
were  at  hand,  notably  Generals  Miles. 
]\lerritt,  Brooke,  and  Wheeler,  and  one  of 
tiiese  should  ha\'e  led  us  to  Santiau'o.  The 
g'eneral  who  did  lead  us.  thi'ough  no  es- 
l)ecial  fault  of  his.  exce))t  that  of  beino- 
a  friend  of  the  Secretary  of  War.  found 
liimself  ovei'wiiehned  by  the  scope  of  an 
nndei'takino"  beyond  anything'  he  had  ever 
known.  Pei'haps  the  greatest  blundei' 
was  arniino-  volunteers  with  Spring'lieltl 
rifles  shootinjj;'  lOUO  yards  and  buriiinii- 
black  ])owdei'.  to  tiu'lit  au'ainst  Spanish 
I'illes  shootino-  ov<'r  2()0()  yai'ds  and  bui'ii 
in<^  smokeless  powdei".  This  vras  not  a 
blunder;   it  was  criminal. 

Apart  from  tlie  Rouuh  Eidt^'s.  the  vol 
nnteers  did  not  li^'ure  prominently  in  tli(^ 
cam))ai<i"n.  Tlu^  handsome  showing'  of 
tlie  Rouo-h  Riders  is  to  Ix^  attributed  to 
the  quality  of  tluMr  two  leadei-s  — Colonel 
(now  General)  AVood -- (piitM.  forct^fnl. 
])ersistent  :  Golonel  Roosevelt,  dashini:'. 
energet ic.   determined — both   courageous, 


both  young;  and  to  the  quality  of  the 
otlicers;  and  to  the  remarkable  personnel 
of  the  tr(^ops.  in  which  the  man  who  had 
hunted  big  game,  who  was  fond  of  out- 
of-door  sport,  the  college  athlete,  the  cow- 
])unchei'.  and  the  miner  predominated. 

Among  tliose  who  won  especial  dis- 
tinction we  shall  remember  General 
Wheeler — wh(\when  some  of  the  officers 
advised  retreat  from  the  San  Juan  ridge 
the  night  of  July  1.  gave  them  picks 
and  shovels,  with  instruction  to  dig  trench- 
es and  hold  tliem — Genei'als  Hawkins  and 
CMiallVe.  Golonel  Roosevelt.  ]\l.ajor  Wes- 
sels.  Lieutenants  WansboiTO.  Oi'd  —  and 
about  all  the  ])rivates. 

Let  it  be  I'emembered  that  to  the  mag- 
nilicent  qualities  of  courage.  ])atience, 
and  determination  of  the  line-oliicers  and 
th(^  soldiei's  we  owe  Santiago's  ca])itula- 
tiou  July  \v). 

Tlie  cam})aign  has  taught  us  the  need 
of  a  rt\i:ulai-  standing  armv  of  100. 000,  of 
re(^rga  ni/.ation  that  will  ])i'ovide  a  staff 
interchangeable  with  the  lin<\  of  I'eoi'gan- 
i/.ation  of  our  militia  into  national  rather 
than  State  bodies,  of  th(>  need  of  an  Aldei'- 
shot.  and  of  the  need  of  more  of  our 
wholesome  ])ulsing  Amei'icans  takiiJg  ac- 
tive interest  in  national  questions. 
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A  is   /Vritlimctic,   liandy   to  know 
When  tlio    score    tigMires    up    to  a  hundred 
or  so. 

r>  is  the  Booe}^  wliose  luek  is  infernal, 
And    happy  is   lie  who    can  win  from    ilic 
"  Colonel." 

V.  is  the  Card,  that  began  with  a  three, 
And  was  torn  into  bits  at  the   seventeenth 
tee. 

I)  is  the  Duffer,  the  Drive  tliat  he  cuts, 
And    the     Something     he    says    when    .lie 
misses  short  putts. 

E  is  the  Eye,  and  its  least  little  ((uiver 
Spells  ruin.     The  moral:    Look   after   your 
liver. 

F  is  the  Folly  that  leads  us  to  Force, 
And    the    Foozle    that    follows    in    regular 


G  is  the  Gam(>  we  expected   to  play, 
r,ut  which   didn't  come  off  on  the    tounui- 
ment  day. 

II   is  the   Hole  that    was  easy  in   four, 
And    also    the     Hazard    that    made    it    six 
more. 
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"I  may  be  a  .T;iy,"'  said  a  humoi'ous  ^viliilt, 
"But  how  is  thai  pond  for  a  drive  out  of 
si.iiht?" 


K  is  for  Kilty,   wliose  Kiitle  is  rliir. 
Watch    lier    skelp    up    the   ureeii  Avjth    lier 
sweet  little  cleek. 


L     is     the     Lie,    an<l     the     Luck     that     it 

brings, — 
But  here  1  omit  some  iiupriiitable  things. 

jM  is  tliat  jMoment  of  agony  keen, 
"When  it's  one  for    the    3Iatch  on  tlie  very 
last   green. 


N  is  the  Xibliek,  retriever  of  bhmders, 
And    now  and  again   it    accomplishes  bon- 
ders. 


O     is     tlie     Odd     that     we     play     for     th 

tin,— 
Peculiar  indeed  that   it   doesn't  uet   in. 


~^  r^^      L  i«  'he  Putter  tliat  Philp  never  made,  ^ 

^^jL  ^^  Though    the    stamp    it  was    tliere    anil    the 

"^iM.       ^M^^^'^  !  ]>rice  it  was  paid. 


i 


(2  is  the  Quest  for  some  woniU'rful  Quirk      |   *^L'^    ^/ 
That    irould  lengthen  our  drive,  if  it  /ni.sn't     ,    ^^^- 
a  jerk. 


E  is  the  Pub  tliat   may  lay   us  up  (h>ad, 
Or    leave     us     in     sand     buried     over     the 
head. 


S    is    the    Swing    tliat    we    learn    from    the 

books, — 
But    oh,  if  we  onlv  could  see  how  it  hxdcs! 


T  is  the  Ti'aj)  that  is  seldom  or  never 
The    titlinu-    rewaicl    for    an    honest  endea- 


r  is  the  Unction  we  lay  to  our  soul 
With  the  other   man    stymied  a  foot    from 
the  hole. 
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V  is  the  Vigor,  with  which  we  insist 
Upon    eighteen,   or   more,   in  the    handicap 
list. 


W  in  a  AVIiisper:  "  Between  you  and  me, 
I    have    just    done    tlie    round    in    a    pat 

83." 


X  is  the  X-pIetive  sometimes  employee], 
For    a    golfer    is    human,  and    easily    an- 
no\-ed. 


Y     is     the     Youth     when     at     tennis     we 

toiled. 
Alas,   that  a  gloritms  golfer  was  spoiled  ! 


Z  is  for  Zero,  the  sig-n  of  despair. 
"  Awa"  wi'  your  gowf!  we  will  play  it  nae 
niair." 

ct  as  it  has  hai)pened  again  and  again. 
We're     at     it     to-morrow     by     half     after 
ten. 


DANGER   TO   THE    REAli-GUAKD. 
When  the  war  began  with  Spain  the  people 
in  the  South  were  as  much  interested  as  those 
in  any  other  i)art  of  the  country,  and  all  class- 
es were  eager  for  news  from  the  tleets  aiul  the 
army.    The  colored  i)eople  were  even  more  nu- 
merous than   the  white  around  the  bulletin- 
boards,  where   the   newspapers  mixed    up,  in 
true  yellow  fashion,  fiction  and  fact.    One  day, 
in  Asheville,  a  negro  man,  who  showed  by  the 
marks  on  his  dress  that  he  was  a  whitewash 
artist,  was  on  the  outskirts  of  the  crowd.     A 
lawj'er  of  local  note  spoke  to  him  : 
"  Are  you  going  to  the  wars,  Jim  ?'' 
'^  What  I  goin'  to  de  war  fnrf 
"To  fight  for  your  country,  of  course." 
"  I  don't  know  luithiu'  'bout  tightiir."' 
"That  won't  do,  Jim.     Tlie  last  war  was  all 
about  you  nigg(;rs,  and  this  time  you  hav(;  got 
to  do  the  fighting.     This  is  your  country  now, 
and  the  niggers  must  be  nuide  to  save  it." 

"Who  goin'  to  make  de  nigger  tight?"  asked 
Jim,  in  a  sidky  tone,  and  showing  more  white 
in  his  eyes  than  usual.  "  How  yar  goin'  to 
make  de  niggers  figlit  ?" 

"Oh,  we'll    make    'em    fight  easy   enough," 

said   the  lawyer.      "We'll  put   the  niggers  in 

front,  and  then   the  white  soldiers  will  stand 

behind,  and  make  the  niggers  do  the  fighting." 

"'Pears  to  me,"  said  Jin>,  slowly,  and  with 


much    gravity,  "  dat    de    white    folks    gittin' 
ready  to  be  run  over." 

LIMITED  ACCOM MOD.ATIONS. 

Ax  Anu'rican  family  now  residing  in  Mexico 
think  they  have  a  very  good  joke  at  the  ex- 
pense of  a  young  lady  from  the  States,  who 
cairic  to  make  them  a  visit  recently.  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  II —  nu't  her  at  the  train,  and  she  in- 
troduced a  distinguished  -  looking  gentleman 
who  had  made  her  ac(piaiiitance  on  the  trip, 
and  as  they  were  leaving  tin;  station  she  in- 
vited him  to  call. 

"Doe.'-  your  friend  know  our  address?"  in- 
quii-ed  Mrs.  II . 

"  Oh  yes,"  replied  Miss  Wisconsin,  airily;  "  I 
told  him  Jpartado  2d.  I  reuuunbered  it  froni 
having  written  it  on  your  letters  so  often,  you 
know.  And,"  she  added,  complacently,  "  I  was 
very  proud  of  knowing  so  much  Mexican." 

"Well,"  said  Mr.  11^ ,  as  they  were  driv- 
ing otf,  "  I  suppose  you  are  exi)ecting  to  put  np 
with  all  sorts  of  deprivations  down  here  in  this 
queer  country,  but  I  feel  that  I  ought  to  tell 
you  that  you  are  likely  to  (ind  your  quart<'rs 
uncomfortably  crowded,  especially  for  enter- 
taiiung." 

"  Wh>',  won't  your  parlor  hohl  two?" 

"Well,  yes,  I  thiidv  our  parlor  will,  but  I 
have  iny  doubts  about  <mv  po-sl -office  box !^^ 
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TIIK    IITMBLING   OF   AVAi   WIIYDKLL.  oeit   out    of  liim.       I    was    the    coiniiiit  tct-   ap- 

"  Want  to  know  about  Abe  Wliydcll,  hey?"  p'iiitcd  to  gratt  the  letter.  It  went  like  this: 
said  tlic  Ohl  Settler.       "  Theii  you've  eouic  to 

t  he  riu'ht  shoj).      Kiiowed  Abe  W  liydell  lerteii  ■•  '  I'osl-tiuistcr.  Xtir  Yi)rk  : 

years.    Knowed  hiiu  throo  and  throo.    Ivuowcd  "  •  Di.ak  ( 'oi.onki.. — Wt'"\e  uot  a  badmauiu 

iiiiu   all  around.      Abe  Why<l<dl  was  the  ///////-  thistown.      I'or  a  ]uivat  e  eit  izeii  we  jed^e  him 

///'r.s7  nnni  that  ever  lived  in  ///r.sT  jtarts — that's  tlic   worst    man    that    ever    looked    throuu;li    a 

what  lie  was.''  shirt  collar.      He  has  walloped  us  all.      He  fin- 

'•  Wasn't  afraid  of  aiiythin«i.  I  snjjposc^,"  sui;-  ished  the  last  man  two  wetd<s  at^'o.  ami  has  be- 

ncsted  the  \isitor.  ,i;iin   to  ^o   round  a^ain.      Now  wjiat  we  want 

'■Afraid?  Abe  Whydtdl  afraid!'  Now  look  is  the  best  tighter  in  your  town  to  come  out 
lu're;  do  you  want  to  kiioir  about  Al)e  \\'liy-  here  and  pouml  this  man.  ^^■e  want  a  tlior- 
d(dl  .'  1  >o  you  want  to  lia\e  his  (diaraeter  ough  j<d)  done,  and  arc^  willing  to  jtay  the  mar- 
made  clcdr  to  yon?  J)o  you  want  to  feel  that  ket  price.  AVe"\e  got  the  money,  because  the 
you'vt;  knowed  him //o?n-.s('//',  and 'soeiated  with  City  Free  Library  Association  lias  disbanded, 
him.  and  had  J)iisi)ics.s  relations  with  liim,  and  after  voting  to  use  the  funds  on  hand  fer  this 
lircd  with  him,  and  felt  towards  him  like  a  jmrpose.  ^^'e  would  prefer  a  man  from  around 
hroilur  '"  Five  I'oints  somewheies.  as  we  hear  that  they 

''J — 1  think  so."  are    intelligent,    reliable    citizens,  and    under- 

"Theii  si'c   liere:  Abe  Whydtdl  would   fight  stand  the  upper  cut.      Don't  send  no  man  that 

a  rattlesnake  and  give  the  snake  the  first  bite,  has   cNcr  been    convicted  of  any  crime,  nor  a 

He  fit  because  he  loved  it.      His  luart  was  in  fiirriner.    We  belit've  in  America  fer  the  Amer- 

it.      He  throwed  his  whole  ^oiil  into  it.      Says  leans.      No    Lish    need    ;i])ply.      The    Chinese 

a  lioston  man  that  seen  him  (dean  out  a  slier-  must  go.  Yours  truly, 

iffs   posse   that   had   been  posseing   after   him  "  •  Si;ci!i:i akv  CiiAMiii'.K  oi^  CoM.Mi-.itCE.' 

two  days — says  the  Boston  chap  to  me,  '  'I'hat 

feller  ain't  no  billytautee;  he's  a  j)erfessional —  ''That's  jusr  the  letter  we  sent,excei)t  that, 

that's  what  lie  is.'      Which  is  what  I  say.  too.  after    it    had    Iteeii    read    and    approv«'d   of,  I 

"Not  that  Abe  Whydell  was  a  (juarr«dsome  slipi»ed  in  one  of  these  here  little  gable-end 
man  —  fur  from  it.  I  think  I  may  s;iy  (bdiber-  marks  after  '  wallo])ed  us  all.'  and  wrote  uj) 
'tly,  h'  fting  each  word  as  1  use  it,  that  Al)e  above  the  line,  "except  Me.' 
Whydell  was  the  peaceablest  man  L'ver  know-  '•  L  was  some  time  before  we  heard  any- 
ed.  That's  what  he  tit  fer  — jteace.  Where  thing,  then  we  got  a  letter  from  a  man  sign- 
there  was  trouble,  there  you  would  lind  Abe  iiig  himstdf  Maguire.  saying  as  how  the  post- 
Whydell  j)uttiug  up  his  dukes  for  peace.  That  master  was  so  busy  with  official  dooties  that 
was  his  watchword  — peace.  Maiiy's  the  time  the  matter  had  been  turned  over  to  him.  He 
I've  saw  him,  when  there  was  a-  fight,  snatch  said  he  had  a  good  man,  (diampiou  heavy- 
up  a  W()oden-bottome<l  cdiair,  and  as  he  waded  weight  of  the  Sixth  Ward,  that  would  come 
in  yell  out,  '  (lieutlemeu,  wot  I  want  is  i)eace,  out  and  do  the  Job  ter  .S^^OI)  and  ex]>enses.  Wi- 
and  durned  little  of  that!'  held  another  meeting  to  get  the  best  sense  of 

"  Well,  tilings  run  on,  and  finally  Abe  Why-  the  community,  and  (Ucided  to  have  him  como 

d(dl   had  lick(>d  everybody  in  town.      Natur'ly  on. 

this  had  a  bad  effect  on  him.  He  begun  to  "The  stage  he  arrove  on  got  in  at  nine 
get  proud  and  stindv  up.  'J'liis  wasn't  to  be  o'cdoidc  in  the  evening.  We  looked  him  over, 
wondered  at  —  it's  reg'lar  human  nat're,  and  and  found  him  about  Abe's  size  and  general 
Abe  ilid  have  human  nat're  about  him.  He  build.  We'<l  been  ho[>ing  he  would  be  bigger, 
was  head  and  shoulders  and  somv  l)a(dc  abo\e  Some  said  he  couldn't  do  it,  and  that  Abe 
Ills  feller-meii,  but  he  were  human,  after  all.  would  just  do  him  \\\\  as  he  had  the  rest  of  us. 
So  he  begun  to  get  haughty  and  overb(>ariiig.  liut  the  man  said  A\e  could  depend  on  his 
and  when  you  asked  him  to  have  a  drink,  uieb-  science,  and  we  lioi)ed  wo  could.  We  decided 
by  he'd  do  it,  and  mebby  lu''d  say  he  wasn't  toapp'int  a  committtH'  to  wait  on  Abe  and  lay 
thirsty.  Think  of  it,  wasn't  ////>-.s///^conldn't  the  matter  before  him.  Nobody  seemed  anx- 
make  up  a  rtdsoiuihle  excuse  and  let  the  man  ions  to  serve  on  this,  so  wo  writ  a  letter  and 
down  easy,  but  must  rip  out  the  most  insult-  sent  it  by  a  stranger  who  lia[)pened  to  be  in 
ing  and  impossible  thing  he  could  —  wasn't  town,  ttdling  him  it  was  a  ])ropersit ion  to  ten- 
tliirsh/ — just  as  if  a  man  says  to  you.  '  How^  d;r  Abe  a  reception  and  give  him  a  gold-head- 
balmy  the  air  is  this  morning.'  and  you  should  ed  cane.  'I'liat  stranger  wa'n't  in  no  iit  shape 
snap  back  at  him.  '  Llon't  know  :  1  ;iin't  breath-  to  make  an  intelligent  report  when  lie  got 
ing  this  morning.'  baik.  but    after   the    doctor   tinished  working 

''Well,  as  I  said,  Abe  kept  wearing  his  nose  o\or  him.  as  near  ;is  we  could  make  out.  Abe 

higher  ami  higher,  just  like  Napoleon  Bunny-  accepted  the  challenge.      You  see.  he  had   got 

])arte,  and  we  seen  that   fer  his  own  good  he'd  out   of  bed  and   fell   on  the  stranger 'cause  he 

got  to  b(;  took  down.      We  held  a  public  meet-  was  ))roposing  to  stir  up  strife  with  his  letter, 

ing  and  talked  it  over,  and  the  best   we  could  Always  fer  i)eace,  Abe  was. 

see  was  to  send  right  to  New  York  and  get  an  "  The  m^xt  morning  at  sunup  we  staked  out 

Al  prize-fighter  to  come  on  and  whale  the  con-  a  ring  back  of  the  Methodist  churcdi.    The  mau 


THAT    GENTLER    SEX. 

She.  '■  George,  I  ihiiik  if  a  woman  wrote  a  good  letter  to  the  newspapers  about  woineii  usurping 
men's  occupation;?,  it  might  do  some  good.     Don't  you?"' 
II K.  "Yes,  dear." 
She    "Well,  George,  you  might  write  tlie  letter,  aiui  I'll  ,'^ign  it." 


sot  down  on  a,  box  at  one  sido,  wr:ii>i»<Ml  in  a 
hoss-blanket,  and  .soon  Alxi  come  alon^.  Tin; 
seconds  was  arranged  fer,  and  Abe  took  off  his 
coat,  and  the  two  of  'em  stei)i)ed  into  the  iin«>-. 
Tlie  next  minnte  we  was  the  sickest  ciowd  in 
the  Territory.  Tiiere  never  was  no  li«;ht  in 
ihat  rin*;,"  and  tht;  ohl  o<>nth'nnin  paused 
sadly.  ''That  is,  noiui  o'  the  kind  that  we  was 
particnkirly  anxious  to  liaud  down  to  posti-rity 
as  showin'  our  prowess  as  warriors." 

''Why?"  asked  the  visitor. 

**  It  was  this  way,"  the  old  <>"entleman  con- 
tinued, with  a  melancholy  shake  of  his  liead, 
\vhich  caused  the  visitor  some  regret  that  he 
had  asked  the<inestion  :  "  they  st('i)i)ed  into  the 
ring- just  like  this.  'll\cu  they  looked  at  each 
other  like  this.  Then  says  the  man,  •llca- 
vings,  is  it  possiblt;  that's  Abe!'  *  It  arc,  Jim, 
it  are!' says  Abe.  Then  they  rushes  up  ami 
throws  their  arms  round  each  other,  like  this, 
ami  burrows  their  heads  down  in  each  other's 
necks,  and  just  rcg'larly  bust  out  crying.  Jjoiig 
lost  brothers,  you  see.  '{"ir'ni  l»rothers,  too. 
Hadn't  seen  each  other  fcr  lift  ecu  years.  And 
there  they  stood  and  cried  ami  moaned  and 
sobbed  and  took  on,  with  the  tears  a-rnnning 
down  ou  the  grouml  and  making  it  soslipi)cry 
that  they  couldn't  of  lit  if  they'd  wanted  to 
without  spikes  in  their  shoes.      Then   the   rest 


of  us  caught  it,  seeing  them  two  strong  men 
standing  tlniti  braced,  weeping  ami  wailing 
and  blubbering  'bout  the  old  honu?,  and  their 
saintcid  mother,aml  their  angel  sister,  ami  their 
brother  that  was  hung,  and  all  such;  and  you 
nniy  snatch  me  bald  headed  if  there  was  a  dry 
eye- at  the  ring-side.  And  as  we  all  stood  there 
wringing  each  other's  hamls  and  bo(du)oing, 
and  trying  to  tind  sonu'body  in  tlie  crowd  that 
had  a.  handkerchief,  suddenly  tin;  two  men 
stopped,  and  sort  of  mopped  off  their  tears, 
ami  turned  rotind,  ami  said  Abe,  'Jim,  let's 
wade  in  togtMlicr  and  li(dv  the  crowd — every 
o)ic  of  'cm — not  Icavi'  no  sound  man  stall.' 
'All  right,  Alie,' says  Jim.  And  I  iicrcr  seen 
such  a  scattering.  Every  last  man  there,  ex- 
cept m«',  run  like  a  cat  in  a  dog  show:  and 
tiiem  two  felleis  didn't  cdtcli  nu' ;  I  run  as  fast 
a.s  \^as  really  //ccr.s.svfr//.'' 

And  the  old  settler  lapsed  into  a  musing  si- 
lence. IIayden  Cauuutu. 


CONSISTENT. 
So  democratic   was  he,  having  penned 

A  novel  that  the  millions  nnich  did  ])lease, 
lie   made  no  money  oti   it  in  the  end, 

For  he'd   have  naught  to  do   with   royalties. 
Cai'.ia'le  Smith. 
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AN    IMPORTANT    DKI5ATE 

"  Thkse  here  two  fellers,  old  Wjildo  iiiid  Jar- 
ley  MeCracUeii,  would  always  ar<>ue,"  said  Mr. 
Milo  Hiisli  one  day  while  in  Slianks's  jijrocery- 
store.  ''Ar«;ne  about  anytliiu*;-.  Took  con- 
trary sides  on  evenj  (juestidn.  Why,  if  old 
\VaI<lo  said  that  Injuns  was  pizen,  Jarley 
MeC^raeken  would  \\\^  and  disput(?  it. just  as  if 
th(^  whole  world  <lon't  know  that  Injuns  are 
pizen,  and  ought  to  be  exterminated  off  the 
faee  of  the  yearth. 

"  Oni;  day  Jarley  McCracken  \vas  speaking 
of  whiskey,  and  happened  to  mention,  keerless 
like,  lis  food  value,  and  what  did  old  Waldo  do 
but  up  and  dispute  it.  Said  whiskey  as  a 
beverage  to  sui»i)ly  the  necessary  liquid  for 
the  proper  asswimulation  of  the  solid  food  was 
all  O  K,  l)ut  he  denied  its  value  as  a  food  j^er 
se  —  them  was  his  furren  words,  just  like 
that — per  se.  It  was  the  general  view  that 
if  he  couldn't  make  out  liis  case  without 
dragging  in  French,  that  lu;M  better  keep 
still. 

"  Another  time  they  got  arguing  about  great 
men.  Old  Waldo  said  that  Napoleon  was  a 
greater  man  than  Daniel  Webster.  Jarley 
McCracken  of  course  said  it  was  no  such  stuff. 
Shaidcs  was  just  closing  up,  so  we  all  went  up 
to  the  school-house  and  organized  a  regular 
meeting,  and  let  'em  del)ate  percisely  's  if 
they'd  been  in  Congress,  with  Doc  IJallister  for 
the  I  eferee,  just  like  the  Senate. 

"Old  Waldo  led  off  on  the  Napoleon  side. 
First,  says  he,  let  us  nuike  a  inc^uiry  into  what 
consti toots  troo  greatness.  Is  it  words,  or  is  it 
acts  ?  Is  it  talk,  or  is  it  get-up-and-get  ?  The 
idee  of  the  present  speaker  is  that  it  is  acts. 
Here  we  find  the  differencel)etween  the  twomen 
— Napoleon  done  things,  but  the  alleged  fame 
of  Daniel  Webster  rests  wholly  on  words.  Con- 
sider the  familiar  motto  of  Napoleon  [here  Mr. 
Bush  consulted  a  well-worn  note-V)ook], 'i/o»- 
ey  soyt  qni  iiudl  irlii/  peii.se,^  which,  for  the  benetit 
of  those  pres(Mit  who  do  not  understand  Greek, 
1/(1)11/  there  he,  I  may  translate,  '  If  you  are  go- 
ing to  do  a  thing,  do  it.'  Of  course  Daniel 
Webster's  Dictionary  was  a  great  book.  Pres- 
ent speakiu-  had  heard  it  said  that  it  weighs 
ten  poun<ls.  But  Napoleon  tired  cannon-balls 
which  weighed  a  hundred  pounds.  A  copy  of 
Webster's  Dictioiuiry  would  scarcely  have 
made  wadding  for  one  of  Napoleon's  cannons. 
Napoleon  was  a  great  man,  take  him  as  you 
will.  See  how  he  spiked  the  eniMuy's  tire-en- 
gines before  he  applied  the  torch  to  Moscow  I 
Even  in  defeat  Napoleon  Bonaparte  was  great. 
Beaten  ba(d\:  by  overwhelming  numbers  ar 
Waterloo,  did  he  thi-(»w  up  the  sponge  ?  Hard- 
ly I  When  his  charger  was  shot  from  under 
him,  leaving  him  in  the  air  hanging  to  the 
limb  of  a  tree  with  one  hand,  he  cried,  'My 
kingdom  for  a  boss — lay  on  McDiitV!'  Napo- 
leon Bonaparte  faced  the  ciieiny  to  the  last. 
When  they  came  tliey  had  to  saw  i^iY  the  limb 
to  get  him  down,  like  a  hornets"  nest.  That's 
what  Napoleon    nuts — a  hornets'   nest  on   two 


legs.  Then  old  Waldo  sat  down,  and  Jarley 
McCracken  got  nj). 

'•  First,  he  said  he  reckoned  that  if  Napoleon 
had  been  what  he  is  cracked  up  to  be,  that 
he'd  have  had  an  extra  boss  along  for  his  a-de- 
kanii>  to  lead  under  him.  However,  it  was  not 
necessary  to  belittle  Napoleon  in  order  to  en- 
large Daniel  Webster.  As  the  great  Henry 
Clay  had  said  of  Webster,  'There  he  stands — 
look  at  him  I"  The  i)resent  speaker  denied 
that  Daniel  Webster  did  nothing  but  compile 
the  great  dictionary  which  bears  his  name. 
He  was  a  statesman  as  well  as  a  leximographer. 
Who  stood  on  the  top  of  Bunker  Hill  Monu- 
ment and  uttered  these  words,  •Gentlemen, 
give  me  liberty  or  give  me  death'?  And  if 
they'd  shot  the  monument  from  under  him,  he'd 
have  hung  to  a  star — a  star,  I  say,  and  still 
put  up  a  stiff  fight  for  blessed  liberty.  The 
dictionary  was  a  side  issue,  compiled  on  rainy 
days  when  he  couldn't  work.  When  he 
thought  of  a  new  word  he  wrote  it  down  on 
his  cuff  or  somewhere,  and  when  he  got  home 
socked  it  into  his  dictionary.  So  it  grew.  Did 
Napoleon  do  any  such  thing?  No  I  Na[)oleon 
simply  set  about  straddle  of  a  boss  about  four 
sizes  too  big  for  him,  and  had  his  picture  took. 
He  was  better  at  facing  the  muzzle  of  the 
camera  than  he  was  the  muzzle  of  the  cannon. 
If  Daniel  Webster's  legs  had  been  no  more  than 
eighteen  inches  long,  he'd  have  known  enough 
to  have  kept  off  Itig  dranght-hosses. 

"  Ilight  here  old  Waldo  couldn't  stand  it  no 
long<'r  to  hear  Napoleon  abused.  He  hopped 
up,  grabbed  the  big  school  globe,  an<l  banged 
Jarley  McCracken  with  it.  His  head  crashed 
through  the  South  Pacilic  Ocean,  an<l  his  nose 
busted  out  in  the  northern  part  of  England. 
It  made  Jarley  McCracken  pretty  mad,  and  he 
bunted  old  Waldo,  his  head  still  in  the  bowels 
of  the  yearth.  The  coast  of  Norway  caught 
old  Waldo  on  the  chin,  and  they  both  went 
down  in  a  heap.  The  yearth  all  busted  to 
tliuders,  and  chunks  of  the  arctic  regions  and 
North  America  went  Hying  through  the  air. 
Doc  Ballister  jumped  in  and  ])arted  them,  and 
we  went  home:  so  the  (piestion  about  which 
was  the  heftier  man,  Napoleon  or  Webster,  was 
never  settled." 

^Y^AT•S    IN    A    NAME? 

l-^i;():\i  Kansas  City  she  wrote  to  her  English 
cousins  as  follows:  "Of  course  it  is  a  great 
change  to  ns  :  but  (ieorge  likes  the  jdace,  the 
people,  the  climate,  and  the  work  ;  and  we  will 
remain  all  winter  in  ^Missouri  (Providence  i)er- 
mitiing).     Note  the  address."     And  they  did! 

More  or  less  familiar  w  ith  the  occasional  ec- 
centricities of  local  nomenclature  in  the  New 
World.  "Yuba  Dam,"  "Dead  ]Man's  Gulch," 
"  Poker  Flats,""  Hell  ferSartin  Creek,"  and  the 
like,  the  reply  from  Notting  Hill  came  in  due 
season,  in  an  envelope  bearing  this  inscription  : 

;Mr.  Ge()K(jk  Stkbi'.ins, 

Providence  IVrniittiiifr. 

Missoui'i,  Aiiieri(!a. 


^sr     v''t%,' 
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MTZ1\VII. 

BY    GUY    WET.MOUE    t'AKKYL. 


For  liim   the   l)U<;:;les   blown   at   dawn, 

Tlie  (juest  of  <;l()ryV   smiles. 
And   ruddy  skies  that  dim   to   lawn 

Above   the  southward   i>lcs  : 
For  him   the  gallant  swirl   antl  siir 

AVhere  l)attle's   banners   burn:  — 
But  long,  lontr,  lonely   days    for  her 

Who  waits  her  lad's  return. 


Ah,  soUli('i--boy,  across  the  sea 

AVlu)   eiaves    the   eall    to    loam, 
God   make  you   strong,  (iod   keep  you   free, 

God   seJid  yon   safely  home! 
And  strong  and   free  and  safe  are  you 

Within   whose  heart  are  shrined 
The  true  and  tender  eyes  of  blue 

Of  her  you  leave  behind  ! 
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TORPEDO-BOAT    SERVICE. 

BY    LIEUTENANT    J.   C.  FREMONT,  U.S.N.,  COMMANDING    THE    "PORTER. 


A  TORPEDO-BOAT  is  a  most  delicate 
mechanism,  or  rather  a  collection 
of  delicate  mechanisms;  it  is  a  bundle 
of  whims  and  tricks.  It  is  to  the  ordi- 
nary steamei*  what  the  finest  chronometer 
is  to  the  rough  dollar  clock,  and  needs 
the  most  intelligent  and  constant  care 
and  watchfulness. 

Its  only  formidable  weapon  of  offence 
is  the  toi'pedo,  and  to  use  this  successfully 
it  must  approach  its  prey  within  five  hun- 
dred yards.  To  do  this  and  to  remain  un- 
discovered— invisible — torpedo  -  boats  are 
constructed  as  small  as  possible,  and 
painted  a  color  that  will  blend  with  the 
tone  of  sea  and  sky  at  nig-ht.  Great  speed 
is  given  them  to  enable  tliem  to  catch  up 
with  or  avoid  an  enemy.  In  order  to  se- 
cure this  speed  the  hulls  are  frail  and 
lightly  constructed;  they  are  only  just 
strong  enough  to  stand  the  ])ropel ling- 
power  of  their  tremendous  engines  when 
these  engines  are  in  perfect  adjustment 
and  all  parts  are  woi'king  smoothly. 
The  slightest  derangement  of  ])arts,  the 
slightest  bend  in  the  blade  of  a  pro])eller, 
and  the  high  speed  is  gone;  tlu^  boat  com- 
mences to  vibrate,  and  any  attempt  to 
drive  her  and  leave  the  readjustuKMit  to 
be  attended  to  latei',  as  could  be  done  in 
ail  ordinary  vessel,  would  result  in  a 
collapse  of  machiner\\  or  the  breaking  of 
a  steam-pipe  and  tlu^  scalding  to  (h^ath  of 
men  w^ho  are  shut  in  compartments  fi-om 
which  there  would  be  no  pos.sibility  of 
escape.  Torpedo-boats  are  the  race-hor.ses 
of  the  steamer  world,  built  for  short  dash- 
es at  high  si)eed.  Yet  during  th(^  earlier 
part  of  the  Spanish  war  circumstances 
forced  the  use  of  our  torpedo-boats  for 
long -continued  strains  in  weather  that 
proved  trying  to  the  much  larger  vessels 
that  were  with  them.  The  discomfoi-ts 
and  the  trials  borne  by  their  crews  dui'- 
ing  this  period  will  never  be  known,  nor 
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could  they  be  appreciated  by  any  one  but 
those  who  were  in  the  service. 

Before  ])roceedifig  further  in  this  sketch 
of  torpedo-boat  service,  it  may  be  well  to 
describe  the  general  features  of  one  of  the 
boats.  The  Porter  is  a  vessel  about  175 
feet  long  and  17.5  feet  wide — ten  times  her 
own  beam  in  length.  She  draws  but  little 
water — her  hull  less  than  live  feet.  Her 
rudder  and  propellers  project  below  the 
hull  so  as  to  get  the  fullest  and  most  un- 
obstructed effect  on  the  water.  Her  hull 
is  constructed  in  the  strongest  and  light- 
est manner  consistent  with  the  power  it 
has  to  contain.  The  thickness  of  the  hull 
plating — except  in  certain  stringers  meant 
to  take  strains — is  only  one-tenth  of  an 
inch,  and  the  framing  and  construction 
generally  are  in  proportion  to  this.  But 
even  after  what  the  Porter  has  been 
through,  her  hull  is  as  good  as  the  day  it 
w^as  built,  notaleak  having  developed  nor 
anything  given  way.  Into  this  frail  craft 
are  put  three  boilers  and  two  main  en- 
gines, develo])ing  the  tremendous  energy 
of  4000  horse-power,  and  capable  of  driv- 
ing the  boat  over  thirty  knots,  or  with 
the  speed  of  a  railroad  train.  Many  oth- 
er engines,  ])umps,  evaporators,  etc.,  are 
crowded  into  the  vessel,  until  five-sev- 
enths of  the  ship  are  taken  Uj)  with  ma- 
chinery and  coal;  the  other  two-sevenths 
—  the  extreme  ends  —  are  left,  and  into 
these  is  put  the  boat's  crew — officers  for- 
ward, men  aft.  But  even  into  these 
s})aces  are  introduced  engines  —  anchor 
engines,  steeringengines;  and  steam-pipes 
for  various  ])urposes  lead  through  all,  ren- 
dering them  unbearably  hot  in  a  ti-opical 
climate.  Tori)edo  -  boats  are  a  compact 
mass  of  machinei'y,  not  meant  to  keep 
the  sea  and  to  live  in,  but  to  be  used  for 
sln^rt  runs  out  from  a  base,  to  which  they 
can  return  at  any  time  and  find  rest  for 
the  crew  and  repair  facilities  for  their  ma- 
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cliinory.  Tlio  exi<^-(MK'i('s  of  tlie  earlier 
l)art  of  this  war  i-equired  tliein  to  be  used 
otherwise,  and  that  the  boats  and  their 
crews  have  so  creditably  sustained  the  un- 
usual test  is  a  matter  for  congratulation  to 
their  builders  and  to  the  service, 

April  22  found  the  tori)edo-boats  tuned 
\\\)  \.o  the  highest  ])iteli  and  anxious  for  a 
chance  to  try  themselves,  and  it  was  with 
oi'cnt  ho})es  and  unlimited  enthusiasm 
that  we  slai'ted  across  to  Havana  that 
memorable  morning-. 

It  was  roug-h — rough  even  for  the  Gulf 
Stream— and  that  day  and  night  showed 
us  that  the  life  on  board  the  Porter  was 
going-  to  be  a  strnggle  with  natui'(\  a  test 
of  physical  endurance.  The  Porter's  mo- 
ti(ni  in  such  a  sharp  sea  as  nearly  all  the 
time  runs  ott'  the  coast  of  Cuba  is,  to  say 
tlie  least,  uncomfortable.  Hie  roll  is 
from  30  to  45  degrees  each  way,  and 
twenty-live  times  a  minute,  witli  occasion- 
ally an  extra  roll  thrown  in,  which  g-oes 
beyond  the  reg-istering-  limit  of  the  indi- 
cators, and  makes  you  wonder  why  she 
takes  the  troul)le  to  come  back,  it  seems 
so  much  easier  just  to  go  on  all  the  way 
round. 

To  rest  and  slee{)  in  such  conditions  is 
very  dilhcult,  and  is  only  possilde  wlien 
physical  exhaustion  overcomes  every  other 
feeling;  and  then  the  sleep  is  so  broken 
that  it  ill  fits  one  to  renew  the  exacting- 
duties  of  handling  the  delicate  mechan- 
isms of  the  boats,  or  exercise  the  cool 
judgment  and  instant  decision  demanded 
by  the  service. 

In  addition  to  this,  the  heat  below  was 
such  that  no  one  went  there  except  on 
duty.  The  life  was  on  deck:  those  on 
duty  at  their  posts  were  on  their  feet;  the 
remainder,  if  not  struggling  with  their 
very  simple  meals,  wei'e  trying  to  get  soiiie 
sleep,  stretched  out  and  wedged  in  be- 
tween torpedo-tubes  and  i-ail.  or  in  some 
place  tliat  prevented  their  sliding  I'ound. 

In  spite  of  its  apparent  severity,  this 
open-air  life  ])roved  most  healthful,  for 
whenever  the  l)oat  went  into  ])ort  for  a 
day  or  two,  or  had  comparatively  smooth 
water,  every  one  at  once  i-ecovered  his 
enei'gy  and  good  tem[)er.  The  absence 
of  routine  and  routine  drills,  the  con- 
stant excitement  of  the  i'a})id  motion,  the 
frequent  accidents  to  the  machinery,  and 
the  struggle  to  repair  the  latter  aiul  at  the 
same  time  keej)  the  boat  going— all  kept 
up  a  feeling  of  excitement  and  expecta- 
tion which  reconciled   us   to    every  hard- 


ship, and  made  us  feel  that  we  were  right 
where  we  wanted  to  be:  and  all  we  asked 
for  was  a  chance — something  tiiat  never 
came  for  the  toi-j)edo-boats  during  the 
war. 

Hopes  that  oui'  chance  had  come  Avere 
high  on  the  Porter  the  first  day  oti'  Ha- 
vana. A  man-of-war  was  sighted  under 
the  land,  and  the  Xew  York.  Marble- 
head,  }]'iI)}u')igtoii.  and  Porte)'  started  in 
for  her:  l)ut  it  turned  out  to  be  an  Italian, 
and  the  only  guiis  used  wei'e  those  fired 
in  salute.  Innnediately  afterwards  the 
Porter's  sorrow  at  the  lost  opportunity 
was  partly  assuaged  by  the  ca})ture  of 
a  schooner  within  raiige  of  the  guns  of 
the  eastei'n  batteries  of  Havana.  When 
the  ci-ew  of  the  schooner  found  they  were 
not  to  be  mui'dered  at  once,  as  they  had 
been  led  to  believe,  they  were  not  only 
reconciled  to  their  fate,  but  voluntarily 
gave  us  infoi-mation  of  nu-re  sugar-laden 
vessels  due  ihe  next  day.  The  roughness 
and  tedium  of  that  day  were  easily  en- 
dured in  the  ho})e  of  more  prizes  on  the 
morrow.  The  ho])es  were  realized;  day- 
light found  the  Po)'te)'  steaming  slowly 
for  the  llag-shi])  to  report,  with  a  200-ton- 
schooner-load  of  sugar  in  tow. 

This  ended  the  first  forty-eight  hours 
of  the  wai".  No  one  in  the  Poiter  had 
slept  a  half -hour  at  a  time,  and  every 
one  was  looking  hollow-eyed  and  worn 
out.  Foi'tunately  the  next  few  days 
were  the  smoothest  seen  oH"  Havana,  and 
regular  blockading  duties  were  taken 
up,  the  Poi'ter's  station  being  on  the  in- 
side line,  as  near  the  ]\Iori'o  as  ])ossible. 
The  nights  wei'e  s))ent  in  woiking  in  as 
closely  as  we  could,  waiting  for  a  chance 
at  anything  that  miglit  attempt  to  get  out 
of  Havana,  to  capture  it  if  a  merchant- 
man, to  tor])edo  it  if  a  manof-war.  If  it 
were  a  toi'pedo-boat  bent  on  attacking  our 
blockading  line,  we  wei-e  to  engage  and 
destroy  or  interfere  with  it  as  much  as 
possible.  It  was  known  to  us  that  there 
were  toi-pedcvhoats  and  torpedo  gunboats 
in  Havana,  and  an  attack  fi-oni  them  was 
constantly  e.\i»ected.  From  what  we  saw 
dui'ing  our  duty  oil  there,  it  was  thought 
that  one.  possibly  two.  feeble  attempts 
were  made  by  tlu^  S})anisli  torpedo-boats 
to  make  an  attack,  hut  t  hey  never  got  any 
distance  outside  their  own  batteries,  al- 
ways being  discovered  and  signalled  by 
our  inside  line  of  scouts.  Ant  ici{)ation 
and  excitement  ran  high  at  such  times, 
and  mistakes  that  came   near  beino-  sei'i- 
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ous  were  several  times  made.  Tlie  duly 
of  tlie  torpedo-boat  was,  of  coui'se.  to  in- 
vestigate and  ascertain  beyond  doubt  tlu^ 
cbnracter  of  any  sti-aiigo  vessel  siglited. 
This  on  a  dai'k  nnd  stormy  iiiglit  meant 
getting-  into  very  close  quarters.  A  signal, 
vvliicli  was  cba.nged  evcM'v  niglit,  consist- 
ing of  a  combination  of  red  and  white 
liglits,  was  ordered  for  tlie  ])urj)()se  of 
identification  among  oui'  own  vess(ds. 
But  to  display  this  signal  was  to  Ix^- 
come  a  targ<>t  for  tlu'  enemy's  lire,  and 
it  was  therefore  used  as  little  as  ])os- 
sible. 

Frequently,  in  the  anxi(My  to  disc(^v(M' 
whether  the  strange  craft  were  friend  or 
foe  without  betraying  her  own  prc^stMice, 
a  torpedo-boat  was  lired  on  by  her  own 
friends.  Tlie  blockading  scpiadi-on  were 
taking    no   chances   of  any   kind   of    ap- 


proaching dark  little  craft,  and  used  the 
Western  method  of  shooting  first  and 
inquiring  aftei'wards.  In  the  excite- 
UKUit  consequent  on  the  signal  "Ene- 
my's torpedo-boat  sighted,"  even  tor- 
])(h1o  -  boats  engaged  eacdi  other.  This 
hapjxMied  one  of  the  first  nights  olT  Ha- 
vana, '^^riie  moment  the  signal  was  made, 
all  th(^  scouting  vessels  in  that  vicinity 
('onverg(Hl  at  full  speed  towards  the  ])oint 
where  the  sigmil  stars  had  been  seen. 
Suddenly  out  of  the  gloom  of  night,  and 
I'ight  aci'oss  the  bows  of  the  Porter,  rush- 
<hI  a  dai'k  object,  the  sparks  from  its 
funn(^ls  and  the  dim  outline  marking  it 
distinctly  as  a  tor})edo-boat.  No  ques- 
tions were  asked  by  the  Portei\  for  we 
knew  no  other  torpedo-boat  of  ours  was 
on  that  section  of  the  blockade.  There 
was    a   heavy  sea,  and    dense    clouds  of 
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black  smoke  were  sweeping  down  between 
us  fi'oni  our  low  fumiels.  This  fortu- 
nately caus(Ml  the  first  shots  to  o'o  wild, 
and  instantly,  in  answer  to  our  fii-e, 
tlie  ni,o-ht  signal  was  shown.  It  was 
one  of  our  own  boats  that  had  come 
from  Cardenas  wnth  despatches,  and  she 
was  looking  for  the  flag-ship.  A  joking 
apology  and  a,  hearty  laugh  from  us  all 
ended  our  little  encounter,  and  the  two 
boats  })arted,  not  to  meet  again  for  weeks 
— not  until  the  Porter,  returning  to  Key 
West  from  her  cruise  to  Porto  Rico,  found 
the  ir/'>i,s7oK?  battle  scarred  and  torn  by  tlie 
enemy's  shell,  her  captain  wounded,  and 
her  executiv^e  and  live  of  her  crew  dead. 
It  was  no  hxughing  matter  this  time;  but, 
with  all  its  horror,  the  uj)permost  feeling 
in  us  was  that  of  pride  in  the  gallant 
fight  they  had  made  in  all  but  hopeless 
circumstances — circumstances  that  would 
have  proved  fatal  to  all  on  board  had  it 
not  been  for  the  gallantry  of  American 
sailors — the  crew  of  the  Hudson,  who, 
literally  fighting  with  one  hand  and  help- 
ing the  w^ounded  with  the  other,  remain- 
ed under  fire  until  they  could  pull  the 
disabled  Wi'jislow  out  to  safety. 

About  two  o'clock  one  morning  a 
steamer  was  reported  running  towards 
Havana.  It  was  an  ideal  night  for  tor- 
pedo attack,  dark,  with  a  strong  wind 
blowing  and  occasioiuil  light  rain-squalls. 
She  was  allowed  to  pass,  but  nothing  defi- 
nite could  be  made  out,  and  as  the  Porter 
was  well  off  to  the  eastwaj-d  of  Havana, 
the  supposition  was  that  it  could  not  be 
one  of  the  blockaders. 

Dropping  into  her  walce,  our  speed  was 
increased,  all  hands  wert;  ciilled  to  their 
stations,  and  every  preparation  made  foi* 
attack.  The  Por^^^r  was  now  closing  ra])i(l- 
ly  in,  and  through  the  smoke  we  could 
make  out  that  the  vessel  ahead  was  a 
man-of-war,  and  a  large  one.  At  this 
time  tlie  whereabouts  ot  the  Spanish  ar- 
moi*ed  cruisers  was  unknown.  ;iiul  from 
what  we  then  could  see  of  the  vessel 
ahead,  she  answered  llieir  description  per- 
fectly. More  steam  was  put  on,  and  tiie 
Porter  rushed  u])  close  on  the  quarter  of 
the  chase,  w^ell  within  torpedo  distance, 
and  still  undiscovei-ed.  Being  now  so 
close  that,  even  if  disccn-ered,  we  could 
not  be  stopped  before  the  t()ri)edo  was  dis- 
charged, and  wishing  to  make  no  mistake, 
the  night  signal  was  made  foi-  an  instant 
and  then  turned  otf.  It  brought  no  an- 
swer. 


Excitement  on  the  Porf^"?'  was  at  fever- 
heat,  and  the  enforced  silence  and  the 
nervous  tension  w^ere  hard  to  bear.  That 
we  had  found  the  enemy,  and  that  we 
liad  him  all  to  ourselves,  and  had  him 
where  there  was  no  possibility  of  his 
getting  away,  was  such  an  unlioped- 
for  opportunity  that  nothing  shoi-t  of 
firing  and  cheering  would  ex})i'ess  what 
we  felt,  and  the  efi'ort  to  re[)i'ess  these 
was  most  ditficult.  To  make  assurance 
doubly  sure,  the  night  signal  was  again 
made,  and  the  forward  gun  fired,  imme- 
diately followed  by  a  second.  That  we 
were  now  discovered  was  evident,  and 
in  a  moment  signal  -  liglits  were  shown, 
and  a  gun  fired  at  us.  The  signal-lights 
shown  wei'e  the  icrong  0}ies  for  that 
night,  and  only  served  to  strengthen  our 
conviction  that  the  chase  was  an  enemy. 
Full  speed  was  rung  on  the  Poi'ter,  and 
the  final  I'usli  to  torpedo  was  made, 
when,  just  in  the  nick  of  time,  the  iden- 
tity of  the  ship  was  recognized,  and  ainidst 
shouting  of  orders  to  cease  firing,  and 
hails  thi'ough  tlie  mega])hone  demanding 
explanations,  the  vessels  were  brought 
to  a  stand -still  Avithin  100  yards  of 
each  other,  and  mutual  explanations 
nuide. 

This  incident  is  given  to  illustrate  the 
fact  that  the  tori)edo-boat,  acting  under 
the  conditions  for  which  she  was  built, 
is  a  most  dangerous  weapon.  Reasoning 
from  the  superficial  facts,  much  has  been 
written  of  the  uselessness  of  the  torpedo- 
boat.  It  is  as  well  to  coi-rect  this  im- 
])ression  now  while  events  ai-e  still  fi-esh  in 
the  poi)ular  mind.  The  idea  of  toi'})edo 
.attack  is  attack  under  cover  of  darkness, 
rain,  or  fog.  The  construction  and  paint- 
ing have  this  ol)ject  in  vi(^w.  There  is  no 
protection  against  even  the  lightest  ])ro- 
jectile,  and  to  mak(^  a  successful  attack 
the  boat  must  remain  undiscovered  until 
almost  the  moment  for  the  discharge  of 
its  torpedo.  Our  vessels  fully  compre- 
heiuled  the  dangers  of  torjietlo  attack, 
and  all  ])recautions  wei-e  taken  to  guard 
against  one.  In  s])ite  of  this,  one  of 
them  had  a  nari'ow  escape  from  being 
torpedoed  by  the  Porter,  not  having 
been  discovered  until  w(^ll  within  strik- 
ing distance.  In  this  ease  the  cruiser 
was  a,  lost  ship,  aiul  ever  aftiM'  had  the 
utmost  res])ect  for  the  possibilities  of 
successful  tor])edo  attack.  Had  the  Por- 
ter been  certain  that  the  vessel  sight- 
ed   was    an  enemv.  and   had    it  not  been 
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necessary  to  disclose  her  ])i'esence  by  sio-- 
iials,  etc.,  the  attack  coukl  have  l)eeii 
successfully  made,  and  the  Porter  would 
liave  escaped  without  harm.  No  Lick'  of 
discipline,  lookouts,  or  attention  was  in 
any  way  rf^s])onsil)le  foi'  the  incident,  all 
tliese  beino-  fully  np  to  the  hio-Ji  state  of 
efficiency  in  our  luivy.  ()ii]y  the  favor- 
ino-  darkness  of  a  sloi'iny  niiiht  and  the 
advantage  wliidi  we  took  of  the  cruiser's 
smoke  made  such  a  I'csuH  possi])le.  (Con- 
trast these  conditions  with  those  under 
which  the  S))aniards  madi^  tlieii'  iiallant 
l)iit  foolish  ell'orts  at  Manila  and  Santia.uo. 
They  showed  splendid  heroism,  hut  how 
was  it,  to  he  expectcnl  that  tln'n  torpcnlo 
craft  could  live  and  approach  tlirouuh 
a  fire  tliat  destroyed  arinorfHl  cruisers.'' 
Tlieir  chief  defence  —  i u visibility  —  was 
lackiuu'.  Toi'pedo  -  boats  have  suthcieni 
speed  to  choose  theii'  time  of  attaclc.  and. 
to  ])e  successful,  the  time  chosen  must  he 
one  favorable  to  the  torpedo-boat — not 
favorable  to  lier  enemy,  as  was  the  case 
in  both  attacks  in  this  war. 


'j'hionoh  our  lack  of  preparedness,  the 
opening-  of  the  war  found  us  deficient  in 
many  things,  and  necessitated  the  use  of 
torpedo-boats  for  anything  niid  every- 
thing except  legitimate  torj)edo-boat  ser- 
vice. When  we  finally  got  pi'0])er  ves- 
sels to  take  blockading  des])atches  and 
to  perform  the  otlKn*  duties  to  which 
our  tor])edo  ileet  had  been  divei'ted,  it 
was  too  lal(\  Some  of  the  boats  were 
worn  out  by  the  ai'duous  service  they 
had  been  through.  Both  the  l)oats  them- 
selves and  their  crews  have  establislied 
recoi-ds  for  endui-ance.  and  have  shown 
sea -going  qualities  which  have  excited 
the  admiration  of  foreign  ex))ei'ts  in  such 
mattei's.  It  has  been  a  fine  exjierience  in 
the  possibilities  of  the  uses  of  torpedo- 
boats,  but  it  was  a  very  exhausting-  ex- 
})ei-ience  to  the  boats  and  their  crews. 

The  variety  in  the  life  went,  far  to  recon- 
cile the  ci-ews  of  these  boats  to  their  dis- 
comforts and  to  the  extraordinarily  hard 
work  they  had  t(^  do.  Such  vai-ietycame 
at    leno-tli    to    the    Porter.       Blockadinir 
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duty  liad  settled  down  into  a  steady,  iiio- 
liotonous  routine,  and   we  welcomed   the 
orders  that  sent  us  to  coninuinicate  with 
the  shore  after  dark   ;ind  try  and   get  a 
messenger  from  Havana.     Tliougli  unsuc- 
cessful, tliis  led  to  the  Porter^s  being  sent 
off   200  miles   along-   the    enemy's  coast, 
away  from   all   our   blockade  ]in(%  and 
directly  into  the  haunt  of  the  enemy's 
gunboats,  to  land  messengers  to  Gen- 
eral  Gomez.      We   found  th(^   enemy's 
gunboats  at   the  entrance  of  the   ver\' 
bay  we  were  ordered   into,  and   in   the 
morning  had   the   pleasure  of  driving- 
three  of  them  before  us.      They  return- 
ed in  the  afternoon,  I'e-en forced  by  two 
larger   vessels,  and    nearly   closed   the 
exit  from  the  bay  to  us  before  we  could 
get   out.      We    expected    more    trouble 
with  these  vessels  on  our  proposed  re- 
turn to  })ick  \\[)  tiie  messengers,  but  we 
never  went  back,  as  we   f(nind   oi'ders 
awaiting  us  at  Key  West  to  join  the  flag- 
ship in  the  expedition  to  Porto  Rico. 

There  had  been   no  real  fight ing-  up 
to  this  time,  and  we  started  with  ])lea- 
sant  anticipations  of  seeing  some.     The 
cruise    jn'oved    to    be   the    hardest  and 
longest  ever   made    by   a  torpedo-boat. 
It    lasted    three    weeks    during    which 
2800  miles  was  run  by  the  Porter,  some 
of    it   at    high     speed;     and    while    no 
breaks  or  accidents  occurred  that  could 
not  be  I'emedied  by  the  crew,  it  proved  one 
continuous  struggle,  with  small  but  inces- 
santly   occurring    bi'eakages,  due    to   the 
strain  of  constant  running-  in  a,  heavy  sea, 
and  allowed  but  little  rest  for  the  vessel's 
mechanics.    Running  as  the  squadron  did, 
without  lights,  it  required  the  most  ceas(v 
less  vigilance  to  keep  in  position  and  not 
run    into  some  vessel.      For  the  torpedo- 
boats   this    was  especially   hard,  :is   there 
were  but  two  officers  to  a  boat,  and  one 
of  these  had   to  be  on   watch    night  and 
day.      This  severe  duty,  taken  in  connec- 
tion with  the  fact  that   what  rest  we  g-ot 
was  of  a  very  unsatisfactoi'y  kind,  made 
the   duty  extremely   wearing.      Had    the 
weather    been    as    hot  as    that    the    Por- 
ter experienced  later  on    the   south   coast 
of    Cuba,    it    is    probable    that    the    crew 
would     have     succumbed.       As    it    was, 
we    went    through   in    fairly   good   state, 
only  two  men  giving  out  on  that  cruise. 

At  the  bombardment  of  San  Juan  the 
Porter  took  a  more  prominent  part  than 
was  eitiier  intended  or  desired,  but,  for- 
tunately, escaped   without  harm.      From 


all  information  that  had  been  obtained,  it 
was  understood  thatnoguns  were  mounted 
on  th(^  wall  to  the  eastward  of  the  Mori'o. 
To  this  apparently  safe  station  the  Porter 
was  oi'dered,  being  directed  to  renjain 
there  during  the  bond)ardment.  ])repared 
to  torpedo  any  annoi-ed  vessel  that  came 
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out  of  San  Juan  entrance.  The  assigned 
position  was  taken,  and  the  first  round  of 
the  attacking  vessels  was  completed,  when 
the  wall  that  was  supposed  to  be  without 
guns  developed  a  strong  and  active  bat- 
tery. As  the  attacking-  ships  were  then 
making  the  turn  out  at  sea  preparatory 
to  returning  for  tlie  second  round,  the  lit- 
tle Porter  occupied  a  position  of  undue 
prominence,  and  in  consequence  received 
the  entire  attention  of  this  biittei'y.  di- 
rectly vmder  which  she  lay.  It  is  hard 
to  understand  how  such  a  stoi'ui  of  pro- 
jectiles could  all  have  missed  her;  but  it 
was  not  a  chance  to  be  risked  a  second 
time,  and  befoi-e  the  battery  could  fire 
again  the  Porter  was  turning  out  at  full 
speed,  lii'ing  back  with  \\vv  1-poundei's, 
and  swallowed  u))  in  a  cloud  of  black 
smoke  from  her  own  funnels.  It  was  a 
nari'ow  escape,  and  it  was  evident  our 
i-eport  of  ''no  damage  and  no  casualties'"- 
was  received  by  the  flag-shi})  with  much 
relief. 

Cervera.'s    fleet    was    now    repoi-ted    as 
being  behind  us,  and  the  squadron  start- 
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ed  at  once  l)nck  towards  Key  West,  tlie 
Povf^r  k<H^pii)o-  up  eonneetioii  t]ii'oii;L;li 
tlie  v'nble  sia-tions  at  tlie  vni-ious  ])oi'ts 
aloii<>'  the  liomewai'd  traelc.  It  was  toujili 
service,  for  liio-li  speed  liad  to  l)e  ina(](\ 
however  roiiivli  the  wat(M'  or  liowever 
thick  tli(^  w(Mitli(M'.  Unknown  ))orts 
must  he  enter(Hkas  often  as  not  at  niulil, 
witlioiit  ])ih)la<^'e:  and  on  lliat  coast  a 
mistake  means  in  all  i)rohal)ility  the  loss 
of  the  vess<d.  for  the  S(ni  is  always  heavy 
and  the  shore  is  a,  net -work-  of  coral  rt^efs. 
Good  luck,  liowever,  attended  the  Porter, 
and  when  slie  did  finally  strike  a  reef  it 
was  inside  a  liarbor  and  in  smooth  water, 
and  sIh^  escaped  witli  sliii'lit  dama,iie  so 
little,  in  fact,  that  she  was  al)le  to  sleam 
to  ^lobile  and  I'epair  (.lamaues,  joinino- 
the  llai:,'  ship  aiiaiii  on  the  sixt.h  day,  just 
ill  time  to  accompany  tlie  Xctr  York  and 
Oi'egoii  to  Santiago. 

On  this  trip  and  on  th(^  blockade  of 
Sa.ntiaLi()  the  })ossibilities  of  the  tor])edo- 
boats  beiiiu-  :\h]o  to  keep  the  sea  and  do 
oruisei's"  duty  was  more  tlian  ever  exeni- 
l)lilied.  hilt  at  the  expense  of  ruinino-  the 
Porta'  as  a  torpeilo-l)oat.  The  waters  otl' 
Santiago  arc^  exposed  to  the  continual 
sweep  of  the  (>ast(M"ly  trade-winds,  and  the 
sea  is  always  roHinij-  alonu'  in  biii'  fi^'- 
rows.  For  more  than  tliree  weeks  after 
our  arrival  oil'  Santiago  llie  T\)rter  liad 
to  just  stay  and  take  what  came,  like  her 


h\<X  sisters  tlie  cruisers  and  battle-ships, 
and  whil(»  those  <;reat  structures  lay  al- 
most still,  their  eiiii-ines  stopped,  and  nei- 
tluM'  wind  nor  sea  having-  any  perceptible 
ettect  on  them,  the  Porter  had  to  keep  en- 
gines o-oiiio',  and  had  to  be  kept  nioviiio\ 
either  head  to  tlu^  sea  or  runnino-  off  with 
it.  Even  then  the  motion  v^as  bad,  and 
soon  i)ulled  all  the  crew  down  to  a  state 
of  physical  inellicieiiey,  while  their  nerves 
were  put  on  edg-e  from  loss  of  sle(^)).  The 
ceaseless  vigilance  re(|uired  at  night,  and 
the  constant  messenger  and  despatch  ser- 
vice fc([uired  during  the  tlay.  left  lit- 
tle of  our  time  unem})lo\"ed.  Tt  was 
ex])ected  that  the  Spanish  torjxnlo  -  boat 
destroyers  would  make  an  attack  on  the 
ileet  at  night,  and  this  i(l(M  was  further 
strengthened  by  an  alarm  the  second 
night  after  our  arrival,  during  which 
nearly  all  the  vessels  of  the  Eastern 
Squadron  were  hotly  engaged,  supposed- 
ly with  tori)edo-boats,  but  in  reality  with 
caves  in  the  shoiH^  line,  moving  trains  on 
shore,  and  the  tops  of  the  big'  waves. 
Next  day  the  Porter  found  lloating'  oil' 
Santiago  two  bron/e  torpedoes  which  had 
evident ly  been  rcH'ently  tired.  This  find, 
of  course,  strengthened  the  argument  of 
those  who  had  seen  torpedo-boats,  es})e- 
cially  that  of  the  vesstd  which  had  seen  a 
tor])edoboat  with  two  funnels  and  had 
sunk  her.      Later  it  was  found  that  these 
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two  torpedoes  were  fired  by  the  Reina 
Mercedes  at  the  Merrimac  on  the  night  of 
her  run  into  Santiago  Harbor,  and  hav- 
ing missed  lier,  floated  out  amongst  our 
fleet.  These  torpedoes  were  still  extreme- 
ly dangerous.  Any  ship  striking  the  for- 
ward end  of  one  Avould  have  fared  ex- 
actly as  if  the  torpedo  had  run  into 
lier.  It  was  therefore  necessary  either  to 
destroy  or  recover  these  machines.  Re- 
covery was  preferable,  of  course,  but 
extremely  dangerous  in  the  heavy  sea 
running,  unless  they  could  be  rendered 
harmless  by  the  removal  of  the  firing- 
pin  or  war- nose.  There  was  a  gallant 
attempt  to  do  this  by  a  young  officer  at- 
tached to  the  Porter,  who  jumped  over- 
board and  wrestled  w^ith  the  torpedo 
single-handed,  while  trying  to  unscrew 
the  firing-pin.  One  of  these  torpedoes 
was  lost  during  these  operations,  sinking 
despite  all  efforts  to  recover  it.  The  oth- 
er was  taken  on  board  the  Porter,  where 
it  remained  an  object  of  curiosity  to  all 
until,  on  our  arrival  at  New  York,  it  was 
transferred  to  the  torpedo  depot  at  New- 
port. 

The  routine  of  blockade  in  rough  wa- 
ter was  fast  wearing  us  out,  but  when 
Guantanamo  was  taken  a  port  of  refuge 
was  at  last«open  to  us.  Heretofore  we 
had  been  obliged  to  coal  at  sea  from  our 
colliers,  or  in  some  instances  from  tlie 
battle-ships — an  extremely  dangerous  and 
unsatisfactory  undertaking  for  a  small 
boat  with  thin  sides.  Bat  now  we  could 
coal  in  comfort,  and  occasionally  have  a 
few  hours  in  smooth  w^ater.  The  daily 
run  of  forty  miles  up  from  Santiago  to 
Guantanamo,  and  back  again  in  the 
evening,  was  thought  by  us  to  be  a  very 
little  price  to  pay  for  the  rest  and  sleep 
it  meant,  and  the  chance  it  gave  us  to 
stop  the  engines  for  a  while  and  make 
much  -  needed  repairs.  Things  moved 
quickly  now  towards  the  finish.  The 
marines  arrived  and  fought  their  way 
into  possession  of  the  hill-top  at  Playa 
del  Este,  and  the  bay  of  Guantanamo  be- 
gan to  fill  up  wntli  our  ships  —  battle- 
ships, cruisers,  torpedo-boats,  and  colliers 
— all  glad  to  get  out  of  that  everlasting 
sea  and  get  their  anchors  down  in  smooth 
water.  Then  came  the  arrival  of  the 
transports  and  the  landing  of  the  troops 
— incidentally  the  arrival  of  three  other 
torpedo-boats,  to  bear  the  Porter  company 
under  the  Morro  at  night,  and  share  the 


despatch  and  messenger  service.  This 
had  now  got  to  be  greater  than  ever,  on 
account  of  the  necessity  of  keeping  touch 
with  the  army.  The  blockade  was  drawn 
closer  at  night  tlian  ever,  and  the  tor- 
pedo-boats and  auxiliaries  lay  right  un- 
der the  Spanish  guns,  getting  so  close 
that  even  in  the  dark  nights  they  were 
often  seen  and  fired  at  from  both  sides 
of  the  entrance.  It  was  expected  that 
Cervera  w^ould  come  out  at  night.  The 
torpedo-boats  recognized  that  this  was 
to  be  their  opportunity,  and  each  one 
passed  the  hours  of  darkness  wdtli  all 
hands  ready  for  attack  and  the  vessel  as 
close  in  to  the  entrance  as  possible.  No 
one  for  a  moment  thought  that  the  Span- 
ish fieet  would  make  an  attempt  to  escape 
by  daylight,  and  all  the  torpedo-boats  left 
at  early  daylight,  going  to  Guantanamo, 
there  to  stay  and  rest  till  dark,  ready 
for  another  night's  vigil.  But  the  unex- 
pected happened— as  usual — and  caught 
not  only  all  the  torj>edo-boats  absent^  but 
the  battle-sliips  and  cruisers,  which  had 
taken  that  day  off  to  coal  —  all  too  far 
away  to  do  anything  but  hurry  doAvn  to 
Santiago  in  answer  to  the  telephone  mes- 
sage, "  Cervera  is  out,"  railing  at  their 
hard  luck  in  being  aw^ay,  and  hoping  the 
Spanish  would  turn  east,  and  that  we 
would  still  meet  any  vessels  which  had 
broken  through  and  got  awaj^.  But 
again  fate  was  against  us,  and  Cervera 
turned  to  the  westward,  and  of  all  the 
battle  for  which  we  had  waited  and 
watched  during  the  tedious  days  and 
nights  of  blockade  we  only  saw  the 
burning  wrecks,  the  crowds  of  wounded 
and  prisoners  being  brought  on  board 
our  vessels,  and  the  cheerful,  happy  crews 
of  our  own  ships  Avho  had  been  lucky 
enough  to  be  in  it. 

This  practically  ended  the  service 
afloat  U>v  the  torpedo-boats,  and  it  closed 
without  their  ever  having  had  a  chance 
to  prove  the  value  of  the  torpedo  in  ac- 
tion. 

But  this  strain  of  duty  had  put  the 
final  touches  to  the  already  failing  mo- 
tive power  of  the  Porter,  and  the  strug- 
gle to  keep  her  going  and  not  lay  off  for 
repairs  was  over.  It  was  a  cruise  of 
trial  and  hardship,  but  of  change  and 
excitement  enough  to  balance  the  ac- 
count. It  was  an  experience  one  is  glad 
to  have  had,  but  that  one  does  not  want 
again. 
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HANXAH    THE    QUAKEPtESS. 

AN     INCIDENT     0  F     THE     R  E  \'  0  L  U  T  I  0  N. 
BY    EDNAII    PROCTOR    CLARKE. 

HANNAH   the  Quakeress  sat 
And   knit,  by   the  parlor  door; 
And  she  lieard  witliiu   the  Brethren's  feet 
Pacing-  lier  sanded   floor; 

For  to-day — in   the  hour  of   fear. 

Of  defeat  by  land  and   sea, 
When   despair  had  clutched   the  hearts  that  fought 

Or  prayed   for  Liberty, 

When   lives  and  gold  seemed   flung 

In  a  useless,  hopeless  fight 
Wag'ed  by  a  handful  of  ragged  boys 

Against  great  England's  might. 

They  had  met  at  Friend   Isaac's  house 

To  vote  for  a  shameful  peace. 
(Better  their  gold  with   a  tyrant's  bond 

Than    Freedom's   beggared   lease  I) 

And  Hannah,  who  curtsied   them   in  ' 

By  two  and  three  and  four. 
With    their  brooding  lips  and   their   troubled   ej'es, 

Thought,  as  she  scanned   them  o'er: 

''They're  wanting  no  woman's  word: 

My  counsel   they'd  scorn  and   mock: 
But  I'll   set  my  chair  l)y  the  ])arl()r  door, 

And   turn  the   heel  of  m\'  sock." 

She  was  the  gentlest  dame. 

The  most  dutiful   wife,  in   town: 
Never  a  glint  of  her  heart's   lire  slipped 

'Neath  the  veil   of  her  lashes  brown. 

But  swifter  her  needles  clicked 

As  the  wavering  footsteps  went 
To  and  fro  till   for  ''Peace!"  for  "  Peace  1'' 

The  clamorous  voices  blent. 

'■  Peace!"— and   her  knitting  stopped 

As   the  dastard  votes  were  cast — 
As  the  Eldei'  read  them  one  by  one — 

And  Isaac's  name  was  the  last! 

All ! — in   through   the  wide-flung  door 

Burst  Hannah   the   Quakeress  then. 
A]id  with   heaving  bosom   and  storming  brow 

She  faced   the  astounded  men. 
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Tlie  blue  yarn  sock    in  her  linnd 

Shook  with  its  bristliiio-  steel 
As  she  snatched  the  votes  from  the  Elder's  grasp 

And  g-round   them  beneath  her   lieel. 

"Shame  on  you — traitors — cowards  — 

Who   fail  at  your  Countr^^'s  need! 
Who  would  sell  your  birthright,  sell  your  souls, 

In  your  paltry  selfish   greed! 

"We   want  not  your  Tory  gold! 

The  Lord  God  shields   our  right! 
Yea,  as  He  guided  Israel's  host, 

A  pillar  of   fire  by  night, 

"He   will   lead  our  Armies  ou  ! 

And  when  our  land  is  free  '' — 
The  blue  sock  waved  like  a  flag  of   war — 

"Traitors!   where  will  you   be?'' 

Si)eechless  the  Couucil  stood, 

Dumb  'neath   that   storm   of  shame, 
Till  Isaac  gasped:    "She  is  distraught! 

Out! — to  thy  knitting,  dame!" 

Then  how  she   flamed  and  turned! 

"Distraught  with   shame  of  thee! 
Yea,  Isaac  Arnett,  hold  tin"  tongue — 

Thou'lt  take  this  word   from  me! 

"  Now,  as  the  Lord  doth  hear, 

Choose  thou  'twixt  peace  aud  strife. 
I  married  thee   for  an  honest  man  ; 

ril  be  no  ti'aitor's  wife! 

"Thou  canst  keep  thy  house  and  thy  King. 

I  know  my   C^ountry's  worth! 
I'd  rather 'starve  in  her  frozen   fields 

Than  feed  at  a  traitor's  hearth  !" 

Flushed  Isaac's  cold   clieelc  then; 

The  Brethren    hung  their  heads; 
And  the  Elder  lifted   the  trampled  votes 

And  tore  them   into  shreds. 

"Thank   God  in   this  nest  of  fear 

There  beats  one  loyal  heart! 
Hannah   Arnett.  to  us  this  day 

A  Flame  of  the  Loi'd   thou    art! 

"Friends,  when   a   woman  leads. 

No   man   is  laggard    found! 
Here,  to  my  Country's  need  and   War 

I  pledge  an  hundred  pound.'' 

Then   the   Elder  lifted  his  pen 

And  wrote  his   gift  and  name. 
While   with    ten  and   twenty  and    fifty  more 

The  Brethren  crowding  came; 
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Aiul  stirred  as  the  great  deep  stirs 

When  a  tempest  smites  the  sea, 
They  pledged  their  lionor,  wealth,  and  lives 

xVgaiii  to  Liberty! 

And  wliat  of  Haujiah  the  dame, 

With   lier  heart  of  fire  and   steel? 
Oh!   she  smoothed  her  kerchief,  and   set   her  cap, 

And  finished  her  stockino-  heel. 


PANCHO'S    HAPPY    FAMILY 


BY    HENRIETTA    DANA    SKINNER. 


IT  was  the  close  of  the  long  hot  after- 
noon of  April  30  in  Manila.  Little 
Fancho  was  liaving  his  heart's  desire,  a 
ride  on  the  tramway.  He  had  liad  many 
joys  this  day;  for  had  his  papa  not  taken 
him  down  the  harbor  to  see  his  beautiful 
big  ship,  the  Santander  f  What  a  grand 
time  Pancho  had  had,  trotting  over  the 
deck  en  his  sturdy  little  legs,  poking  into 
every  corner,  and  being  carried  below  by 
the  sailors  to  see  the  big  guns  and  the 
huge  engines!  His  large,  wondering 
eyes  had  gazed  at  everything,  and  his  lit- 
tle tongue  had  wagged  incessantly  with 
question  after  question.  His  parents  liad 
followed  him  about,  bursting  with  pride 
over  his  quaint  sayings  and  gallant 
appearance  —  a  l)oastful,  nianl}^  little 
thi-ee -year- old,  in  white  linen  blouse 
and  short  wide  skirts,  a  huge  red  and  yel- 
low sash  round  his  fat  waist.  His  ]dumj) 
sunburnt  legs  wei'e  bare,  the  feet  incased 
in  low  white  socks  and  smart  red  ankle- 
ties.  A.  straw  hat  with  enormous  wide 
brim  and  I'cd  and  yellow  streamers  ci'own- 
ed  the  gay  little  figure,  and  from  under- 
neath peeped  out  the  chubby  olive  face, 
with  its  big,  searching,  knowing  eyes. 

''When  are  you  going  to  lick  the 
Yjinkees,  ])apa?"  he  asked. 

''  Oh,  they  wil]  be  along  in  two  or  three 
days,"  said  the  young  lieutenant,  airily. 
"You  can  come  and  seethe  ship  again 
to-morrow,  nfter  mass,  but  I  expect  we 
shall  be  getting  u})  steam  by  Sunday 
night,  and  by  Monday  or  Tuesday  you 
will  see  us  sail  out  of  the  harbor  to  meet 
the  Yankees  and  give  them  their  deserts." 

They  were  alone  in  the  tram-car — ])rac- 
tically  alone,  that  is,  for  the  Malay  driver 


did  not  count;  he  was  too  busy  whipping 
his  lazy  mules — so  the  proud  parents  could 
give  way  to  their  long  pent-up  feelings. 
They  put  the  little  chap  between  them, 
took  each  a  chubby  hand,  and  leaned  over 
him  adoringh'. 

"  What  are  we.  Pancho?'' 

"Happy  Family!"  .shouted  Pancho, 
with  a  joj'ous  chuckle,  kicking  out  his 
bare  legs. 

The^'  fell  to  hugging  him  and  devour- 
ing him  Avitli  kisses.  They  were  a  pair 
of  young  tilings,  the  lieutenant  and  his 
wife,  she  not  a  day  over  twenty,  he  per- 
haps three  or  four  years  older.  Lieuten- 
ant Don  Alejandro  Alvarez  was  not  any 
ordinary  every-day  Alvarez,  but  a  gen- 
uine Alvarez  de  Toledo  y  Porto  Carrero, 
scion  of  a  famous  military  family,  young- 
er son  of  a  younger  son  of  a  marques 
and  triple  grandee  of  the  bluest  blood  of 
Castile.  And  she — well,  it  had  been  a 
queer  match  for  an  Alvarez  de  Toledo. 
She  was  pretty,  sixteen-year-old  Trinidad 
Scholz.  of  Malaga;  her  father,  a  German 
by  birth,  was  a  naturalized  American  cit- 
izen, who  had  made  money  in  the  States, 
and  after  middle  life  had  gone  into  the 
wine  trade  in  Malaga,  and  married  the 
daughter  of  his  Spanish  partner.  The 
old  gentleman  had  retired  from  business 
a  numl)er  of  times,  but  always  found  him- 
self bored  to  death  in  idleness,  and  his 
latest  business  venture  led  him  to  Manila. 
This  v*;is  very  convenient,  for  Trinidad 
lived  with  her  father  while  her  husband 
was  at  sea,  and  as  he  was  now  stationed 
with  the  Pacific  squadron  at  the  Philip- 
pines, the  little  family  were  frequenth'  re- 
united. 

Franz  Scholz  lived  in  the  suburbs,  on 
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the  edge  of  tlie  foreign  quarter,  where  he 
could  have  gardens  and  shade  trees,  foun- 
tains and  wide  verandas,  to  alleviate  the 
heat.  At  the  beginning  of  his  residence 
ill  Manila  he  had  floated  the  American 
tlag  from  the  front  portico,  but  now  he 
was  in  a  quandary  between  adoptive  pa- 
triotism and  other  sentiments  conllicting 
with  it.  He  had  no  quarrel  with  the 
Spaniards;  he  had"  lived  among  them  for 
years;  his  business  interests  were  with 
Spain  and  her  dependencies;  the  wife  of 
his  old  age  had  been  a  Spaniard;  his 
(laughter  had  married  a  Spaniard,  an  otli- 
cor  of  the  Spanish  navy.  It  cut  the  old 
man  to  the  heart  to  pull  in  Old  Glory, 
l)ut  when  the  war  talk  began,  prudence 
and  affection  combined  to  advise  this  step. 
Now  his  heart  was  torn  anew.  His  bosom 
swelled  at  the  thought  of  Uncle  Sam's 
Ueet  sailing  in  its  majesty  to  plant  the 
Hag  of  freedom  on  the  soil  of  the  Philip- 
])ines;  but,  on  the  other  hand,  there  was 
his  well -beloved  son-in-law,  his  only 
J  child's  husband,  going  forth  on  the  Span- 
ish war-ship  to  defend  his  country  against 
the  invader.      It  was  a  hard  position. 

It  had  been  a  liard  position,  too,  for  the 
young  lieutenant.  He  had  a  genuine  af- 
fection for  his  Yankee  father-in-law,  who 
had  always  brought  up  his  daughter  to 
call  herself  an  American;  and  though  it 
seemed  a  little  far-fetched  in  her  case,  as 
she  had  been  born  on  Spanish  soil  of  a 
Spanish  mother,  and  had  never  set  foot 
in  the  United  States,  yet  Trinidad  had  al- 
ways seemed  to  share  her  father's  en- 
thusiastic devotion  to  the  stars  and  stripes. 
Since  the  relations  between  the  two  coun- 
tries had  been  strained,  she  had  said  little. 
She  knew  her  husband  must  fight  for  his 
country,  and  she  would  not  wish  him  to 
fail  in  his  duty;  so,  whatever  her  feelings 
might  be,  she  held  her  tongue  and  gave 
them  no  expression.  But  this  was  not 
satisfactory  to  the  proud,  sensitive  young 
Spaniard,  who  longed  for  his  wife's  whole 
allegiance.  When  the  day  came  that  war 
was  declared,  he  ventured  to  say  to  lier, 
timidly, 

"I  am  sorry,  Tarta,  that  it  is  my  duty 
to  fight  against  your  country." 

She  turned  towards  him  with  a  quick 
flash  in  her  eyes,  and  ga'zed  at  him  curi- 
ously for  a  moment.  Then  she  said, 
"Where  have  I  failed  towards  you,  Ale- 
jandro, that  you  do  not  know,  at  the  end 
of  four  years,  that  your  country  is  my 
country,  and  your  God  my  God?" 
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He  caught  her  to  his  breast;  but  even 
as  he  did  so  she  dashed  away  a  tear,  and 
a  few  minutes  later  she  was  pacing  the 
court-yard  with  her  old  father,  her  arm 
thrust  affectionately  through  his.  There 
was  peace  between  the  Yankee  and  tlie 
Spaniard,  because  Love  stood  between 
them. 

So  Papa  Scholz  had  a  friendly  greeting 
for  liis  gay-uniformed  son-in-law  when 
the  little  famil}^  returned  from  their  trip 
that  Saturday  evening.  The  old  gentle- 
man sauntered  out  on  to  the  veranda, 
cigar  in  mouth,  and  fanning  himself  la- 
zily. 

"  Well,  Ally  Handro,  couldn't  you  find 
anything  cooler  to  do  this  hot  day  than 
to  drag  your  family  out  on  the  baking 
bay  and  into  a  stuffy  ship?  Better  have 
staid  right  here  with  me.  You  look  as  if 
the  little  fellow  had  dragged  you  through 
a  knot-hole.  I  bet  you  he  asked  a  few 
questions !  So,  Tarty,"  kissing  his  daugh- 
ter, "you  don't  look  much  the  worse  for 
wear,  after  all.  Never  dreamed  your  hus- 
band would  let  you  go  down  there  in 
your  best  bib  and  tucker  to  flirt  with  all 
those  gay  Castilians.  He  doesn't  scare 
worth  a  cent,  does  he?  Hulloa,  Buster!" 
tossing  his  grandson  in  the  air  till  his 
skirts  spread  out  like  a  parachute.  "  Nev- 
er thought  I  should  see  you  again ;  thought 
they  would  want  to  make  you  captain  of 
the  ship  right  off.  Come,  tell  your  old 
grandpa  how  many  of  the  big  guns  you 
fired  off,  and  how  the  world  looked  from 
the  maintopmast  yard." 

They  had  a  grand  frolic  together,  the 
old  man  and  the  little  man,  till  Trinidad 
interfered,  and  said  the  child  would  never 
slee])  if  he  got  so  hot  and  excited.  Then 
Panclio's  colored  nurse  loomed  up  on  the 
horizon,  signalling  bedtime,  and  there 
were  more  hugs  and  embraces  and  bless- 
ings showered  on  his  little  person,  till  he 
was  borne  off,  kicking  joyously,  and  shout- 
ing: "Happy  Family!  Happy  Family! 
God  bless  Happy  Family!" 

The  Englishman  dropped  in  at  the 
evening  meal,  which  consisted  of  well- 
seasoned  dishes  of  fricasseed  meats,  abun- 
dant vegetables,  salad,  and  black  coffee. 
The  Englishman  often  turned  up,  and 
evidently  felt  at  home  with  the  little 
household.  He  was  fifty  years  of  age, 
and  alone  in  the  world,  but  in  the  days 
when  he  was  as  young  as  Don  Alejandro 
he  too  had  a  pretty  young  wife  and  little 
boy.     He  had  once  or  twice  referred  to 
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tliose  days  before  the  young-  couple,  and 
they  always  had  a  welcoirie  for  liirn,  and 
niuierstood  why  it  was  half  pleasant,  half 
sad,  for  him  to  see  them  together,  and  why 
a  fancied  resemblance  between  Trinidad 
and  his  love  of  long  ago  gave  him  a  ])e- 
cnliar  air  of  chivalrous  deference  and 
tenderness  towards  her.  He  had  been 
for  thirty  years  in  the  East  India  civil 
service,  and  his  v/ife  and  child  had  early 
sucenmbed,  partly  to  the  Indian  climate, 
partly  to  the  terrors  and  fatigues  endured 
in  an  insurrection  of  native  tribes.  He 
liad  come  to  Manila  about  the  same  time 
as  Papa  Scholz,  and  they  had  become  good 
friends  from  the  first. 

The  evening  meal  finished,  the  young 
lieutenant  and  his  wife  strolled  into  the 
garden,  wliile  the  old  gentleman  beck- 
oned the  Englishman  into  his  sanctum — a 
high,  vaulted,  airy  room,  looking  out  over 
l^alm  and  orange  trees  and  plashing  foun- 
tains. 

"  Come  in  here  where  they  can't  hear 
ns,''  he  said,  sinking  into  a  chair  and 
lighting  a  cigar.  "  I  must  talk  or  bust! 
I  have  to  be  holding  in  all  the  time  be- 
fore .hose  young  things.  Of  course  Alh^ 
Handro  has  got  to  fight  for  his  country: 
I  shouldn't  have  any  respect  for  him  if 
he  funlved;  and  of  course  she  thinks  it  is 
all  right,  and  it  is  best  she  should  feel 
tliat  way;  but,  oh,  how  I  should  like  to 
get  with  a  lot  of  Yankees  and  just  let  otf 
a  whoop  and  a  yell,  with  the  band  playing 
'John  Brown'  and  'Marching  through 
Georgia  '!  Yes.  sir,  I  fought  tlirough  the 
civil  war,  and  I  don't  like  war;  there's 
nothing  comforlal^le  or  pleasant  about  it 
to  either  side;  but,  I  tell  you,  there's  no- 
thing like  talk  of  war  or  sight  of  the  boys 
to  stir  the  blood  and  set  the  old  hearts 
beating!  Yet  here's  our  glorious  fleet 
with  the  blessed  stars  and  stripes  making 
for  these  shores  in  the  cause  of  humanity 
and  freedom,  and  I  have  got  to  hold  in 
and  not  say  a  word,  on  account  of  those 
poor  young  tilings  out  under  the  trees 
there  spooning." 

''Poor  young  things!  Let  them  be 
alone  together  as  long  as  possible."  said 
the  Englishman,  solemnly.  "It  may  be 
their  last  evening  on  earth  together." 

*'No!  you  don't  say!  Why.  our  lleet 
can't  possil)ly  get  here  for  two  days  yet. 
What's  the  danger?" 

''  I  think  there  has  been  a  serious  mis- 
calculation, and  that  the  Yankee  fleet 
may  be  here  to-night.      The  Spanish  lleet 


cannot  stand  np  before  it  for  a  moment. 
They  liave  hardly  three  ships  that  are 
fighters,  and  those  are  not  as  swift  and 
have  not  as  long-range  guns  as  the  Amer- 
icans. Their  only  hope  is  in  some  shrewd 
strategic  move  and  the  most  vigilant 
watch,  and  there  they  are  lying  quietly 
at  anchor  under  the  shadow  of  the  Ar- 
senal, without  steam  up  or  a  single  patrol 
on  the  lookout.  It  would  take  them  sev- 
eral hours  to  get  into  battle-array,  and 
the  moulh  of  tlie  bay  is  wide  and  hard 
to  defend.  You  may  be  sure  that  the 
Yankee  commodore  knows  their  weak- 
ness, and  will  take  advantage  of  it  by 
some  quick  decisive  action." 

"  Glor\^  hallelujah — "  began  the  old 
man;  then  he  suddenh^  remembered,  and 
checked  himself.  "  Poor  Ally  Handro!"' 
he  added,  in  a  more  subdued  tone.  After 
a  pause  he  remarked,  mournfully:  "  I 
wish  I  could  hate  the  Spaniards  with  a 
good  red-hot  hatred;  but  I  can't.  I  have 
lived  among  them  so  long  and  know 
them  so  well,  and,  hang  it!  I  can't  help 
liking  and  respecting  them,  though  they 
have  got  a  rotten  government.'' 

Alejandro  and  Trinidad  were  calling 
to  him  now  to  say  good-night,  for  the 
young  lieutenant  must  board  his  ship  be- 
fore nightfall.  The  Englishman  accom- 
panied him,  and  they  sauntered  through 
the  gayly  lighted  promenade  on  the  banks 
of  the  yellow  Pasig. 

"  You  have  always  had  a  kindly  feel- 
ing for  nn^  wife  and  myself,"  stannnered 
the  young  man.  ''  I  dared  not  alarm  my 
father-in-law.  but  for  her  sake  I  know  I 
may  treat  you  as  a  friend.  You  will 
guard  her  and  the  child,  will  you  not? 
You  have  been  in  these  parts  long  enough 
to  know  that  my  fears  for  them  are  not 
from  the  Amei-icans,  but  from  the  na- 
tives." He  shuddered.  The  Englishman 
clasped  his  hand.  Alejandro  swallowed 
hard,  then  went  on:  "A  soldier  ought 
not  to  marry.  It  makes  him  a  miserable 
coward  to  think  his  loved  ones  are  in 
danger  and  he  is  helpless  to  protect." 
He  waved  his  arm  towards  the  men-of- 
war  at  anchor  off  Cavite.  "Whatever 
we  may  say  before  the  world,  there  is 
not  a  man  »of  us  but  knows,"  he  said, 
with  set  teeth,  '"that  we  are  not  fit  to 
meet  the  Yankees.  We  hope  to  defend 
the  city,  but  in  an  open  light  those  ships 
are  mere  death-traps.  But  if  we  cannot 
save  Spain,  at  least  we  can  die  for  her. 
and   she   will  rejoice  that  her  sons  were 
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faithful  unto  death !"  x^Lgain  the  Eng- 
lishman gripped  bis  hand. 

"  Guard  my  dear  ones,"  faltered  the 
young  man  ;  then  dashing  the  drops 
from  his  eye^  he  sprang  lightly  on  board 
the  launch  that  was  to  take  him  to  Ca- 
vite. 

"  I  will,  I  w^ill,  God  helping  me!"  said 
the  Englishman,  and  the  launch  was  soon 
lost  in  the  darkness  that  brooded  over 
the  waters  of  the  great  bay. 

II. 

The  thunder  of  cannon  had  ushered  in 
the  dawn  of  Sunday.  Now  it  had  ceased, 
and  the  sky  for  miles  around  was  lighted 
with  the  fierce  glow  from  burning  wrecks, 
and  the  freshness  of  the  morning  was 
withering  in  smoke.  Having  a  solemn 
charge  to  fulfil,  the  Englishman  hastened 
through  the  streets  of  the  panic-stricken 
city,  driving  recklessly  through  swarming 
thoroughfares  out  to  the  almost  deserted 
suburbs.  His  mind  was  in  a  daze  of  pain, 
and  he  could  frame  no  ivords  to  convey 
his  awful  message.  He  entered  the  house, 
trembling  with  sympathy  for  its  desola- 
tion. He  turned  mechanically  towards 
the  sanctum  of  Papa  Scholz;  and  there, 
cowering  in  the  depths  of  a  huge  leather 
arm-chair,  was  the  poor  old  man,  his 
arms  embracing  Old  Glory,  liis  face  buried 
in  its  folds,  and  his  whole  body  shaking 
with  smothered  sobs.  He  held  out  one 
hand  to  the  Englishman,  but  did  not  lift 
his  face.  Before  they  could  exchange  a 
word  the  door  suddenly  opened,  and  Trin- 
idad stood  on  the  threshold,  wide-eyed  and 
tearless. 

"  I  saw  you  come.  I  know  you  will  tell 
me  the  truth,"  slie  said,  forcing  herself 
to  be  calm.  "  They  are  afraid  to  tell  me, 
but  I  know  there  has  been  a  battle  and 
we  are  defeated!" 

"Yes,"  stammered  the  Englishman. 

"And  those  flames?"  she  asked. 

"  The  Castillo  and  the  flag-ship  are  on 
fire,"  lie  said,  wretchedly. 

"  And  the  Santander}  Tell  me  of  the 
Santancle7%^^  she  cried,  breathlessly.  "  Is 
she  burning  too?" 

"No.     But—" 

"Did  she  surrender?"  She  almost 
screamed. 

"No!"  shouted  the  Englishman.  "Not 
a  man  of  them  surrendered.  They  nailed 
the  colors  to  the  mast  and  sank,  lighting 
to  the  water's  edge!" 

She    drew    a    long    breath.       "  Thank 


God  !"  was  all  she  said.  Then  she  turned 
white  and  still. 

He  caught  her  in  his  arms  and  laid  her 
on  the  lounge.  Her  father  sprang  up, 
and  the  two  men  labored  to  bring  her 
back  to  consciousness,  even  the  conscious- 
ness of  desolation  and  life-sorrow.  She 
did  not  fully  arouse,  however,  until  a 
glad  gay  shout  struck  their  ears,  the 
door  was  flung  open,  and  little  Pancho 
came  dancing  and  prancing  into  the  room 
in  all  the  glory  of  freshly  starched  linen 
and  bright  sashes. 

"Don't  tell  him,"  pleaded  the  mother, 
in  an  agonized  whisper. 

"Hurrah!  We  beat  the  Yankees!  I 
knew  we  should,"  called  out  the  child, 
dancing  up  to  the  Englishman.  Then 
he  stopped  short.  "I  thought  you  were 
papa,"  he  said,  disappointedly.  He  look- 
ed round  at  the  grave  faces  with  sudden 
misgiving. 

"We  did  beat  them,  didn't  we?"  he 
asked. 

"  Of  course  we  did,"  said  the  English- 
man, adding  under  his  breath  a  muttered 
"God  forgive  me!" 

"Hurrah  !"  cried  the  child  again,  twirl- 
ing round  and  round  till  his  skirts  stood 
straight  out  and  his  sash  wrapped  tightly 
round  him.  His  mother  tried  to  smile 
and  clap  her  liands.  But  he  suddenly 
caught  sight  of  his  grandfather,  and  a 
new  thought  struck  him.  He  ran  to  the 
old  man,  climbed  upon  his  knee,  and 
wound  a  loving  arm  round  his  neck. 

"Don't  mind,  dear  grandpa,"  he  said, 
soothingly.  "We  wouldn't  hurt  you 
for  anything.  We  love  3'ou  dearly,  even 
if  you  are  a  Yankee.  Dear  grandpa, 
don't  look  so  sad." 

For  the  tears  were  rolling  down  the 
old  man's  cheeks  and  he  raised  his  eyes 
to  heaven.  The  cliild  was  affected  by 
this  grief,  and  the  corners  of  his  little 
mouth  began  to  twitch.  His  mother 
sprang  up  with  an  effort  at  gayety,  took 
him  by  the  hand,  and  led  him  oft\ 

"Come  with  me,  Pancho,  and  we  will 
try  and  find  Pepe  and  Carlos,  and  you 
shall  get  your  drum  and  play  soldier 
with  them  in  the  court-3^ard." 

But  as  she  led  the  child  out  of  the 
room  he  was  still  looking  over  his  shoul- 
der in  a  troubled  way  at  the  old  man, 
and  called  out  consolingly  from  the  door- 
way : 

"Never  mind,  grandpa;  nobody  will 
hurt   you.      I'll  get  my  gun  and  protect 
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you.     AVe    love    you,  and   we're   Happy 
Family/' 

AVlieu  tlie  door  closed  after  theui  old 
Scliolz  took  the  flag  in  his  arms,  kissed  it 
;nid  stroked  its  folds,  and  talked  to  it  as  if 
it  were  a  live  thing. 

"Old  Glory,  Old  Glory!"'  he  said,  sad- 
ly. ''  It's  a  famous  victory,  perhaps,  but 
it's  a  cruel  tiling  you've  done  this  day, 
and  Heaven  knows  if  it  will  bring  you 
any  good!  God  bless  you,  Old  Glory, 
but  yon  have  broken  our  hearts  this 
dayl'^' 

The  Englishman  touched  him  on  the, 
shoulder.  '"Mr.  Scholz,  I  do  not  think 
you  are  safe  here.  I  should  like  you, 
with  Mrs.  Alvarez  and  the  child,  to  come 
to  my  house,  where  we  shall  be  nnder 
the  protection  of  the  troops.  Let  me 
help  you  remove  whatever  is  necessary 
as  soon  as  possible." 

"Are  you  crazy?''  asked  Scholz.  "Do 
you  wish  us  to  leave  this  remote  place, 
where  we  are  safe  from  shot  and  shells, 
and  take  us  right  into  the  thick  of  dan- 
ger? Why.  man,  if  the  Americans  bom- 
bard this  city,  or  land  trooi)s,  you  would 
get  the  hottest  of  the  shelling.  On  the 
contrary,  you  had  much  better  come  and 
stay  with  us  here,  where  you  will  be  out 
of  liarm's  way." 

The  Englishman  shook  his  head  grave- 
ly. "There  will  be  no  bombardment," 
he  said.  "The  Yankee  admiral  has  the 
sense  to  know  it  would  be  useless  when 
he  has  no  troops  to  hold  the  city  against 
the  Spanish  soldiery.  But,  my  dear 
friend,  there  are  worse  things  than  shot 
and  shell.  What  I  fear  is  not  the  fire  of 
tlie  xVmericans,  but  an  uprising  among 
the  natives.  This  victory  will  weaken 
the  power  of  the  Spaniards,  and  the  law- 
less element  that  hangs  round  the  city 
will  break  loose,  and  there  will  be  riot 
and  bloodshed  before  night.  I  know 
these  Eastern  tribes  better  than  you.  and 
I  know  that  wdien  pillage  and  massacre 
begin,    woe    to   any    one    that   comes   in 


th 


wav !     Tliev    torture   before    they 


kill,  and  no  woman  should  be  allowed  to 
fall  into  their  hands  alive." 

"]\Iy  good  friend,"  said  old  Scholz,  "if 
there  is  any  u})rising  it  will  be  in  sym- 
])athy  with  the  Americans.  I  am  an 
American  citizen  and  I  have  no  fear. 
The  American  flag  shall  fly  from  my 
door,  and  they  will  i-espect  it  and  not  en- 
ter. At  the  worst  I  am  fully  armed;  our 
servants  are   faithful;  I   can  arm  everv 


man  of  them.  But  our  best  protection  is 
Old  Glory  here." 

There  was  no  persuading  the  old  man  : 
but  the  Englishman  was  determined  to 
say  a  word  to  tlie  daughter'  that  might 
avail  for  their  safety.  In  the  court-yard 
Panclio  was  merrily  at  play  with  some 
young  companions  under  the  supervision 
of  the  colored  nurse.  The  young  mother 
was  traversing  the  court-yard  wearily, 
but  hastily,  evidently  desirous  of  reach- 
ing her  own  room,  to  be  alone  with  her 
grief  awhile.  But  the  Englishman  stopped 
her  for  a  moment. 

"Mrs.  Alvarez,"  lie  said,  "I  want  to 
beg  you,  if  you  feel  the  slightest  alarm 
in  this  unprotected  neighborhood,  to  take 
refuge  at  my  house  at  any  hour.  I  turn 
it  over  to  you.  Your  father  thinks  that 
the  United  States  flag  will  protect  this 
house  from  annoyance  from  the  natives, 
but  I  beg  you  not  to  trust  too  much  to 
that."  He  hesitated.  "  Mrs.  Alvarez," 
he  went  on,  "  your  husband  asked  me,  as 
a  last  request,  to  look  after  your  safety. 
I  should  have  done  so  in  any  case  for 
the  sake  of  one  whom  you  resemble. 
Twenty  years  ago  I  had  a  young  wife 
and  child.  M}-  duties  compelled  me  to 
leave  her  at  a  time  when  the  little  colony 
where  we  lived  was  threatened  by  an  up- 
rising of  the  natives."  He  drew  a  small 
silver  pistol  from  his  vest.  "I  gave  her 
this,"  he  said,  with  trembling  voice,  "and 
she  solemnly  promised  me  that  she  would 
never  fall  into  their  hands  alive.  Thank 
Heaven!  she  never  had  to  use  it;  but 
the  terrors  and  privations  sulfered  dur- 
ing that  insurrection  shortened  her  life, 
and  the  little  one  did  not  survive  her 
long.  But  there  are  worse  things  than 
death.  Mrs.  Alvarez,  I  have  few  me- 
mentos of  my  poor  wife,  but  may  I  give 
you  this?  AVill  you  accept  it  in  memory 
of  her?" 

She  gazed  at  him  abstractedly.  He 
hardly  knew  whetlier  she  understood 
him,  hut  she  murmured.  "' Thank  you," 
with  dry  lips,  and  took  the  little  weapon 
from  his  hand. 

"Take  care!  It  is  loaded!"  he  ex- 
claimed; and  she  smiled  a  little,  held  it 
carefully,  and  again  said.  "Thank  you." 
lie  knew  that  it  v/ould  be  mercy  to  leave 
her.  She  stretched  out  her  hand,  and  lie 
took  it  awkwardly,  saying.  "Remember 
that  my  house  is  safer  than  yours,  and  is 
at  your  service;''  and  so  he  left  her  to 
face  her  sorrow  alone. 
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The  Englishman  spent  a  weary  day 
tramping'  from  consulate  to  consulate, 
buttonholing  officials,  and  seeking  inter- 
views with  the  authorities  at  the  govern- 
I  ment  palace.  x\ll  were  agreed  as  to  the 
'  danger  of  riot  and  pillage  in  tlie  unpro- 
tected districts,  but  there  seemed  little 
lielp  to  be  got  from  them.  Their  hands 
were  full  with  the  effort  to  quiet  and  en- 
courage a  demoralized  and  disheartened 
city,  quivering  under  the  shock  of  defeat 
and  the  fear  of  bombardment.  They  must 
organize  defence  and  control  an  unruly 
poi)ulace  crazed  with  grief  and  terror.- 
Defiant  in  spite  of  all,  a  wave  of  pati-iot- 
ism,  heroic  in  its  desperation,  swept  over 
the  beleaguered  city,  but  all  faces  Avere 
turned  towards  the  foe,  and  little  prepara- 
tion made  to  meet  internal  danger.  Late 
in  the  afternoon,  however,  roused  by  ru- 
mors of  looting  and  massacre,  small 
mounted  detachments  were  hastil}^  sent 
to  patrol  the  outlying  suburbs.  The 
Englishman  breathed  easier;  but  as  he 
walked  slowly  homeward  through  nar- 
row streets- blocked  with  squads  of  sol- 
diery, religious  processions,  and  groups  of 
anxious  citizens,  and  passed  church  doors, 
wlience  issued  the  wails  and  prayers 
of  women  and  children,  he  inw^ardly  de- 
termined to  make  one  more  effort  to  in- 
duce old  Scholz  to  take  shelter  with  his 
family  under  the  shadow  and  protection 
of  the  English  consulate.  He  stopped  to 
izive  directions  to  the  servants  for  the  re- 
ception of  his  expected  visitors,  wlien 
loud,  piteous  calls  reached  his  ears,  and  a 
man  rushed  into  the  room  and  threw 
himself  at  his  feet,  whom  he  recognized 
as  a  faithful  native  servant  of  the  Alva- 
rez family. 

"The  mistress  sent  me  to  beg  you  for 
help,"  cried  the  man,  breathlessly.  "  The 
insurgents  have  risen,  and  ai'e  rioting  and 
looting  houses  within  a  ({iiarter  of  a  mile 
of  us.  The  old  man  is  standing  at  the 
door  with  his  flag,  and  vows  tliat  we  are 
safe,  and  the  mistress  will  not  leave  him, 
but  she  is  terrified  for  him.  She  has  arm- 
ed the  other  servants,  but  she  told  me  to 
fly  to  you  and  beg  for  he!]).'' 

"Thank  God !  the  guards  must  be  there 
before  this,"  cried  the  Englishman;  1)ut 
he  seized  his  rifle  aiul  pistols,  thrust  a 
knife  into  his  belt,  and  rushing  out  to  the 
stables,  dragged  out  and  mounted  the 
nearest  pony,  and  rode  like  a  madman. 
Heart  and  brain  were  on  lire,  and  he  was 


sick  w^itli  ap])rehension.  As  he  approach- 
ed the  Scholz  villa  all  seemed  quiet.  A 
mounted  guard  was  slowly  riding  up  and 
down  the  street.  He  approached  him 
and  asked  if  the  rioters  were  near. 

"Our  troops  overtook  a  body  of  them 
in  this  street,  not  far  from  this  spot,  and 
have  driven  them  off  into  the  country. 
You  can  see  some  marks  of  the  scufHe 
about  here.  That  was  the  last  house 
they  entered,  just  before  we  came  up," 
with  a  sweep  of  his  hand  toward  the  Villa 
Scholz. 

With  an  oath,  the  Englishman  drove 
spurs  into  the  pony  and  dashed  up  to  the 
door.  Springing  from  vhe  saddle,  he  was 
up  the  steps  with  one  bound,  and  there 
stood  riveted  to  the  spot  with  horror. 
Face  downward  across  the  threshold, 
wrapped  in  the  folds  of  Old  Glory,  his 
hands  tightly  grasping  its  pole,  lay  old 
man  Scholz,  the  veranda  stained  deep  with 
his  blood.  The  flag  that  he  thought  would 
be  his  best  defence  had  been  ignored  by 
the  savage  rioters,  intent  on  pillage.  With 
agroan,the  Englishman  staggered  through 
the  doorway  into  the  house.  He  hardly 
dared  to  look  about  him.  Two  horribly 
mutilated  bodies  dangled  from  the  rafters 
of  the  hall,  evidently  tl'ose  of  the  faithful 
Malay  servants  who  had  ti'ied  to  guard 
the  entrance.  Furnitui-e  had  been  wan- 
tonly broken  and  scattered  about,  and 
everything  of  any  value  seized,  but  the 
scene  of  destruction  did  not  extend  be- 
yond two  or  three  rooms  near  the  en- 
trance. It  was  plain  that  the  rioters  had 
been  disturbed  in  the  midst  of  their  work. 
Hope  and  courage  revived  in  the  Eng- 
lishman's heai't.  If  only  Trinidad  and 
the  child  had  hidden  in  some  remote 
room,  they  might  yet  be  safe.  He  hur- 
ried along,  opening  door  after  door,  and 
calling  loudly  the  beloved  names.  He 
was  beginning  to  think  that  she  might 
have  fled  before  the  rioters  arrived,  when, 
at  the  end  of  a  corridor,  he  saw  a  little 
shrine  of  the  Mother  of  Sorrows,  the  col- 
ored lamps  still  burning  brightly  in  front 
of  it,  and  a  Avonnurs  figure  lying,  half 
kneeling,  half  prostrated,  on  the  steps  be- 
fore it. 

'■  Trinidad  1"  he  called,  joyously.  "  Mrs. 
Alvarez  1  You  are  safe  I  Do  not  fear! 
You  are  safel'' 

But  the  figure  did  not  move.  There 
was  a  ghastly  hole  in  the  fair  temple,  and 
a  small  silver  pistol  lay  where  it  had 
dropped  from  the  little  nerveless  hand. 
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Something  made  a  slight  movement 
under  the  folds  of  her  wide  white  dress, 
and  tlie  Englisliman  stooped  down  ten- 
derly to  extricate  the  still  warm  body  of 
little  Paiicho,  the  crimson  stain  on  whose 
blouse  almost  rivalled  the  gay  colors  of 
his  sash  and  hose. 

"  Slie  did  better  work  with  herself  than 
with  the  child,"  sobbed  the  Englishman. 
"The  mother-hand  faltered  when  it  point- 
ed at  his  innocent  heart." 

Little  Pancho  stirred  again,  and  weari- 
ly opened  his  dim  eyes.  "Mamma,"  he 
said,  "  what  for  is  it  so  dark?" 

There  was  no  answer  from  the  still, 
white  figure. 

"  Mamma,"  he  cried  again,  his  lids  flut- 
tering feebly,  "what  makes  me  feel  so 
tired f      Then,  as   no   answer   came,   he 


Availed,  piteously :  "  Mamma,  I  want  you  ! 
Where  are  youi" 

''Hush,  dear:""  said  the  Englishman, 
brokenly.  "  Mamma  is  right  here.  But 
don't  wake  her,  dear;  she  is  asleep." 

A  slight  smile  crossed  the  pinched,  ash- 
en little  face.  The  lids  fluttered  again  and 
half  closed.      "And  grandpa?"  he  asked. 

'*  He  is  downstairs,  dear." 

"And  papaT'  faintly. 

"  He  is  very  near  you,  Pancho  darling; 
you  will  see  him  very  soon."" 

A  sudden  bright  smile  illumined  liie 
wan,  childish  countenance.  The  eyes 
opened  wide  for  an  instant.  '*  Ha])py 
Family !"'  murmured  little  Pancho.  con- 
tentedly. Then  the  weary  lids  closed 
once  more,  and  he  nestled  nearer  to  his 
mother's  side. 


SU]N-DOWX*S    HIGHEE    SELF. 

BY   FEEDERIC   REMINGTON. 


IS  VT  in  the  growing  dusk  of  my  room 
at  the  agency,  before  a  fire,  and  was 
somewhat  lonesoiiie.  My  stay  was  about 
concluded,  and  I  dreaded  the  long  ride 
home  on  the  railroad  —  an  institution 
which  I  wish  from  the  bottom  of  my 
heart  had  never  been  invented. 

The  front  door  opened  quietly,  and 
shut.  The  grating  or  sand-paper  sound 
of  moccasined  feet  came  down  the  hall, 
my  door  opened,  and  Sun-Down  Leflare 
stole  in-. 

"  Maybeso  you  wan' some  coal  on  dees 
fire— hey?"'  he  observed,  looking  in  at  the 
top  of  the  stove. 

"No,  thank  you — sit  down,""  I  replied, 
which  he  did,  performing  forthwith  the 
instinctive  act  of  making  a  cigarette. 

"Sun -Down.  I  am  going  home  to- 
morrow." 

"  Where  you  was  go  homef"  came  the 
guttural  response. 

"Back  East."" 

"Ah,  yees.  I  come  back  Eas"  myself 
— I  was  born  back  Eas'.  I  was  come  out 
here  long,  long  time  'go,  when  I  was 
boy." 

"And  what  part  of  the  East  did  you 
come  from?" 

"  Well— Pembina  Reever — I  was  born 
een  dat  plass,  un  I  was  geet  be  good  chunk 
of  boy  een  dat  plass — un,  by  gar,  I  wish 


I  geet  be  dead  man  een  dat  plass.  ^lay- 
beso  I  week" 

"You  think  you  will  go  back  some 
day?"'  I  ventured. 

"Oh,  yees  —  I  tink  eet  weel  all  come 
out  dat  way.  Some  day  dat  leetle  baby 
he  geet  ole  for  mak  de  travel,  un  I  go 
slow  back  dat  plass.  I  mak  dat  baby 
grow  up  where  dar  ees  de  white  woman 
un  de  pries'.  I  mak  heem  'ave  de  farm, 
un  not  go  run  roun'  deese  heel  on  de 
dam  pony.''  Sun-Down  threw  away  his 
cigarette,  and  leaned  forward  on  his 
hands. 

"  You  are  a  Roman  Catholic?"  I  asked. 

"  Y'ees,  I  am  Roman  Catholic.  Dose 
pries'  ees  de  only  peop'  what  care  de  one 
dam  "bout  de  poor  half-breed  Enjun. 
\"ou  good  man,  but  you  not  so  good  man 
lak  de  pries'.  Yon  go  run  roun'  wid  de 
soldier,  go  paint  up  deese  Enjun,  un  den 
go  back  Eas' ;  maybeso  nevair  see  you 
'gain.  Pries'  he  stay  where  we  stay,  un 
he  not  all  de  while  wan'  hear  how  I 
raise  de  hell  ober  de  country.  He  keep 
say,  'You  be  good  man,  Sun-Down';  un, 
by  gar.  he  keep  tell  me  how  for  be  good 
man. 

'"I  be  pi'etty  good  man  now;  maybeso 
eet  'cause  I  too  ole  for  be  bad  man;*'  and 
Sun-Down's  cynicism  had  asserted  itself, 
whereat  we  laughed. 
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It  occurred  to  me  that  time  had  foug'lit 
for  the  priest  and  against  the  medicine- 
man in  these  parts,  and  I  so  inquired. 

"  Yees,  dey  spleet  even  nowday.  Pries' 
he  hes'  man  for  half-breed;  but  lie  be 
white  man,  un  course  he  not  know  great 
many  ting  what  dose  Enjun  know." 

"  Why,  doesn't  he  know  as  much  as  the 
medicine-man?"  came  my  infantlike  ques- 
tion. 

"Oh,  well,  pries'  lie  good  peop';  all 
time  he  varrie  good  for  poor  Sun-Down; 
but  I  keep  tell  you  he  ees  white  man. 
All  time  wan'  tak  care  of  me  when  I  die. 
Well,  all  right,  dees  Enjun  medicine-man 
she  tak  care  of  me  when  I  was  leeve 
sometime.  You  s'pose  I  wan'  die  all 
time?  No;  I  wan'  leeve;  un  I  got  de 
medicine  ober  een  my  tepee— varrie  good 
medicine.  Eet  tak  me  troo  good  many 
plass  where  I  not  geet  troo  maybeso." 

"  What  is  your  medicine,  Sun-Down?" 

"Ah,  you  nevair  min'  what  my  med- 
icine ees.  You  white  man;  what  you 
know  'bout  medicine?  I  see  you  'fraid 
dat  fores'" fire  out  dair  een  dose  mountain. 
You  ask  de  question  how  dose  canyon 
run.  Well,  you  not  be  so  'fraid  you  'ave 
de  medicine.  De  medicine  she  tak  care 
dose  fire. 

"White  man  she  leeve  een  de  house; 
she  walk  een  de  road;  she  nevair  go  half- 
mile  out  of  hees  one  plass;  un  I  guess  all 
de  medicine  he  care  'bout  he  geet  een 
hees  pocket. 

"  I  see  deese  soldier  stan'  up,  geet  keel, 
geet  freeze  all  up;  don'  'pear  care  much. 
He  die  pretty  easy,  un  de  pries'  he  all  time 
talk  'bout  die,  un  dey  don't  care  much 
'bout  leeve.  All  time  deese  die:  eet  mak 
me  seeck,  Enjun  she  wan'  leeve,  un,  by 
gar,  she  look  out  pretty  sharp  "bout  eet 
too. 

"  Maybeso  white  man  she  don'  need 
medicine.  White  man  she  don'  "pear 
know  enough  see  speeret.  Humph  I 
white  man  can't  see  wagon-track  on  de 
grags;  don'  know  how  he  see  wagon-track 
on  de  cloud.  Enjun  he  go  all  ober  de 
snow;  he  lie  een  de  dark;  he  leeve  wid 
de  win',  de  tunder— well,  he  leeve  all  time 
out  on  de  grass — iiight-Linie— daytime — 
all  de  time." 

"Yes,  yes  —  certainly,  Sun-down.  It 
is  all  very  strange  to  me,  but  how  can 
you  prove  to  me  that  good  comes  to  you 
which  is  due  to  your  medicine  alone?" 

"  Ah-h — my  medicine — when  weai'eshe 
evair  do  me  any  good?     Ah-h,  firs'  time 


I  evair  geet  my  medicine  she  save  my 
life— what?  She  do  me  great  deal  good, 
I  tell  you.  Eef  dose  pries'  be  dair,  she 
tell  me,  'You  geet  ready  for  die';  but  I 
no  wan"  die. 

"Well,  fellar  name  Wauchihong  un 
me  was  trap  de  bevair  ovair  by  de  Souris 
Reever,  un  we  weare  not  geet  to  dat  reever 
one  night,  un  weare  lay  down  for  go 
sleep.  We  weare  not  know  where  we 
weare.  We  weare  wak  up  een  de  middle 
of  dat  night,  un  de  plain  she  all  great 
beeg  grass  fire.  De  win'  she  weare  blow 
hard,  un  de  fire  she  come  '  whewo-0-0  I' 
We  saj,  where  we  run?  My  medicine  she 
tell  me  run  off  lef  hair,  un  Wauchihong 
hees  medicine  tell  heem  you  run  oft'right- 
lian'  way.  I  weare  say  my  medicine  she 
good;  he  weare  say  hees  medicine  varrie 
ole — have  done  de  great  ting — weare  nev- 
air fail.  We  follow  our  medicine,  un  so 
we  weare  part.  I  run  varrie  fas',  un  lee- 
tle  while  I  fall  een  de  Souris  Reever,  un 
den  I  know  dose  fire  she  not  geet  Lefiare. 
My  medicine  was  good. 

"  Nex'  day  I  fin'  Wauchihong  dead. 
All  burn — all  black.  He  was  burn  up 
een  dose  fire  what  catch  heem  on  de  plain. 
De  win'  she  drove  de  fire  so  fas'  he  could 
do  not'ing,  un  hees  medicine  she  lie  to 
heem. 

"  You  s"[)ose  de])ries'  he  tole  me  wheech 
w^ay  for  run  dat  night?  No;  she  tell  me 
behave  myself,  un  geet  ready  for  die  right 
dair.      Now  what  you  tink?"' 

Revelations  and  truths  of  this  sort  were 
overpowering,  and  no  desire  to  change  a 
man  of  Sun-Down's  age  and  rarity  came 
to  my  mind;  but  in  hopes  I  said,  "  Did  it 
evei*  so  hap[)en  that  your  medicine  failed 
you?"' 

"My  medicine  she  always  good,  but 
medicine  ees  not  so  good  onetime  as  nod- 
der  time.  Do  you  s'pose  I  geet  dat  soldier 
order  to  Buford  eef  my  medicine  bad?  But 
de  medicine  she  was  not  ac'  varrie  well  dat 
time. 

"  Deed  you  evair  lie  down  alone  een 
de  bottom  of  de  Black  Canyon  for  pass  de 
night?  I  s'i)Ose  you  tink  dair  not'iiig  but 
bear  een  dat  canyon  ;  but  I  'ave  'ear  dem 
speerets  dance  troo  dat  canyon,  un  I  'ave 
see  dem  shoot  troo  dem  pine-tree  when  I 
was  set  on  de  rim-rock.  Deed  you  evair 
see  de  to])  of  dose  i-eever  een  de  moon- 
light? What  you  know  'bout  what  ees 
een  dat  reever?  White  man  he  don"t 
know  so  much  he  tink  he  know.  Guess 
de  speeret  don'  come  een  de  board  house, 
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but  she  liowl  rouu'  de  tepee  een  de  wiii- 
tair  iii<>lit.  Enjuii  see  de  speerets  dance 
uu  talk  plenty  een  de  lodge  fire;  white 
man  he  see  nothing  but  de  coffee  boil. 

"White  man  niak  de  wagon,  un  de 
seelver  dollar,  un  de  dam  railroad,  un  ho 
tink  dat  ees  all  dair  ees  een  de  countiy ;'' 
and  Sun-Down  left  off  with  a  guttural 
"  humph,"  ^Yhicll  was  the  midship  shot  of 
disaster  for  me. 

"  But  you  don't  tell  the  priest  about 
this  medicine?" 

"No — what  ees  de  use  for  tell  de  pries'? 
— he  ees  white  man." 

I  asked  Sun -Down  what  was  the  great- 
est medicine  he  ever  knew,  and  he  did 
not  answer  until,  fired  bj'  my  doubts,  he 
continued,  slowly,  "My  medicine  ees  de 
great  medicine." 

A  critic  must  be  without  fear,  since  he 
can  never  fully  comprehend  the  intent  of 
other  minds,  so  I  saw  that  fortune  must 
favor  my  investigations,  for  I  knew  not 
ho^v  to  proceed;  but  knowing  that  action 
is  life,  I  walked  quickly  to  my  grip-sack 
and  took  out  my  silver  pocket-flask,  say- 
ing: "Yon  know,  Sun-Down,  very  well, 
that  it  is  dead  against  the  rule  to  give 
a  redskin  a  drink  on  a  United  States 
agency,  but  I  am  going  to  give  you  one 
if  you  will  promise  me  not  to  go  out  and 
talk  about  it  iu  this  collection  of  huts. 
Are  you  with  me?" 

"Long-Spur — we  pretty  good  frien' — 
hey?     I  weel  say  not  a  ting." 

Then  the  conventionalities  were  gone 
through  with,  and  they  are  doubtless 
familiar  to  many  of  my  readers. 

"Now  I  tole  you  dees  ting — what  was 
de  great  medicine— but  I  don'  wan'  you 
for  go  out  here  een  de  village  un  talk  no 
more  dan  I  talk — are  you  me?" 

"  I  am  you,"  and  we  forgathered. 

"Now  le's  see;  I  weel  tole  you  'bout 
de  bigges'  medicine,"  and  he  made  a  ciga- 
rette. 

"  You  aire  young  man — I  guess  may  be- 
so  you  not  born  when  I  was  be  medicine- 
man ;  but  eet  was  bad  medicine  for  Ab- 
saroke,  un  you  mus'  not  say  a  ting  'bout 
dees  to  dem.  I  am  good  frien'  here  now, 
but  een  dose  day  I  was  good  frien'  of  de 
Piegan,  un  dey  wan*  come  down  here  to 
de  Absaroke  un  steal  de  pony.  De  party 
was  geet  ready — eet  was  ten  men.  un  we 
come  on  de  foot.  We  come  "long  slow 
troode  mountain  un  was  hunt  for  de  grub. 
Aftair  long  time  we  was  tin'  de  beeg 
Crow  camp— we  was  see  eet  from  de  top 


of  de  Pryor  Mountain.  Den  we  go  'way 
back  up  head  of  de  canyon, "way  een  dat 
})lass  where  de  timber  she  varrie  tick,  un 
we  buil'  de  leetle  log  fort,  'bout  as  beeg  as 
t'ree  step  'cross  de  meddle.  We  was  wan' 
one  i)lass  for  keep  de  dry  meat;  we  weare 
not  wan'  any  one  for  see  our  fire:  un  we 
weare  put  up  de  beeg  fight  dair  eef  de 
Absaroke  she  roun'  us  up. 

'*  Een  dose  day  de  Enjun  he  not  come 
een  de  mountain  varrie  much — dey  was 
hunt  de  buffalo  on  de  flat,  but  maybeso 
she  come  een  de  mountain,  un  we  watch 
out  varrie  sharp.  Every  night,  jus"  sun- 
down, we  go  out — each  man  by  hees  self, 
un  we  watch  dat  beeg  camp  un  de  horse 
ban's.  Eet  was  "way  out  on  de  plain 
great  many  mile.  White  man  lak  you 
lie  see  not"ing.  but  de  Enjun  lie  mak  out 
de  tepee  un  de  ponj'.  I  was  always  see 
much  bettair  dan  de  odder  Enjun — varrie 
much  bettair — un  when  w^e  come  back  to 
de  log  fort  for  smoke  de  pipe,  I  was  tole 
dose  Enjun  jus'  how  de  countrj^  lay,  un 
w^here  de  bes'  plass  for  catch  dem  pony." 

I  think  one  who  has  ever  looked  at 
the  Western  landscape  from  a  mountain- 
top  will  understand  what  Sun-Down  in- 
tended by  this  extensive  view.  If  one 
has  never  seen  it,  words  will  hardlj"  tell 
him  liow  it  stretches  away,  red,  yellow, 
blue,  in  a  prismatic  wa}^  shaded  by 
cloud  forms  and  ending  among  them— a 
sort  of  topographical  map.  I  can  think 
of  nothing  else,  except  that  it  is  an  un- 
real thing  to  look  at, 

"Well,  for  begeen  wid,  one  man  she 
always  go  alone;  nex' night  noddair  man 
go.  Firs'  man  she  'ave  de  bes'  chance, 
un  eet  geet  varrie  bad  for  las'  man,  'cause 
dose  Enjuii  dey  catch  on  to  de  game  un 
watch  un  go  roun'  for  cut  de  trail.  But 
de  Enjun  horse-t'ief  he  mak  de  trail  lak 
de  snake— eet  vari'ie  hard  for  peek  up. 

"  I  was  'ave  de  idea  I  geet  be  medicine- 
m*an.  un  I  tole  dem  dey  don'  know  iio- 
fing  'cause  dey  cannot  see,  un  I  tole  dem 
I  see  everyting;  see  I'ight  troo  de  cloud. 
I  say  each  dose  Enjuii  now  you  do  jus' 
what  I  tole  you.  den  you  fin'  de  pony. 

"So  de  firs'  man  he  was  start  off  een 
de  afternoon,  un  we  see  lieem  no  more. 
AVhen  de  man  was  geet  de  horse,  un  may- 
beso de  scalp,  he  skin  out  for  de  Piegan 
cam)). 

"Nex'  night  noddair  man  she  go  start 
off  late  een  de  afternoon. un  I  go  wid  heem, 
un  I  sais,  'You  stay  here,  pull  your  robe 
ovair  your  head,  un  I  go  een  de  brush  un 
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niak  de  medicine  for  tell  wliere  ees  g-ood 
plass  for  heein  to  go.'  Wlieii  I  was  rnak 
do  medicine  I  come  back,  un  we  set  dair  on 
do  mountain,  un  I  tell  lieeni  where  he  go 
■way  out  dair  on  de  plain.  I  sais :  '  You  go 
down  does  canyon  un  follow  de  creek 
down,  un  twenty-five  mile  out  dair  you 
fur  de  horse  ban'.  You  can  sleep  one 
night  een  de  plass  where  I  was  point  heem 
out — den  you  geet  de  pony.  Eef  you  not 
fill'  eet  so,  I  am  not  medicineman.' 

"So  dees  man  was  go.  One  man  she 
go  every  night,  un  I  w\as  set  een  de  log 
fort  all  'lone  las'  night.  I  was  say  eef 
deese  Enjun  she  do  what  I  tole  heem,  I  be 
beeg  great  medicine-man  dees  time.  Den 
I  geet  varrie  much  scare,  for  I  was  las'  man, 
un  dose  Absaroke  dey  sure  begin  see  our 
trail,  un  I  put  out  de  fire  een  de  log  fort, 
un  I  go  otf  down  de  mountain  for  geet 
'way  from  de  trail  what  deese  Enjun  she 
mak,  I  was  wan'  mak  de  fire  on  dees 
mountain,  'cause  she  jus'  'live  wid  dose 
grizziU^-bear.  I  varrie  much  'fraid — I  sleep 
een  de  tree  dat  night,  un  jus'  come  day  I 
was  go  down  de  creek  een  de  canyon.  I 
was  walk  een  de  water  nn  walk  on  de 
rocks.  I  was  geet  big  ban'  elk  to  run 
ovair  my  trail.  I  was  walk  long  de  rim- 
rock,  un  was  geet  pretty  w^ell  down  een  de 
plain.  I  was  sleep  dat  night  een  de  old 
bear-cave,  un  I  was  see  dees  camp  pretty 
well.  Eet  was  good  plass,  'bout  ten  mile 
out  een  de  uppair  valley  of  de  Beeg-Horn 
Reever,  but  I  w^as  'ave  be  careful,  for  dose 
Enjun  dey  weare  run  all  ovair  de  coun- 
try hunt  deese  horse-t'ief  tracks.  Oh,  I  see 
dem  varrie  well.  I  see  Enjun  come  up 
my  canyon  un  pass  by  me  so  near  I  hear 
dem  talk.      I  was  scare. 

"Jus'  come  dark  I  crawl  up  on  de  rim- 
rock,  un  eet  was  rain  hard.  Enjun  she 
no  lak  de  rain,  so  I  sais:  '  I  go  down  now. 
I  keep  out  een  de  heel,  for  I  see  varrie 
much  bettair  dan  de  Absaroke,  un  eef  I 
tink  de\"  see  me  I  di'op  een  de  sage-bush.'  " 
And  here  Sun-Down  laughed,  but  I  did 
not  think  such  hide-and-seek  was  very 
funny. 

"  Eet  geet  varrie  dark,  un  I  walk  up  to 
dees  camp,  not  more  dan  ten  step  from  de 
tepee.  1  tak  de  dry  meat  off  de  pole  un 
trow  eet  to  dose  dog  for  mak  dem  Iceep  still 
while  I  was  hoar  de  Absarol^e  laugh  un 
talk.  De  dog  he  bark  not  so  much  at  de 
Enjun  as  0(M"  I  be  de  white  man  ;  jus" 
same  de  white  man  dog  he  bite  de  dam 
leg  off  de  Enjun. 

"  T  cut  de  rope  two  fine  pony  what  was 


tie  up  near  de  lodge,  un  I  know  deese  weare 
war-pony  or  de  strong  buffalo-horse.  I 
lead  dem  out  of  dose  camp.  Eet  was  no 
use  for  try  geet  more  as  de  two  pony,  for 
I  could  not  run  dem  een  de  dark  night.  I 
feel  dem  all  ovair  for  see  dey  all  right.  I 
could  not  see  much.      Den  I  ride  off." 

"  You  got  home  all  right,  I  suppose?" 

"Eef  I  not  geet  liome  all  right,  by  gar, 
I  nevair  geet  home  'tall.  Deychasse  me, 
I  guess,  but  I  "ave  de  good  long  start,  un 
I  leave  varrie  bad  trail,  I  tink.  Man  wid 
de  led  horse  he  can  leave  blind  trail  more 
def'rent  dan  when  he  drive  de  pony. 

"When  I  geet  to  dat  Piegan  camp  I  was 
fin'  all  dose  Enjun  'cept  one:  he  was  nev- 
air come  back.  Un  I  sais  my  medicine 
she  ees  good:  she  see  where  no  one  can 
see.  De\^  all  .sais  niy  medicine  she  varrie 
strong  for  steal  de  pony.  I  was  know 
ting  what  no  man  she  see.  Dey  was  all 
fin'  de  camp  jus'  as  I  say  so.  I  was  geet 
be  strong  een  dat  camp,  un  dey  all  say  I 
see  bes' jus'  at  sun-down,  un  dej^  always 
call  me  de  sun -down  medicine." 

I  asked,  **  How  did  it  happen  that  you 
could  see  so  much  better  than  the  others; 
was  it  your  medicine  which  made  it  pos- 
sible?'" 

"No.  I  was  fool  dose  Enjun.  I  was 
'ave  a  new  pair  of  de  fier-glass  w^hat  I 
was  bu}'  from  a  white  man,  un  I  was  not 
let  dose  Enjun  see  dem — dat  ees  how." 

"So,  you  old  fraud,  it  was  not  your 
medicine,  but  the  field  -  glasses?"'  and  I 
jeered  him. 

"Ah,  dam  white  man,  slie  nevair  un- 
derstan'  de  medicine.  De  medicine  not  'ave 
anyting  to  do  wid  de  fiel'-glass;  but  how 
you  know  what  happen  to  me  een  dat 
canyon  on  dat  black  night?  How  you 
know  dat?  Eef  eet  not  for  my  medicine, 
maybeso  I  not  be  here.  I  see  dose  speeret 
— -dey  was  come  all  roun'  me — but  my 
medicine  she  strong,  un  dey  not  touch 
me."" 

"  Have  a  drink,  Sun-Down.""  I  said,  and 
we  again  forgathered.  The  wild  man 
smacked  his  lips. 

*'  I  say,  Sun-Down,  I  have  always  treat- 
ed you  well;  I  want  you  to  tell  me  just 
what  that  medicine  is  like,  over  there  in 
your  tepee." 

'"Ah.  dat  medicine.  Well,  she  ees  leetle 
bagful  of  do  bird  claw,  de  wolf  tooth,  free 
arro\f-head.  un  two  bullet  what  'ave  go 
troo  my  body.'" 

"Is  that  all?"' 

"  Ah,  you  white  man  !"' 
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BY  JOHN  E.  BENNETT. 


ri^HERE  are  upon  tlie  soutliwest  ex- 
JL  tremity  of  the  United  States,  and 
distributed  along"  the  coast  for  tliree  hun- 
dred miles,  from  the  latitude  of  San  Fran- 
cisco to  that  of  San  Dieg'O,  certain  isl- 
ands, nine  in  number  and  of  various 
areas,  about  ^Yllich  neither  geography  nor 
history  has  mucli  to  say.  These  ai'e  the 
only  seaboard  islands  on  tlie  Pacilic  be- 
longing to  the  United  States,  if  we  do  not 
consider  those  of  Alaska,  and  those  nu- 
merous tin\^  aits  or  eyots  in  the  waters 
of  the  Sound  country,  nor  the  Hawaiian 
group.  There  are  from  the  Golden  Gate 
to  the  British  line  a  few  rock  reefs  ov 
single  cones  sitting  like  black  stacks  here 
and  there  in  the  sea,  and  at  greater  or  less 
distances  from  the  blutt'y  shores;  but  these 
have  no  claim  to  be  spoken  of  as  islands; 
that  dignity  belongs  alone  to  those  in- 
sular elevations  in  the  ocean  Ivino-  south 


of  the  thirty-eighth  parallel,  and  ending, 
for  us,  at  the  Mexican  boundary. 

Nature,  however,  taking  no  note  of 
political  division-lines,  has  not  stopped  at 
this  i)oint  the  southern  trend  of  her  isl- 
and dei)osition.  but  she  has  carried  them 
on  aci'oss  tlie  line,  along  the  mountain- 
ous coast  of  Lower  California, where  they 
are  found  under  the  names  of  San  Marten, 
Sail  Geronimo,  Cerros,  Los  Lobos,  and  so 
on,  to  the  equator. 

None  of  tliese  are  hirge,  and  the  entire 
aggregate  area  of  the  nine  belonging 
to  us  does  not  exceed  three  hundred 
and  fifty-one  square  miles,  or  less  than 
two  hundred  and  twenty-five  thousand 
acres.  Separately  they  grade  in  size 
from  one  hundred  and  seventy-six  square 
miles,  which  is  the  area  of  Santa  Catalina, 
to  less  than  two  square  miles,  which  is 
that  of  botli   Santa  Barbara  and  the  lar- 
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gest  of  the  Farallones.  The  others,  mea- 
sured in  square  miles,  are  Santa  Cruz, 
115;  Santa  Rosa,  112;  San  Miguel,  183; 
San  Clemenle,  72;  San  Nicolas,  36;  and 
Anacapa,  12.  Tliey  lie  in  the  arid  re- 
gion, at  an  average  distance  of  thirty 
miles  from  the  mainland,  and  they  are 
uniform  in  their  aspect  of  desolation. 
For  the  most  part  their  surfaces  present 
the  characteristics  of  table-lands;  some 
are  rounded  hummocks;  but  Santa  Cata- 
lina  is  formed  of  two  mountains,  which 
pinch  into  sharp  peaks  three  thousand 
feet  high,  and  spread  bek)w  them  a  jum- 
ble of  ridges  and  ravines,  the  broken  sur- 
face occasionally  interrupted  by  small 
plateaus. 

The  Farallones  group  is  a  g-ranitic 
dike,  but  the  others  are  mostly  lava. 
It  is  a  heavy  black  basalt  that  lies  mass- 
ed in  its  hardened  meltings,  and  shows  a 
surface  often  of  smooth  rounded  lumps 
or  semi-spheroids,  revealing  the  contract- 
ing effects  of  the  extrusion  of  heat. 

Sometimes  along  with  the  basalt  there 
is  country  rock  such  as  is  found  on  the 
mainland.  This  rock  has,  by  the  action 
of  the  weather,  become  degraded,  and  of- 
ten at  the  mouth  of  a  canyon  on  the  lee 
side  of  the  island  there  is  spread  a  plea- 
sant level  of  land.  It  has  been  formed 
by  the  detritus  borne  down  from  the 
higher  areas  by 
the  canyon's 
stream.  This  has 
been  deposited 
here,  and  it  has 
built  up  the 
ocean  floor  be- 
side the  roots  of 
the  island.  As 
it  arose,  the  sea 
was  pushed  back, 
until  a  little  flat 
was  made,  and  it 
stands  there  now 
covered  with  its 
scrub  oak,  its  ju- 
niper, or  its  wild 
gray  grass,  and 
meets  the  wa- 
ter with  a  cres- 
cent shore,  upon 
which  the  little 
wavelets  softly 
lap  as  they  rock 
in  from  the  stilly 
bay. 

But  upon  the 


opposite  side  of  the  island,  where  the 
southwest  winds,  sweeping  over  the  broad 
field  of  the  Pacific,  thi-ow  the  blue  waters 
against  the  black  gaunt  rocks,  the  wild 
elements  war  and  play  havoc.  The 
white-frothed  breakers  roll  and  boom  and 
burst,  and  the  feathery  spray  is  flung  high 
against  the  scowling  clifls,  until  their  face 
is  varnished  with  a  bath  of  spume. 

And  all  along  the  clifl'y  coasts  of  these 
sea-girt  islands  there  have  been  hewn  by 
the  waves'  resistless  action  great  caverns, 
with  high  ai'ches  above  the  entrances,  and 
burrowed  deeply  by  successive  chambers 
into  the  bowels  of  the  islands.  Santa  Cruz 
abounds  with  these  wondei's  of  marine 
erosion,  the  largest  of  which  is  Painted 
Cave.  It  is  a  succession  of  arches,  the 
outermost  the  highest,  the  others  grading 
down  as  depth  in  penetration  is  attained. 
Branching  from  either  side  of  this  range 
of  compartments  are  other  openings,  so 
that  a  labyi'inth  of  recesses  a})pears.  For 
fifteen  hundi'ed  feet  into  the  interior  of 
the  Painted  Cave  the  light  will  enter,  and 
there  can  be  seen  upon  the  walls  and 
ceilings  the  infinite  brilliant  frescoes,  red, 
green,  yellow,  and  their  blends,  deposited 
by  the  oozing  mineral  waters  fi-om  above. 

On  the  lee  side  of  the  islands  these 
grottos  ai'G  floored  with  the  stillest,  soft- 
est, serenest  waters.      The  sea  about  the 
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THE  TWO  CAVES  AT  VAL  DEZ  HARBOR,  SANTA  CRUZ. 

The  larger  opening  affords  tlie  only  laiidins-piate  froui   the  harbor,  and  the  smaller  one  t 
av  to  the  beach. 


sheltered  coasts  is  intensely  blue  and, 
when  under  the  shade  of  a  blutf  or  be- 
ueatl  the  roof  of  a  cave,  where  the  calms 
allay  the  waters  into  glassy  sheets,  3'our 
boat  will  appear  to  be  sitting-  upon  the 
top  of  a  netlier  world,  which  spreads 
with  its  innumerable  population  of  fish 
and  other  life.  Far  down  gardens  of 
maidenhair,  alga\  and  sea-ferns  are  seen, 
curved  or  laced  by  paths  of  white  sand, 
against  which  goldfish,  the  mackerel, 
slieep's- head  and  the  yellowtail  show 
their  floating  bodies  in  repose,  or  mov- 
ing slowly  with  rhythmic  motion  of 
gills  and  tail.  x\nd  over  all  that  scene 
there  is  an  atmosphere  pellucid,  balmy, 
soft  as  the  cloudless  azure  Avliich  over- 
hangs it,  and  the  sea  is  a  shimmering 
breast  of  sunshine.  The  breeze  brushes 
your  cheek  like  silken  velvet,  fans  you 
into  dreamy  moods,  or  sutf  uses  you  with 
gentlest  slunibers. 

But  on  the  weather  side  of  the  islands 
the  water  is  rough,  and  this  agitation  of 
the  surface  ini})airs  your  vision  into  the 
abyss  below  ;  a  ta})estry  of  froth  edges  the 
line  of  shore,  and  the  surgino-.  ebullient 
billows  drive  in  from  the  sea.  plunge  into 
the  caves,  explode,  roar,  and  fill  them 
with  their  fury. 

But  the  results  of  the  erosion  of  the 
sea  at  the  base  of  these  island  rocks  are 
not  more  curious  than  those  of  the  rain 
and  sun  upon  the  cliffy  faces  of  the  lava. 


The  patient  artists  c: 
nature  have  worketi 
upon  a  surface  scarified 
into  strange  devices  by 
the  contraction  of  the 
heated  mass,  and  the 
wild  scheme  of  embel- 
lishment has  been  ac- 
centuated and  elaborat- 
ed in  remarkable  details. 
What  primarily  were 
depressed  lines  have 
become  deep  gashes ; 
smooth  I'ounded  bulges 
have  been  worn  into 
jagged  protuberances, 
sharp  points,  and  keen 
hatchetlike  blades  of 
enormous  size. 

Much  of  this  fantas- 
tic sculpturing  strik- 
ingly resembles  the 
effects  of  architecture. 
The  castellated  style 
predominates,  and  you 
are  impressed  with  the  profusion  of  spires, 
turrets,  and  towers,  and  parapets  edging 
the  outline  of  the  tops  with  merlons  and 
crenelles.  And  then  there  are  Byzantium 
domes  and  Grecian  columns,  the  entire 
filigreed  with  the  tracery  of  the  ara- 
besque. 

And  not  alone  have  wave  erosion  and 
that  of  water  from  the  clouds  in  their 
processes  of  island  degradation  wrought 
marvels  in  nature-carving,  but  the  wear- 
ing action  of  the  wind  has  been  scarcely 
less  effective.  On  San  Nicolas,  more  per- 
haps than  upon  any  other  of  the  islands, 
is  this  phenomenon  observable.  Upon 
this  island  there  is  a  singular  subsidence, 
forming  a  canyon  some  hundreds  of  feet 
deep  and  half  a  mile  across.  It  contains 
many  little  peaks  of  cerulean  slate  draped 
with  vari-colored  foliage  and  sitting  upon 
a  ground  of  white  sand  which  has  been 
blown  thither  by  the  winds.  These  winds 
at  some  seasons  strike  strongly  over  the 
islands,  and  effects  of  their  exertions 
are  everywhere  presented.  Now  such  is 
seen  in  a  bi'oad  pebbly  surface  swept  clean, 
the  mosaics  smoothly  ]iolished;  again  the 
feathery  tiles  have  ras])ed  the  hard  dark 
rocks,  gouged  them  with  emaciated  hol- 
lows, ofttimes  threatening  the  very  secu- 
I'ity  of  their  ])OSture.  The  sharp  fine  par- 
ticles give  teeth  to  the  blasts,  and  these 
gnaw  at  the  structure  of  whatever  inter- 
])Oses. 
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At  tlie  Farallones  the 
erosive  agents  liave 
worked  with  queer  ca- 
price. Tliis  rock  being" 
granite,  has  been  acted 
upon  by  the  sea  at  all 
levels,  and  througliout 
the  long  period  when 
it  has  been  rising  out 
of  the  watery  depths. 
Through  a  long  narrow 
hole,  slanting,  and  com- 
municating with  the 
ocean,  there  comes  at  in- 
ter v^als  a  terrific  stream 
of  air,  forced  by  the 
spasmodic  heaving  of 
the  waves  against  the 
lower  orifice.  The  gov- 
ernment, which  uses  this 
island  for  light -house 
purposes,  enclosed  the 
upper  end  with  the  nozzle 
of  a  fog-horn,  and  every  •     - 

few    seconds    there    was 
blown    an    ear-splitting- 
brawl,  which  was  heard 
far  out  at  sea  and  above  the  din  of  tlie 
breaking  rollers.      It  was  allowed  to  roar 
only  in  foggy  weather,  but  it  was  eccen- 
tric in  that  it  would  only  sound  at  high 
tide.      When  the  tide  was  low,  although 
the  weather  might  be  very  thick,  the  thing 
was  silent.      For  lack  of  its  warning  a 
ship  went  ashore  upon  the  island  rocks, 
and    then    it    was    that   the   government 
abandoned  its  location  on  the  wind  hole 
and  erected  a  steam-siren,  or  mechanical 
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fog-horn,  which  has  since  very  faithfully 
performed  the  necessary  service. 

iVnother  singular  perforation  in  this 
island  rock  is  a  passageway  about  two 
hundred  feet  long,  intersected  by  several 
globose  enlargements.  One  enters  it  on 
liands  and  knees,  proceeds  eighty  feet, 
when  it  suddenly  widens  into  a  chamber 
about  thirty  feet  in  breadth  and  six  or 
seven  feet  high.  On  the  farther  side  the 
channel  again  contracts,  pi'Oceeds,bi'anch- 
es,  becomes  labyrin- 
thine, and  finally  emer- 
ges to  the  surface  in 
small  unexplored  holes. 
As  though  a  ghastly  cir- 
cumstance was  needed 
to  make  this  boring 
grimly  interesting,  it  is 
related  that  the  first 
white  ptM'son  who  en- 
tered this  globular 
apartment  found  in  it 
the  skeleton  of  a  wo- 
nuin.  Her  bones  were 
delicate,  and  her  teeth 
were  freshly  white. 
Who  she  was.  how  she 
came  there,  and  for 
what  I'eason,  all  this 
was  sealed  to  the  dis- 
covei-er  of  her  remains. 


THE    INTERIOR    OF    SANTA    CATALINA    ISLAND, 


These  were  withdrawn  into  the  open  and 
interred  beneatli  a  cairn  of  stones. 

Tliere  is  but  little  vegetation  upon  the 
islands,  and  that  much  of  the  same  char- 
acter as  is  found  upon  the  mainland. 
Santa  Catalina,  however,  diflFering-  from 
the  others  in  the  numerous  springs  of 
fresh  water — a  circumstance  which  has 
been  availed  of  to  make  it  a  resort — has 
considerable  verdure  and  many  groves 
of  trees.  Among  these  is  the  Lijono 
thamnus,  a  tree  not  found  elsewhere  than 
upon  the  islands.  It  has  a  stout  branch- 
ed trunk,  and  bears  white  blossoms  in 
June.  This  ishind  is  also  decorated  with 
various  charming  and  refreshing  flowers 
^ — white  lilacs,  tree-poppies,  and  lavender, 
with  ferns  and  lichens  dra|)ing  gloomy 
walls  or  weaving  a  carpet  over  the  broken 
surface.  Santa  Cruz  also  has  a  good 
stream  of  water,  which  allows  the  growth 
of  considerable  vegetation. 

But  upon  the  other  islands  there  is  lit- 
tle else  than  a  bleak  desert,  a  waste  of 
sand  and  cacti,  the  latter  intei'spersed 
with  blackthorn,  the  glistening  fleshy 
ice-plant  covering  terraces  and  terraces 
of  blutt's,  which  rise  step  by  step  to  the 
plateaus  above.  A  sparse  growth  of  grass 
brought  uj)  by  the  winter  rains  heightens 


the  tawny  aspect  to  a  light  faint  green, 
but  the  immense  herds  of  sheep  with 
which  all  these  i)laces  are  populated  soon 
eat  this  off  back  to  the  bare  brown  earth ; 
or  if  it  is  not  devoured  while  green,  it 
dries  into  an  ashy  herbage — scant  fod- 
der for  the  hungry  mouths. 

These  winter  rains  also  su})ply  the 
chief  water  sources  of  the  islands.  Tliey 
ai-e  caught  in  holes  in  the  rock  surface 
called  water-pots;  in  these  the  fluid  col- 
lects, and  for  several  months  after  the 
lapse  of  the  humid  season  it  may  remain 
sufficiently  fresh  to  be  palatable;  but  af- 
ter it  stagnates  oi*  evaporates  there  is  lit- 
tle of  potable  moisture  accessible,  and 
vegetation  would  soon  ])erisli  were  it  iiot 
for  the  heavy  fogs,  which  during  three 
months  of  spring  are  so  dense  upon  the 
islands  and  deposit  such  heavy  dews  as 
to  amount  almost  to  showers.  On  San 
Clemente  thei-e  is  a  well  from  which  a 
brackish  liquid  is  pumped,  and  on  the 
Farallones  there  is  a  mineral  spring — 
])ure  water  agreeably  impregnated  with 
iron  and  sulphur.  But  beyond  this  the 
water-supply  is  not  material,  and  fre- 
quently, in  periods  of  long  drouths,  with 
feed  all  consumed  and  water  scarce,  great 
sacrifices   are   made  in   sheep  life  by  the 
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owners  of  these  animals.  There  are  in 
all  perhaps  sixty  thoijsand  sheep  niani- 
tained  upon  the  islands,  and  the  number 
has  a  constant  tendency  to  increase  in  ex- 
cess of  the  possible  food-supply.  Wlien 
such  a  condition  is  conceived  to  bave 
been  reached,  a  fiat  of  wholesale  execu- 
tion goes  out,  and  then  it  is  that  iiiatan- 
zas,  or  great  abattoii's,  are  erected,  in 
which  thousands  of  sbeep  are  killed  mere- 
ly for  their  {)elts,  tallow,  and  g-lue.  In 
1875,  on  Santa  Cruz  Ishmd,  twelve  thou- 
sand were  thus  slaughtered,  and  in  1887 
twenty-five  thousand  were  in  like  sum- 
mary manner  taken  off. 

Tbe  few  persons  who  herd  these  sheep 
comprise  the  populations  of  the  islands. 
An  exception  to  this  is  presented  by  Santa 
Catalina.  which,  being  a  resort,  has  sev- 
eral thousand  inhabitants,  gathered  prin- 
cipally into  its  village,  Avalon.  The 
owners  of  the  islands  are  the  proprietors 
of  the  sheep.  In  tbe  early  fifties,  when 
these  lands  were  taken  possession  of,  in 
some  instances  by  the  parties  who  now 
own  them,  they  were  stocked  with  about 
'wo  hundred  sheep  apiece.  Fenced  in  by 
their  fluid  barrier,  there  was  no  possibil- 
ity of  the  animals'  escaping,  and  small 
dangei'  of  the  preserves  ever  being  invaded 
by  thieves.  The  stock  was  left  to  their 
own  shift,  and 
their  owners 
concerned  them- 
selves with  other 
afi'airs  in  divers 
parts  of  Califor- 
nia. But  soon 
the  sheep  had  so 
multiplied  that 
the  island  prin- 
cipalities came 
to  be  veritable  El 
Dorados.  Thou- 
sands of  dollars 
of  annual  in- 
come were  de- 
rived from  them, 
and  are  to-day, 
though  when 
first  seized  upon 
the  islands  were 
covered  with 
heavy  growths 
of  rich  grasses, 
which  had  ac- 
cumulated upon 
them  through 
successive  years 


of  unmolestation,  and  which  it  took  even^ 
a  large  number  of  animals  a  long  time  to 
eat  off,  and  tlie  areas  would  then  support 
larger  flocks  than  now.  In  those  days, 
too,  which  were  the  early  period  of  Cali- 
fornia's settlement,  the  pj'ices  of  wool  and 
mutton  were  much  in  excess  of  present 
quotations;  so  that  a  very  few  years  of  the 
earlier  returns  which  these  gentlemen 
acquired  through  their  island  estates  made 
them  comfortably  rich. 

Of  an i nulls  fercE  naturm  upon  these 
islands  thei'e  are  sevei'al  species  —  wild 
hogs  on  Santa  Cruz  and  Santa  Rosa,  wild 
goatsonSantaCatalinaandSan  Clesmente. 
Both  of  these  were  placed  there  by  whites, 
though  the  year  of  their  introduction  is 
not  known.  Originalh^  domestic,  they 
have  returned  to  a  slate  of  nature  through 
neglect.  Rats  and  mice  ai'e  also  upon 
the  islands,  having  been  cast  thither  by 
vessels  wi-ecked  upon  their  rocks;  there 
are  also  a  small  red  fox  and  a  skunk, 
which  are  indigenous  mammals;  but  there 
are  neither  serpents,  frogs,  noi"  poisonous 
insects,  these  noxious  things  never  hav- 
ing been  transported  thither. 

The  tourist  exploring  the  intei'ior  of 
the  island  caves  will  experience  an  un- 
])leasant  shock  when,  after  proceeding 
far  into  the  grotto,  he  discovei'S  that  the 
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place  has  inhabitants;  and  the  splash, 
])anic,  and  roar  which  follow  tell  hini  that 
the  ()ccni)ants  are  sea-lions.  Quickly  he 
must  needs  speed  out,  for  they  will  plunge 
sti-aio'lil  toward  him,  dive  under  him,  and 
he  must  be  wary,  else  they  will  upset  his 
boat,  and  once  he  is  in  the  water  they 
will  attack  him,  with  possibly  fatal  re- 
sults. 

Sea-lions  are  abundant  about  all  of  the 
islands.  At  Anacapa  there  is  an  enor- 
mous kelp-bed,  where  they  breed  and  have 
their  metropolis.  These  carnivora  are  not 
fui' -  bearing-,  but  are  covered  with  hair 
which  grows  upon  a  thick,  unelastic  hide. 
The  hide  has  few  uses,  and  the  liesh  is  not 
palatable,  though  Indians  find  man}^  ser- 
vices for  the  former,  and  the  latter  has 
fuiMiished  innumerable  meals  to  both 
whites  and  natives.  About  Anacapa, 
too,  there  is  a  variety  of  shell -fish,  tlie 
most  notable  of  which  is  the  haliotis,  or 
abalone.  It  is  a  univalve,  which  seizes 
hold  of  a  rock  witli  its  strong,  mus- 
cular foot,  and  floats  idly  upw^ard  u})on 
the  surface,  its  broad  scooped  shell  shield- 
ing its  body  like  a  dark  umbrella.  When 
disturbed  it  will  suddenly  contract,  col- 
lapse, and  its  shell  will  be  drawn  over  the 
body  tightly  against  the  rock.  These 
abalone  are  much  sought,  and  their  fish- 
eries sustain  a  numerous  population  of 
Italians  and  Chinese.  The  shell  is  iri- 
descent, the  nacre  being  variegated  blue 
and  green  or  pink  and  white;   they  are 


exported  to  London,  where  they  are  work- 
ed up  into  mother-of-pearl  of  commerce, 
and  so  employed  in  the  manufacture  of 
buttons  ai]d  ornaments.  The  flesh  of  the 
animal  is  dried,  and  becomes  a  hard,  soap- 
colored  ball  as  large  as  a  woman's  fist. 
It  is  sent  to  China,  where  it  is  used  as 
food.  The  shells  bring  830  ])er  ton.  while 
$90  is  paid  for  a  like  quantity  of  the  de- 
siccated meat. 

Upon  San  Nicolas,  the  farthest  sea- 
wai-d  of  the  islands,  lying  about  sixty 
miles  oflp  shore,  there  are  innumerable 
remnants  of  an  aboriginal  population. 
Evidences  appear  upon  all  the  islands  of 
their  having  been  the  abode  of  a  race  of 
people  who  have  passed  ;  but  at  San  Nico- 
las appear  all  the  specimens  that  aif 
found  elsewhere,  and  many  that  have 
not  been  dui)licated  b}^  any  other  spot. 
Immense  mounds  of  abalone  shells,  some 
half  an  acre  in  extent,  are  among  these 
curiosities,  revealing  the  sites  of  periodic 
feasts  of  the  islanders  upon  this  fish. 
Among  these  piles  are  scattered  the  shells 
of  the  limpet,  mya,  mussel,  and  other  mol- 
lusks,  while  stone  mortars  and  pestles, 
implements  of  bone  and  ornaments  of 
teeth,  are  both  numerous  and  curious. 

On  a  knoll  two  miles  from  the  island 
beach  is  an  Indian  bui'ial  -  ground.  A 
dozen  or  moi'e  grim  skeletons  with  their 
whitened  skulls  lie  u})on  the  shore,  de- 
nuded of  the  sand  in    which   tliev   were 


once    intei'red. 


OXE    DAY  S    CATCH. 
Jew-fish,  a  shark    aii<i  small  frv 


The  wild  w^inds  have 
swept  it  away,  and  the 
rains  and  fogs  and  the 
bleaching  suns  have 
been  sti-iving  to  dis- 
solve and  eradicate 
them,  but  they  still 
remain.  Some  of  the 
skulls  show  evidences 
of  the  tragic  manner 
in  which  their  ownei'S 
met  their  deaths.  The 
Innuits,  it  is  said, 
coming  down  from 
the  Alaskan  archipela- 
goes, fell  upon  these 
harmless  children  of 
the  south,  massacred 
the  men.  and  after  a 
little  while  abandoned 
the  women  and  the 
young,  and  carried 
off  all  they  could 
steal.  This  was  long 
after    1542,   when   Ca- 


SHEEP-SHEARING. 


brillo,  the  Spanish  navigator,  visited  the 
islands,  and  found  them  tenanted  b^^  a 
mild  and  vigorous  people,  who,  revelling 
in  the  soft  ether  of  their  climate,  foutid 
their  sustenance  in  the  plenitudinous 
spontaneity  of  nature. 

After  the  invasion  of  the  Innuits  and 
their  departure,  those  who  remained  man- 
aged to  maintain  themselves  until  1835, 
when  the  Franciscan  friars  went  to  the 
islands,  and  gathering  them  all  into  boats, 
took  them  to  the  mainland,  wiiere  they 
were  mingled  with  the  neo{)hytes  of  the 
missions.  It  is  related  that  after  the  last 
boat  had  pushed  otf  from  San  Nicolas  a 
woman  screamed  for  her  child,  which,  in 
the  excitement  of  the  movement  aboard 
the  transports,  she  had  forgotten.  She 
jumped  out  of  the  vessel  and  sped  away 
to  seek  it.  The  boat  continued  its  ])as- 
sage,  and  the  wonian  was  left  to  her  fate. 
The  baby  died,  but  the  lone  and  miserable 
creature  remained  the  solitary  inhabitant 
of  the  place  for  many  years.  In  her  old 
age  she  was  rescued  and  brought  to  Santa 
Barbara,  where  she  died  soon  after  her 
arrival. 

Of  all   the   several    ishmds   the   Faral- 


lones  are  the  most  remarkable,  foi*  the 
fact  that  they  comprise  the  rookeries  of 
vast  numbers  of  sea-fowl,  which  assemble 
there  and  breed.  Tliese  lie  opj)osite  the 
bay  of  San  Francisco,  and  they  are  used 
by  the  government  for  a  light-house  sta- 
tion. The  maintenance  of  this  requires 
the  residence  upon  the  island  of  a  small 
colony  of  })ersons  who  in  the  service  of 
the  government  consent  thus  to  banish 
themselves  fi-om  society.  The  light-house 
steamer  visits  them  ev(M'v  three  months, 
then  restocks  their  larder.  Aside  from 
this  their  only  communication  with  civil- 
izatit)n  is  by  an  occasional  tug  which  may 
stop  thei-e  to  allow  its  captain  to  S])y 
abroad  from  the  light-house  tower  for 
incoming  craft.  Sometimes  such  a  land- 
ing is  not  possible,  owing  to  the  height 
of  the  sea,  and  weeks  may  i)ass  before 
the  waters  will  subside  so  such  can  be 
eifected. 

At  nearly  all  times  a  strong  cool  wind 
])revails,  and  often  in  the  aftei'noon  it  is 
sifted  tlii'ough  with  fog.  A  high  board 
fence  has  been  erected  to  ])rotect  the  vege- 
tation in  the  tiny  patch  of  the  light-house- 
tender's  garden  from  l)eing  uprooted  by 
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the  wind.  But  even  with  tliat,  plant  life 
does  not  tlirive — or  rather  it  thrives  ex- 
cessively, so  that  foliag-e  becomes  rank, 
and  tlie  fruit  is  a  failure  tli rough  grow- 
ing too  fast.  Cal)bages  spriiig"  up,  rush 
quickly  into  an  abundance  of  g'reen  heavy 
leaves,  but  will  not  head.  Onions  and 
potatoes  become  immense  in  stalk  and  fo- 
liag-e, but  will  not  "bulb"  or  "tuber." 
The  cause  of  this  is  the  strong-  g'uano  soil 
in  which  tiie  plants  are  grown  ;  aiid  the 
guano  is  deposited  by  the  wild  sea-fowl, 
which  infest  all  the  Farallones,  tliree  in 
number,  making  of  them,  in  the  opinion 
of  ornithologists,  the  greatest  bird  islands 
in  the  world. 

There  are  eight  varieties  of  these  birds. 
They  are  the  guillemot,  commonly  called 
the  murre,  the  gull,  tlie  auk  or  anklet, 
the  sea -pigeon,  the  shag  or  cormorant, 
the  ashy  petrel,  the  tufted  puffin  or  sea- 
parrot,  and  the  rock-wren.  The  first  of 
these,  the  murre,  dominates  in  number 
and  importance  upon  the  island.  It  is  a 
kind  of  du(;]c,  with  a,  black  head,  white 
breast,  and  bluish  back,  and  sits  upright 
like  a  penguin.  Its  food  is  vegetable, 
dissectioji  never  having  revealed  the  pres- 
ence of  fish.      lis  eggs  are   valuable   for 


food,  and  until  I'ecently  and  for  many 
yeai's  they  were  extensively  gathered  and 
sold  in  the  San  Francisco  mai'ket,  about 
fifteen  thousand  dozen  yearly  being  dis- 
posed of  there,  purchased  mainly  by  res- 
taurants and  boarding-houses,  at  an  aver- 
age price  of  twenty-five  cents  pei'  dozen. 
The  egg  is  about  twice  the  size  of  that  of 
a  hen,  is  white  or  bluis]i-green,and  flecked 
with  brown.  When  fresh  it  is  indistin- 
guishable from  the  hen  ])roduct,  but  it 
soon  develops  a  fishy  taste.  The  muri-e 
lays  one  egg  upon  a  nest  of  roots  or 
grass,  and  ])r()ceeds  to  incubate  the  iiext 
generation.  At  night,  when  she  is  off 
duty,  tlie  male  succeeds  her.  If  unmo- 
lested, the  Jiest  w^ill  thus  be  covered  until 
the  young  is  hatched,  when  it  will  be 
guarded  for  a  few  weeks,  then  escorted 
off  into  the  indefinite  distance  of  the  sea. 
But  if  the  murre  is  disturbed  by  an  egg- 
hunter  ajid  its  single  egg  taken,  it  will 
return  and  replace  its  successively  stolen 
ovum  until  eight  have  been  hiid.  It  is 
loath  to  leave  its  nest  even  when  the  de- 
spoiler  appi-oaches,  and  w'hen  he  comes 
up  she  leans  away  frotn  him  and  moves 
over  to  the  far  side  of  the  nest.  But  pres- 
entlv.  vielding   to    the    alarm  wMthin  her 
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breast,  she  emits 
a  sudden  squawk 
and  flies  off,  flush - 
ing"  the  entire  rook- 
ery as  she  moves 
toward  the  sea, 
leaving"  the  pick- 
ers to  fill  their 
pouched  shirts 
with  the  booty. 
They  must  hurry 
the  work,  for  as 
soon  as  the  eggs 
are  uncovered  the 
gulls  hover  close 
and  become  thick 
upon  the  scene. 
These  the  men 
must  fight  off,  for 
they  brazenly  in- 
terpose tliemsel  ves 

and     battle     with  .     >-- 

the  humans  for  the 
possession  of  the 
eggs. 

Tiie  opportuni- 
ty being"  open,  the  gull  sweeps  down  upon 
tlie  muri'e  eg"g",  seizes  it  in  its  mouth  and 
goes  sailing  aloft;  cracks  it  in  its  bill  and 
gobbles  what  of  its  contents  it  can,  the 
residue  falling  on  the  rocks  below;  tlien 
it  takes  another  swoop  away  and  balances 
itself  to  spy  out  a  new  egg. 

The  gulFs  egg  also  is  palatable.  It 
is  slightly  smaller  than  that  of  the 
murre,  whitish  and  speckled,  three  eggs 
being  a  litter.  The  eggs  of  the  other 
birds  are  worthless  for  human  uses,  but 
their  nests  are  raided  by  gulls  and  by 
each  other.      The  albuminous  fluid  of  the 
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cormorant  egg  will  not  coagulate,  and 
the  puffin's  egg  has  a  repulsive  fish}^  fia- 
vor.  This  bird  has  black  ])lumage,  with 
red  beak  and  feet,  while  the  cormorant  is 
a  lai'ge  light  blue  bird,  and  flies  in  pairs. 
The  sea-pigeon  is  dark  slate  with  some 
white  in  its  wings;  it  has  red  feet,  and 
lays  a  light  blue  egg.  The  auk  is  as 
large  as  a  pigeon,  and  is  nocturnal  in  its 
habits.  The  i)etrel  has  a  musky  smell, 
by  the  odor  of  which  its  nest  is  easily 
traceable. 

The  murres  make  their  nests  high  up, 
and  often  in  the  open,  but  the  others  hide 
theirs  in  the  ci*e vices  of  the  rocks. 
Their  note  is  loud,  shrill,  not  pleasing 
to  the  ear;  all  except  the  cheery  little 
rock-wren,  whose  liquid  warble  is  a 
sweet,  harmonious  solo  in  the  concert 
of  shrieks  and  screams  which  ascend 
from  the  thousands  of  feathered  throats. 
That  these  islands  were  a  great  re- 
pository of  edible  eggs  became  known 
in  the  early  fifties.  At  the  time  of  the 
discovery  of  this  fact  provisions  were 
scai'ce  and  gold  was  ])l(mtiful  in  San 
Francisco,  and  the  I'ookery  eggs  of- 
fered in  the  markets  of  that  city 
brought  one  dollar  a  dozen.  The  open- 
ing of  this  new  and  free  opportunity  to 
acquire  wealth  precij)itated  numbers  of 
peo})le  upon  the  islands  and  in  the  busi- 
ness of  egg-gathering.    Quarrels  ensued 
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between  tlie  competitors  as  to  their  re- 
spective "I'iglits"  ill  the  ])remises,  with 
the  result  tliat  a  company  was  formed 
among-  a  number  of  the  pickers,  wliich 
bought  out  tlie  claims  of  the  otliers.  This 
company  managed  to  hokl  on  to  its  ad- 
vantages for  some  years,  not,  liowever, 
witliont  experiencing  contests  and  en- 
croacliments,  until  tlie  bickerings  ulti- 
mately grew  so  fierce  as  to  attract  the 
attention  of  the  United  States  district 
attorney  at  San  Francisco.  He  sent  a 
detachment  of  government  soldiers  there 
and  deported  every  egg-picker. 


Following  this  the  mnrres  and  gulls 
were  permitted  for  a  season  to  lay  and 
hatch  in  safety;  but  later,  the  govern- 
ment revealing  no  desire  for  revenue 
from  tlie  eggs,  tliose  on  the  island  allow- 
ed them  to  be  picked  on  shares.  This 
introduced  a  company  of  about  eighteen 
Greek  and  Italian  egg-pickers  into  the 
nidus  -  robbing  enterprise:  but  disputes 
soon  again  arose,  and  ultimate!}'  to  re-es- 
tablish peace  upon  the  islands  it  became 
necessai'y  to  foi-bid  permanently  any  traffic 
in  the  eggs.  This  has  accordingly  been 
done  bv  a  recent  order  from  Washington. 


A  Handful  of  the  Flock,  Santa  Cruz  Island. 
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THE    CARDINAL-FLOWER. 


BY    FRANCIS    STERNE    PALMER. 


BRIGHTER  than  marsh  dragon-fly, 
Bright  as  ]>jinther*s  angry  eye, 
Like  a  fierce   flame  shooting  red 
From    the  black  swamp's   sodden   bed: 

Haughty  Cardinal  of  the  Marsh! 

As  an   old-time  churchman   liarsh 

He  forces  fat   tithes  from   the  mud 

To  suckle  strong  each  lusty  bud. 

Till   he's  gi'owu   so  rich  and   ])rond 

That,  like  peasants  clergy-cowed. 

The  baser  things  of  the  dull,  dim  swamp 

Bend   and  cringe  to  his  scai'let  ])omp. 


SALLY 


\^ 


THEN  I'm  a  man,  Sally,  and  you're 
a  big-  girl,  we'll  gel  married,"  An- 
drew Steele  used  to  say  to  his  little  ueigli- 
bor  across  the  fence  of  their  back  yards. 
And  Sally  would  respond,  cheerfully, 
"Yes,  Andrew;  when  we  get  big,  we'll  get 
married." 

In  those  days  they  lived  next  door  to 
each  other,  and  they  talked  across  tlie 
fence,  and  played  and  went  to  school  to- 
gether, and  said  they  would  be  married 
when  they  grew  up.  But  when  Sally  was 
seventeen,  and  Andrew  was  seventeen  aiul 
a  half,  there  was  suddenly  a  break  in  their 
friendslii]).  Sally  did  not  look  at  Andrew 
in  church,  though  he  sat  just  aci-oss  the 
aisle.      Andrew  hung  back,  and  did   not 


walk  home  with  her  in  the  old  matter-of- 
fact  way.  They  stood  a])art  for  the  iirst 
time  in  their  lives,  these  two  young- 
things,  regarding  each  other  in  shy  si- 
lence; and  then,  as  suddenly  as  the  sim- 
ple melody  of  their  friendship  had  falter- 
ed and  died  away,  just  so  suddenly  the 
music  burst  out  in  the  profounder  har- 
mony of  love. 

They  told  each  oilier  about  it,  standing 
sliy  and  blushing  on  the  wet  flagstones 
in  Andrew's  greenhouse.  Sally,  a  little 
plump  body,  with  a  freckled  nose  and 
pretty  red-brown  hair;  xVndrew.  very  tall 
and  lanky,  all  wrists  and  ankles,  with 
a  mild,  strong  face.  They  scarcely  dared 
to  look  at  each  other — the  color  coming 
and  going  in  tlie  boy's  face  just  as  in  the 
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"they  told  each  other  about  it.' 


SALLY. 
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girl's.  And  when  Sally  had  half  whis- 
pered— her  head  turned  away  from  him, 
and  her  little  fingers  pleating  and  crum- 
pling the  big  leaf  of  a  begonia —  "Yes — 
Andrew — I  —  I  do  —  care,"  Andrew  had 
said,  in  his  simple  way,  pretty  much  what 
he  had  said  when  they  were  children: 
"  As  soon  as  we  are  old  enough,  wS'll  get 
married,  Sally.  Because  IVe  loved  you 
all  my  life."  And  Sally's  little  heart  beat 
so  hard  that  she  could  not  speak  for  hap- 
piness, 

"When  you  are  twenty-three,  and  I'm 
twenty-three  and  a  half,"  Andrew  said, 
"  we'll  be  married." 

And  Sally  said,  "Yes,  Andrew\" 

He  kissed  her,  and  the  color  flooded  up 
to  her  temples;  then  the  boy  lifted  his 
face  and  looked  up,  silently;  but  his  lips 
moved. 

All  this  was  just  after  Andrew's  mother 
had  decided  to  go  and  live  in  Upper  Ches- 
ter; and  though  Andrew  was  to  come  back 
and  forth  every  day  to  the  greenhouse,  the 
moving  meant  to  these  very  young  people 
the  tragedy  of  separation  ;  and  very  likely 
it  was  that  that  brought  matters  to  ahead 
and  revealed  to  them  that  they  loved  each 
other.  Except  for  this  moving  away, 
however,  the  course  of  true  love,  for  once 
in  this  rough  old  world,  ran  pretty  smooth- 
ly. No  cruel  elders,  with  the  common- 
sense  derived  from  experience,  declared 
that  calf-love  did  not  last,  and  with  the 
parental  right  to  break  hearts,  forbade,  and 
separated,  and  all  the  rest  of  it.  The  fact 
was,  Sally's  mother,  a  vague,  somewhat 
foolish  little  lady,  never  dreamed  of  in- 
terfering with  her  children — especially 
not  with  Sally,  who  was  the  eldest  gii'l;  a 
reliable,  sensible,  responsible  child,  w^ho, 
when  her  father  died,  really  assumed  the 
care  of  the  noisy,  headstrong  family  of 
brothers  and  sisters.  So  when  Sally  said 
she  was  engaged  to  Andrew,  Mrs.  Smith 
never  thought  of  objecting,  though  she 
did  not,  slie  said,  like  Andrew's  mother. 
"  But  you're  not  going  to  marry  her,''  she 
murmured,  vaguely.  Then  she  kissed  Sal- 
ly, and  cried  a  little,  and  said  it  was  too 
bad  to  think  that  she  would  have  to  go 
and  live  in  Upper  Chester  with  Mrs. 
Steele — "unless  she  dies  first,"  said  Mrs. 
Smith,  hopefully. 

When  the  young  fry  heard  the  news, 
they  teased  her,  and  Robert,  who  was  next 
in  age  to  Sally,  cried  out, 

"  Hantlv  Aiidv, 
Jack-a-(i;indy," 
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and  referred  to  the  lovers  as  "  the  long 
and  the  short  of  it."  Which  was  con- 
sidered an  exquisite  form  of  w^it  in  the 
family  circle. 

On  Andrew's  side  there  was  no  objec- 
tion. "Sally's  mother  is  a  goose,"  said 
Mrs.  Steele,  "but  it  doesn't /o/Zok;  that 
Sally  is.  And  I  think  it  is  a  good  thing 
for  a  young  man  to  form  an  attachment 
early  in  life;  it  keeps  him  steady."  Then 
she  reminded  her  son  that  he  hadn't  any 
money  of  his  own,  and  he  was  too  young 
to  think  of  getting  married.  "But  if 
you  like  to  say  you're  engaged,  it  doesn't 
hurt  the  greenhouse,"  said  Mrs.  Steele. 

But,  of  course,  there  was  no  question 
of  their  getting  married.  They  knew 
they  were  too  young,  and  they  knew  that 
until  Andrew  could  earn  more  they  were 
too  poor.  In  their  sensible  way  they  had 
made  up  their  minds  to  all  that  when 
Sally  said  "yes." 

Of  all  those  good-looking  Smith  chil- 
dren, Old  Chester's  favorite  (next  to  Sally) 
W'as  Robert,  He  was  a  handsome  boy, 
with  good  manners  and  a  quick  tongue, 
that, because  of  its  wit, was  forgiven  many 
things.  Everybody  had  a  good  word  for 
him,  for  his  behavior,  his  intelligence,  his 
sweet  temper;  and  when  Robert  said  he 
wanted  to  go  to  college.  Old  Chester  said 
that  Mrs.  Smith  ought  certainly  to  manage 
to  send  him,  because  he  had  more  brains 
than  all  the  rest  of  the  children  put  to- 
gether (except  Sally). 

"  I  think  he  ouglit  to  go,  Andrew,"  said 
Sally.  Andrew  came  to  sui)per  at  the 
Smiths'  on  alternate  Sunday  nights,  riding- 
back  and  forth  from  LTpi)er  Chester  on 
the  shaggy,  heavy  little  horse  that  did 
the  carting  for  the  greenhouse.  This  was 
his  night,  and  the  lovers  were  alone  for 
their  usual  half-hour  before  tea-time;  after 
that,  Andrew  would  go  into  the  sitting- 
room  to  talk  to  Mrs,  Smith  and  the  two 
younger  girls,  and  play  with  the  little 
boys,  and  listen  to  Robert's  views  on 
many  subjects — most  of  all  upon  tlie  ne- 
cessity that  tluM-e  was  for  him  to  go  to 
college.  So  now  in  the  i)arlor — which 
was  chilly,  because  it  was  hardly  worth 
while  to  light  a  fire  just  for  that  half- 
hour's  talk — Sally  confided  to  her  lover 
her  belief  that  the  boy  ought  to  have  his 
wish. 

"Can  you  afford  it,  Sally?"  Andrew 
asked. 

"  Yes,"  she  said,  smiling;    *'I  guess  we 
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can  afford  it;  if  it's  best.  But  do  you 
think  it  is  best,  Andi-ew?"' 

"Well,"'  the  young-  man  said,  "I'm  in- 
clined to  think  it  would  be  a  g-ood  thing. 
Though  3'our  mother  '11  miss  him  when 
you  are  married.  It's  only  eighteen 
months  and  three  days  now,  Sally?" 

"  Yes,"  she  said;  and  then:  "I  mark 
the  days  off  on  my  calendar,  you  know, 
Andrew." 

Andrew  luid  one  arm  around  her  waist, 
and  held  her  left  hand  in  his;  after  this 
one  tender  allusion  they  talked  in  a  com- 
monplace way  of  how  Sally  must  econo- 
mize to  manage  Robert's  education:  and 
of  the  gi'eenhouse;  and  of  the  condition 
of  what  Andrew  called  "The  Fund" — 
which  meant  his  savings,  that  were  to  be 
devoted  one  of  these  days  to  house-furnish- 
iug— and  of  anything  else  that  came  into 
their  heads.  But  Sally  was  marking  the 
days  off  on  the  calendar !— and  it  was  only 
eighteen  months  and  three  days  until  she 
should  be  twenty-three,  and  he  twenty- 
three  and  a  half. 

He  kissed  her  when  it  was  time  to  go 
out  to  the  family,  and  she  put  her  arms 
aroujxl  his  neck  for  a  minute;  but  there 
were  no  raptui'es. 

So  it  was  decided  that.  Robert  should  be 
sent  to  college;  and  all  Old  Chester  ap- 
plauded, and  said  it  was  very  proper  in 
Mrs.  Smith  to  make  such  an  elfort,  and 
it  believed  that  the  boy  would  be  a  credit 
to  hei"  one  of  these  days. 

Robert  entei'ed  the  university  that  au- 
tumn, and  Sally  was  to  be  married  when 
he  came  home  for  the  sunniier  vacation. 
And  so  the  time  passed.  Andrew's  mo- 
ther really  grew  fond  of  Sally  (in  her 
way) :  "  the  only  thing  I  don't  like  about 
her  is  her  mother,"  said  Mrs.  Steele:  and 
also,  she  had  her  opinion,  she  .said,  of  two 
]^eo})le  who  wore  going  to  man-y  on  air. 
'"That's  about  all  Andrew's  father  ever 
got  out  of  tiie  greenhouse — air!  and  damp 
air  too.  Well,  Andrew  needn't  look  to 
me  to  do  anything  for  him  :  I've  told 
him  that.  They'll  have  to  boai'd  here, 
because  I  can't  get  along  without  An- 
drew. But  I  won't  have  this  house  over- 
run by  the  gii-l's  brothers  and  sisters. 
r^Iiss  Sally  Smith  can  just  understand 
that!" 

Miss  Sally  Smith  undei-stood  it  perfect- 
ly, and  felt  very  sorry  that  Aiulrew's  mo- 
ther should  be  so  ill  -  tempered.  But, 
all  the  same,  her  calendar  showed  a  grow- 
ing  expanse    of  diagonal  lines  over  the 


days;  and  by-and-by  it  was  only  three 
months  before  "  tlie  day"  should  be  reach- 
ed !  'J'hen  Mrs.  Smith  asked  Sally  if  she 
didn't  think  perhaps  she  ought  to  be  get- 
ting her  wedding  clothes  ready  —  which 
was  an  astonishingly  practical  remark 
from  Mrs.  Smith.  Sally  did  think  so. 
And  so  the  younger  sisters,  and  the  mo- 
ther, and  Sally,  all  cut  and  stitched  and 
fitted  :  and  Andi-ew  came  regularly  every 
other  Sunday  night;  and  everybody  was 
very  happy. 

Sally  and  the  girls  were  sewing  away 
in  the  dining-room  the  day  the  letter 
with  the  bad  news  came  from  Robert. 
It  was  a  May  morning,  warm,  but  with  a 
cold  edge  in  the  wind:  and  just  outside 
the  dining-room  window  was  a  peach-tree, 
all  shimmering  pink.  The  long  dining- 
I'oom  table  was  lieaped  with  white  nain- 
sook and  edgings,  and  there  was  even 
a  little  narrow  Valenciennes  lace,  which 
was  the  apple  of  Sally's  eye. 

"Real  Yal,  for  ti'inmiing!"  she  said. 
"Mother,  I  declai'e  it's  I'obbei'y  to  take  it 
ivorti  you." 

"Why,  Sally,"  Mrs.  Smith  said,  "it 
has  been  lying  there  in  my  ])iece-box  for 
six  years;  I  don't  see  why  you  shouldn't 
use  it,  I'm  sure.  I  got  it  to  trim  a  bap- 
tismal robe  for  David  ;  and  then  I  couldn't 
all'ord  to  buy  the  I'obe:  s«>.  I  never  used 
it." 

"Well,  girls,"  Sally  announced  to  the 
other  two  sisters,  "  when  your  turn 
comes,  I'll  give  it  back  to  you." 

"  Pooh  !"  said  Esther,  scornfully.  "  I'm 
not  going  to  be  married.  I'm  going  to 
be  an  artist.  And  when  I  get  rich.  I'll 
buy  you  all  the  Yalenciennes  lace  you 
want!  Sally." 

Little  Grace  lifted  her  serious  face,  and 
watched  Sally  measuring  off'  the  precious 
lengths,  and  put  in  her  disclaimer  too: 
"I  won't  want  any  lace.  I'm  not  going 
to  wear  things  like  that.  I  think  they 
are  worldly." 

"  Do  you.  dear?"  Sally  said,  in  her  kind 
voice,  that  never  held  any  disres])ect.  "  I 
don't.  Oh,  it  is  a  ])retty  good  old  world, 
after  all!"  she  ended,  joyously,  looking 
out  at  the  rosy  torch  of  the  blossoming- 
tree,  and  beyond  it.  into  the  soft,  blue 
sky.  And  then  one  of  the  little  boj'S 
came  in  with  Robert's  letter. 

It  was  to  Sally,  not  to  liis  mother,  as 
usual,  which  surprised  the  elder  .sister 
enough  to  make  her  put  it  in  her  pocket 
unoi)ened.  though  Mrs.  Smith  said,  with  a 
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little  note  of  disappointment  in  her  voice, 
"Oh,  I  thought  it  was  from  Robert?" 

Then  some  one  asked  for  a  spool  of  90, 
wliich,  not  being-  in  the  family  work- 
basket,  Sally  was  obliged  to  run  up  stairs 
to  her  own  room  to  fetch.  Sally  never 
thought  of  asking  either  of  the  girls  to  do 
anything  she  could  do  herself;  which  was 
a  pity  for  the  girls. 

She  must  have  had  to  search  for  the 
spool  a  few  minutes,  for  she  did  not  come 
back  immediately. 

''Mother  says,  'Look  in  the  second 
drawer  of  her  work-table,'"  Esther  called 
■up  to  her. 

"Yes,"  Sally  answered,  briefly.  When 
she  came  down  with  the  spool  her  face 
was  very  much  flushed,  and  her  hands 
wei'e  not  steady. 

"Why,  Sally,"  her  mother  said,  "you 
are  all  out  of  breath.  I  wouldn't  run  up 
stairs  that  way,  my  child." 

"No,  ma'am,"  Sally  answered,  obedient- 
ly, and  put  her  hand  in  her  pocket  and 
squeezed  the  letter.  She  did  not  talk 
very  much  after  that,  though  the  girls 
kept  up  their  pretty  chatter  of  wedding 
clothes,  and  spring  weather,  and  the  glow 
that  the  peach-tree  made,  standing  so 
warm  and  rosy  right  up  against  the  din- 
ing-room window.  After  a  while  she  said 
she  thought  Andrew  was  out  in  the  green- 
house, and  she  would  run  across  and  speak 
to  him.  So  she  folded  up  her  sewing,  and 
said  she  would  be  back  in  time  to  bring 
her  mother  her  beef  tea  at  eleven,  and 
went,  bareheaded,  out  into  the  cool  sun- 
shine of  the  back  garden  and  across  the 
road  to  the  greenhouse.  Andrew  was  at 
the  further  end  of  the  nursery  behind  the 
greenhouse,  and  when  he  saw  her  coming- 
he  stopped  his  work,  and  stood  still,  and 
watched  her,  his  plain,  kind  face  break- 
ing into  a  contented  smile.  Sally's  hair 
was  blowing  all  about  her  forehead,  and 
her  fresh  calico  dress  rustling  in  the  wind ; 
and  to  Andrew's  eyes  she  Avas  the  pretti- 
est girl  in  tlie  world.  • 

"Well,  Sally?"  he  said.  And  thou  he 
added,  anxiously,  "You're  worried?'' 

"Yes,  Andrew."  Her  color  came  and 
went,  and  her  eyes  filled.  '"  Oh,  Andrew, 
Robert  has  been  cruelly,  cruelly  treated  I 
He—  Oh,  Andrew ,  what  shall  I  do?  Peo- 
ple suspect  Robert  P'  she  burst  out— "  our 
Bobby!  They  say  he  is— a  thief!  That 
he  lias  stolen  something  from  one  of  the 
tutors.  Robert !"  she  ended,  with  passion- 
ate contempt. 


Andrew's  face  grew  anxious.  "Sally, 
first  of  all,  are  you  sure  he  didn't?" 

"  Why,  Andrew  !  you — doubt  Robert?" 

"No, "he  said,  slowly;  "not  any  more 
than  I  would  doubt  myself,  or  anybody. 
I  can't  say  it  isn't  possible.  I  can't  help 
seeing  that  side  of  it." 

"Oh,  Andrew!  don't — don't!  He  is  in- 
nocent; he  couldn't  do — thatr 

"I  don't  think  he  could,  Sally;  he's 
your  brother,"  Andrew  said,  simply. 
Then  she  gave  him  Robert's  letter.  It 
was  a  letter  full  of  blustering  indigna- 
tion—  a  boy's  letter,  Andrew  said;  in- 
coherent, protesting,  angry,  frightened. 
Andrew  sighed  and  shook  his  head  when 
he  folded  it  and  handed  it  back  to  her. 
"  I'll  start  to-night,  Sally.  I'll  get  a  line 
from  Dr.  Lavendar  to  the  President,  just 
saying  he  has  known  Robert  all  his  life — " 

"And  he  will  vouch  for  him,"  Sally 
broke  in,  with  a  sob.  If  she  had  not  been 
a  sweet-hearted  woman,  she  w^ould  have 
added,  "if  you  won't!''  But  that  was 
not  Sally's  way.  Andrew  looked  around 
for  a  moment,  because  his  gardener  might 
be  somewhere  about;  and  then  he  kissed 
her.  And  she  reached  up  and  clung  to 
him,  and  cried,  and  felt  certain  that  he 
would  make  everything  right. 

"Vouch  for  Bobby?"  said  Dr.  Laven- 
dar, very  red  and  angry  when  he  heard 
the  story  Sally  and  Andrew  told  him. 
"Of  course  I  will  vouch  for  Bobby! 
Sally,  my  child,  don't  worry.  Andrew 
Avill  right  the  bo}"  in  five  minutes.  If 
he  doesn't,  I'll  go  myself;  I'll  send  the 
Bishop!" 

"Oh,  Dr.  Lavendar,"  Sally  said,  the 
tears  rolling  down  her  cheeks,  "it  is  such 
a  comfort  to  hear  you  talk  !" 

"  Well,  come,  come !  you  mustn't  cry! 
Here's  Andrew  looking  as  though  he  were 
going  to  be  hung  at  the  sight  of  those 
tears.  IIow^  are  the  wedding  clothes  com- 
ing on?  There!  That's  better !"  For  Sal- 
ly blushed  as  hapi)ily  as  every  young 
thing  should,  and  Andrew  gazed  at  her  in 
open  pride  and  joy. 

"Andrew  will  make  it  all  right,  I 
know,"  Sally  said. 

It  was  very  satisfying  to  Dr.  Lavendar 
to  see  how  they  loved  each  other. 

So  Andrew  went.  And  while  he  was 
gone — indeed,  it  must  have  crossed  him 
on  the  way — another  letter  came.  Alas! 
alas!  Poor  Sally,  stumbling  through  its 
maze  of  excuses  and  explanations  and  ac- 
cusations, read,  at  last,  confession: 
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''  I  oiih/  meant  to  horroiv  it,  of  course. 
It  was  only  $100.  '^Vhy  did  he  leave  it 
in  his  desk  if  he  didn't  want  anybody  to 
take  it  ?  I  believe  it  ivas  a  trap  ;  but  I 
only  borroived  it.  I  meant  to  put  it 
back  as  soon  as  you  sent  me  my  alknv- 
ance.  If  you.  iverent  so  mean  about  my 
allowance,  Iicouldn't  have  had  to  borrow. 
There's  no  use  making  a  fuss  about  it.'' 

Sally  read  the  letter,  and  then  sat  and 
looked  at  it.  "  Oui*  Robert,"'  she  said, 
once  or  twice.      "  Father's  son — " 

After  a  while  she  gathered  \\\)  her 
courage,  poor  child,  and  went  to  break 
the  dreadful  news  to  Robert's  mother. 

Later  h\  the  day — the  restless,  hopeless 
day  —  she  told  Dr.  Lavendar,  But  his 
amazement  and  grief,  his  shame,  even, 
because  Robert  was  one  of  his  child I'en, 
he  said,  gave  Sally  only  a  dull  sense  of 
pity  for  him.  For  lierself  she  had  no 
Avords;  she  sat  and  looked  at  him,  and 
wondered,  vaguely,  why  he  talked;  she 
could  not  talk.  Only  wdien,  out  of  his 
liumiliation  and  sorrow,  he  came  to  face 
the  practical  necessities  did  she  seem  to 
listen  to  him. 

''  Sally,  my  cliild,  tell  me  wdiat  yon  are 
going  to  do.'' 

''Andrew  will  see  the  President.  I 
think  Rol)ert  won't  be  expelled.  But  he 
will  come  home,  of  course." 

"No,  no,"  he  said,  quickly;  "don't 
s])are  him:  let  the  university'  expel  hiin! 
Oh,  my  child,  the  Lord  in  his  mercy 
sends  consequences  to  our  sins,  or  there 
would  be  no  health  in  us.  Let  R()])ert 
be  ashamed,  if  you  would  save  his  soul 
alive  1" 

Sally  looked  at  him  in  dull  and  miser- 
able astonishment;  he  was  so  insistent 
that  poor  Robert  siiould  be  punished. 
("As  if  the  doing  it  wasn't  punishmejit 
enough!"'  she  said  to  herself.) 

"I  don"t  understand.  Dr.  Lavendar; 
but,  anyway,  I  can't  have  father's  son 
expelled  for — for  what  Robert  has  done. 
I  know  lie  didn't  mean  to  do  wrong;  it 
was  a  sudden  temptatioji,  and  he  didn't 
realize — "'  Poor  Sally  brolce  down  and 
cried.  "I'm  going  to  have  him  couie 
home,  and  — take  care  of  him.  And  love 
him.      And  I  think  people  needn't  know." 

"You  can't  love  him  too  mucli,"  he 
said;  "but  love  \\\u\  enougli  to  let  him 
suffer.  Sally.      Shame  is  wholesome." 

She  shook  her  head.  "  No,  no."  she 
said, passionately  ;  "people  sha'n't  know  I"' 


The  old  man  looked  at  her  pityingly. 
"Ah,  Sally,  my  girl,  when  you  get  old 
you'll  know  the  worth  of  pain.  Poor 
child,  you  can't  see  the  blessing  in  it  yet. 
can  you?  Well,  well:  we  won't  tell  any 
one  about  it.  if  you  and  your  mother 
think  best;  but  I  think  you"re  Avrong: 
mind,  now,  I  think  you're  wrong.  Now, 
what  about  the  money  T' 

"  I  have  sent  it  to  his  tutor.'' 

"Well?"' 

"  I  don't  know  what  you  mean,  sir,"' 
she  said,  wearily. 

"I  mean,  how  is  Roliert  to  pay  it 
baclv  ?" 

"  I've  paid  it.  Dr.  Lavendar,"  she  ex- 
plained again.  And  once  more  he 
checked  her,  this  time  sternly: 

"  Sarah,  Robert  must  pay  it  back.  He 
must  earn  it.  Let  his  body  teach  his  soul 
its  lesson.  Let  him  work  hard,  and  live 
plainly.  Let  hitn  go  as  a  hand  in  the 
mills.  My  child,  don't  you  interfere 
with  Robert's  Heavenly  Father,  and  try 
to  make  the  way  of  the  transgressor  easy  I  ' 

Her  outcry  of  pain  and  entreaty  did 
not  move  him. 

"  Do  your  duty,  Sarah,"  he  said,  frown- 
ing. And  then  he  added,  softening  a  lit- 
tle: "And  after  all,  Sally,  he  might  as 
well  go  to  work  now.  When  you  and 
Andrew^  get  married  in  Juh%  3'ou  can't 
have  him  tied  to  your  apron  -  string. 
You'll  have  to  leave  him  then."' 

"But  we  won't  be  mari'ied  in  July,"' 
said  Sally. 

III. 

"  I  hope  you  won"t  disa])i)rove,""  ]\rrs. 
Smith  said  to  Dr.  Lavendar,  when  he 
came  and  sat  beside  her  in  a  long,  kind, 
comforting  silence,  "  but  we  are  going  to 
have  Robert  stay  at  home.  Sally  thiulcs 
it  is  best;  he  is  going  to  help  Andrew  in 
the  greenhouse,  and  Sally  can  look  after 
him  all  the  tinu\  You  know  they  are 
not  going  to  be  nuirried  this  summer." 

"  Why  not?""  said  Dr.  Lavendar. 

"  Oh,  I  couldn"t  do  without  Sally."'  the 
poor  lady  said,  shrinking  and  whimper- 
ing. "  Sally  saw  that  herself.  She  knows 
I  couldn't  get  along  without  her,  now. 
She  can  manage  Robert  better  than  I  can. 
He  always  had  so  much  will."'  she  ended, 
sighing,  and  looking  tearfully  at  the  ini- 
tial on  her  handkerchief. 

Dr.  Lavendar  shook  his  head  sadly. 

"You  think  I"m  doing  wrong,  sir?"' 

"  Yes,  nui'am." 

Siie   wei)t   a  little,  and   tried   feebly  to 
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argue  it  with  him.  "  He  mig'lit  have 
some  temptation  if  he  went  away  from 
us.      Oh,  dear,  dear,  dear!" 

But  Dr.  La  vendar  spoke  his  mind:  "Set 
Bobby  to  work;  put  him  on  liis  own  legs. 
He  needs  some  hard  knocks!  Andrew's 
greenhouse  is  too  easy  for  him.  And, 
I  tell  you,  it  isn't  right  for  Sally  and 
Andrew  to  wait,  maam;   it  isn't  riglit.*' 

"  Well,  I  don't  know,"  she  said ;  "  per- 
haps it  isn't.  But  I  couldn't  get  along 
without  her,  you  know." 

And  Dr.  Lavendar  sighed,  and  gave  it 
up. 

And  by-and-by  they  all  settled  back 
into  a  sad  sort  of  acceptance  of  tiie  situa- 
tion; Robert  was  sullen  and  mortified, 
but,  alas,  not  ashamed. 

Now  there  are  certain  great  angels 
which  meet  us  in  the  way  of  life: — Pain  is 
one;  Failure  is  one;  Shame  is  one.  Pain 
looks  us  full  in  the  eyes,  and  we  must 
wrestle  with  him  before  he  blesses"  us. 
Failure  brings  in  his  stern  hand  the  peace 
of  renunciation.  Shame  bears  to  us  the 
sense  of  sin,  which  is  the  knowledge  of 
God;  his  hidden  face  shines  with  the 
mercy  of  Heaven, — and  well  for  us  if  we 
may  look  into  it.  But,  alas,  poor  Robert 
looked  only  at  liimself;  he  had  nothing 
but  a  small  and  worthless  mortihcation, 
which  was  only  wounded  vanity  and  mean 
self -consciousness.  He  knew  that  his 
sister's  marriage  had  been  put  off  for  his 
sake,  and  he  was  angry  that  it  was  so;  he 
knew  that  Sally  watched  him  with  hope- 
ful love,  and  he  was  angry  at  the  hoi>e 
and  love;  he  knew  that  he  had  disgraced 
his  family,  so  lie  was  angry  at  his  family. 

Andrew  had  conceded  almost  immedi- 
ately that  under  the  circumstances  it  was 
Sally's  duty  to  defer  her  marriage.  "I 
can  see  her  mother's  side  of  it,"  he  told 
himself,  patiently.  Mrs.  Smith  was  so 
broken  by  this  disgraceful  trouble  that 
it  would  be  cruel  to  take  Sally  away  from 
her.  Perhaps  in  a  year  they  could  he 
married;  that  was  what  Andrew  counted 
on. 

But  that  year  of  waiting  was  not  like 
those  iii'st,  young,  sweet  years.  ^kFrs. 
Smith  was  more  helpless  than  evt-r;  the 
great  shock  of  Robert's  fault  seemed  to 
have  cut  some  spring;  she  was  never  the 
same  woman  again.  •*  Sillier  than  ever." 
Mrs,  Steele  said.  Certainly  she  was  a 
little  more  vague,  a  little  more  queru- 
lous; perhaps  a  little  dulled  to  everything 
except  her  love  for  her  oldest  son.      She 


was  sensitive  to  any  remembrance  of  his 
wrong-doing,  and  quick  to  resent  what 
seemed  disapproval  or  even  anxiety  on 
Sally's  part. 

"You  act  as  if  he  was  the  wickedest 
person  in  the  world  1"  she  would  say. 
"He  shouldn't  have  done  it,  of  course; 
but  he  was  thoughtless;  and  he  meant 
to  pay  the  money  back.  I  don't  see  any- 
thing so  very  wicked  in  that,"  she  would 
sigh,  with  that  singular  moral  obliquity 
which  in  money  matters  seems  to  belong- 
to  feminine  love. 

However,  the  days  came  and  went,  and 
the  months  slip])ed  into  each  other,  and 
the  year  of  watching  over  Robert  was 
nearly  ended.  But  Mrs.  Smith  did  not 
grow  any  stronger,  or  any  more  sensible; 
so,  by-and-by,  when  nearly  another  year 
had  gone,  Sally  began  to  say  that  she 
could  not  go  away  from  home  until 
Esther  was  old  enough  to  take  her  place. 
"When  Esther  is  eighteen,  Andrew,  she 
can  help  mother.  That's  only  two  years 
more,"  she  said,  with  courage. 

"But  you  took  charge  of  everything 
when  you  were  seventeen,  Salh\"  he  re- 
minded her,  moodih'. 

"Yes,  Andrew;  but  that  was  different. 
I  had  to.  And  I  can  see  now  I  really  was 
too  young.      Now  wasn't  I?" 

And  Andrew,  with  reluctant  truth,  was 
obliged  to  admit  that  he  thought  she  was. 
"A  girl  oughtn't  to  have  sucli  responsi- 
bilities,'' he  said;  "  I  can  see  that  side  of 
it,  Sally."  Then  he  stopped  and  calcu- 
lated for  a  minute.  "  Well,  Sally,  when 
you  are  twenty-seven,  and  I  am  twenty- 
sev(ui  and  a  half—" 

"  Yes,  Andrew." 

So  the  detinite  period  of  p(^stponement 
was  faced,  and  the  days  wtMit  bravely. 
That  winter  Robert  hatl  a  chance  to  read 
law  in  an  ollice  in  Mercer,  which  gave 
him  some  sort  of  hold  on  life  again,  while 
at  the  same  time  it  lifted  the  cloud  of  his 
idle  and  discontenltHl  presence  at  home. 
Gi-aee  and  Esther  shot  up  into  big  girls. 
Esiiier  drawing  and  painting,  and  call- 
ing herself  an  artist,  according  to  Old 
Chester  lights:  and  Grace,  a  (pieer,  mor- 
bid, anxious  child,  who  was  always  fum- 
bling about  in  her  mind  for  a  vocation. 
"  Isn't,  it  strange?"  Sally  confided  once  to 
Aiulrew;  "  when  I  was  a  girl  I  nevei"  was 
thinking  what  I  was  going  to  do.  Why, 
there  isn't  anything  special  to  do — excei)t 
just  grow  up,  and  please  mother,  and 
make    the   little   boys   happy,  and   go   to 
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cliui'di  on  Sundays.  It  seems  to  me  that's 
enoug'li,"  Sally  said,  thoughtfully.  "  But 
I  suppose  that's  because  I  haven't  any 
talents." 

"Esther  will  be  seventeen  the  5th  of 
nextmonth,"  Andrew  reminded  her.  ''A 
year  and  one  month  more,  Sally!'' 

"Yes,  Andrew;  only  a  year  and  one 
month.  Oh,  Andrew,  did  you  see  her  last 
})icture?  It's  wonderful!"  And  Sally, 
with  careful  pride,  displayed  a  drawing  of 
Clytie.  "She  copied  it  from  that  Parian 
marble  one  in  the  parlor,  you  know.  Miss 
Annie  Shields  says  she  ought  to  go  and 
study  drawing  at  the  School  of  Design  in 
Mercer.  She's  wild  to!  And  I  don't  know 
why  she  shouldn't,  if  we  can  att'ord  it?" 

"  Well,  now,  Sally,"  Andrew  said, 
"why  can't  she?     Let  me  help." 

And  such  was  the  sim})licity  of  Sally's 
love  that  she  saw  no  reason  why  he  should 
not  help,  if  help  were  needed.  "But  I 
don't  need  it,  Andrew.  I  think  I  can 
manage  her  board;  and  the  tuition  is  free, 
you  know.  But  —  but  do  you  think  it 
would  be  well,  xVndrew?"'  she  said,  with 
a  sudden  break  in  her  voice.  "  A^ou 
know — "* 

"Yes;  but  Esther  is  different.  I  would 
trust  Esther  anywhere." 

He  saw  his  Sally's  eyes  fill  at  the  remem- 
brance of  how  together  they  had  planned 
that  other  flight  into  the  world.  Poor 
Robert!  It  had  cut  deep,  that  stab  of 
shame  and  sorrow.  Andrew  took  her 
ha,nd  in  his  and  kissed  it;  and  she  put 
her  head  down  on  his  shoulder,  and  knew 
he  understood. 

So  it  was  settled;  and  when  the  fall 
tei-m  opened,  Esther,  excited,  eager,  hope- 
ful, started  out  to  "study  art"  for  one 
year. 

"She  hns  great  talent,''  Miss  Annie 
Shields  told  Snlly.  with  enthusiasm. 
"  We'll  hear  from  her  one  of  these  davsl 


She'll  be 


Paris  in  one  of  the  studios 


before  we  know  it." 

"In  Parish"  Sallv  said,  with  a  startled 
look. 

Miss  Shields  laughed  a  little,  and  put 
her  arm  about  her.  "My  dear,  Esther 
is  going  to  be  an  artist,  and  that  means 
a  long  road  to  travel." 

"Why,  yes,  of  coui'se."  Sally  agreed; 
"but — "  Then  she  stoi)iK>d,  and  her 
oi)en  face  clouded  a  little. 

But  whatever  her  disturbed  thought 
was,  she  banished  it.  Esther  was  going 
to  have  a  winter  at  the  School  of  Design, 


then   she   would   come   home   and   paint 
and    draw    in    Old    Chester;     and    Sally  1 
would  get  married. 

That  was  a  very  peaceful  winter  to  the  !| 
"real  Smiths."  As^ early  as  January,  al- 
though the  family  laughed  at  her  a  little, 
Sally  began  to  plan  her  wedding  clothes 
again,  and  the  unfinished  wedding  dress 
was  taken  from  its  wrapping  of  silver  pa- 
per to  be  altered,  so  as  to  be  in  the  fashion, 
and  finished — for  the  wedding  was  to  be 
in  June.  Esther's  visits,  and  her  work. 
and  her  "standing,"  were  weekly  inter- 
ests. There  were  good  reports  of  Robert 
from  the  lawyer's  office  in  Mercer.  The 
two  boys  David  and  John  were  vigorous. 
open-air  little  fellows,  who  kept  Grace 
and  Sall\*  busy  mending  and  brushing. 
and  helping  them  w^itli  their  lessons. 
Grace  was  more  contented,  too;  which 
was  a  great  comfort  to  Sally.  The  child 
began  to  read  devout  books  and  have  in- 
tense religious  experiences. 

"She's  a  little  saint.''  Sally  told  An- 
drew\  "Oh,  Andrew,  that  child  makes 
me  really  ashamed  of  myself;  she's  only 
fifteen,  but  she  cares  more  for — for  things 
like  that  than  I  ever  did  in  all  my  life." 

"  I  think  she  is  a  good  child,"  Andrew 
agreed;  "but  you're  good  enough,  Sally. 
I  don't  think  I'd  want  you  to  be  any  bet- 
ter," he  said,  thoughtful  I}". 

"  I'm  not  good  at  all!''  she  said,  laugh- 
ing. "I'd  never  have  the  patience  to 
read  all  those  books  Gracie  does." 

"Well,  it  isn't  all  books, — religion," 
Andrew  said.  They  were  standing  by 
the  bench  of  seedling  carnations  in  the 
greenhouse,  and  Salh^  had  been  watch- 
ing him  splitting  down  the  stems  in  search 
of  a  fat  white  grub  that  was  turning  all 
the  cool  gray-green  into  a  sickly  yellow. 
Andrew  touched  his  flowers  as  if  he  loved 
them,  and  when  he  tore  open  the  heart 
of  a  carnation  to  discover  tlie  enemy,  his 
mild  face  puckered  with  synipathy.  It 
was  a  sunny  winter  morning,  with  a 
glare  of  snow  outside;  but  in  the  green- 
house the  air  was  moist  and  warm,  and 
full  of  the  scent  of  roses  and  Avet  earth 
and  growing  things.  There  was  a  soft 
green  mould  on  the  azalea  pots  and  on 
the  curb  of  a  little  pool,  which  was  sunk 
in  the  llag-stones  and  boi'dered  by  the 
callas;  the  water  was  still  and  dark, 
with  a  sudden  glitter  now  and  then  in 
its  placid  depths,  when  a  goldfish  turned 
his  shining  side,  or  came  u^)  to  the  sur- 
face for  a  fly. 
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Saddenly  Andrew  put  down  his  knife 
and  twine,  and  took  Sally's  two  hands 
ill  his.  "Oh,  Sally,"  he  said,  "yon  are 
o-ood!  Sometimes  I  think  if  yon  weren't 
so  g-ood  we  would  have  been  married 
hy  this  time!"'  His  face  quivered  as  he 
spoke.  Sally  slipped  her  arm  through  his 
silently.  "We've  waited  so  long-, "  the 
young  man  said,  with  a  hard  note  in  his 
voice. 

Sally  put  her  cheek  against  his  slioul- 
der.  "Yet  I  couldn't  leave  mother,  could 
I.  dear?' 

Andrew  took  up  his  knife  and  twine 
again  with  a  long  sigh.  "No,  Sally,  no. 
I  can  see  that  side  of  it.      But — "' 

IV. 

Robert  did  so  well  in  the  lawyer's  of- 
fice that  by-and-by  his  good-humored  as- 
surance came  back  to  him,  his  old  intel- 
ligent certainty  of  ability.  And  on  the 
strength  of  it — plus  his  allowance  from 
the  family  purse — he  got  married. 

He  did  not  see  fit  to  notify  his  family, 
however,  until  the  deed  was  done,  and  a 
smart,  pretty  Mercer  girl,  "of  no  family 
whatever,"  Old  Chester  said,  his  wife. 
It  would  be  interesting  to  know  why, 
occasionally,  a  person  of  decent  and  re- 
fined traditions  commits,  without  cause. 
the  vulgarity  of  a  secret  marriage.  How- 
ever, nobody  can  say  there  is  anj'thing 
actually  wrong  about  it;  unless  bad  taste 
is  wrong.  Sally  and  her  mother  may 
have  felt  hot  and  ashamed,  but  they  kept 
their  own  counsel,  and  said  they  were 
glad  to  have  Bobby  lyive  a  home  of  his 
own.  Grace  looked  grave  and  troubled; 
but  Esther,  when  she  came  home  on  Fri- 
day, spoke  out*her  angry  thought:  "Rob- 
ert ought  to  do  something  for  mother, 
iMstejid  of  getting  married  in  tliis  low, 
underhand  way!'' 

"Don't  you  think,  Esther,"  Sally  sug- 
j  gested.  "that  perhaps  you  ought  to  live 
Avith  Robert  now,  in  Mercer,  instead  of 
boarding?  He  spoke  of  it  to  me.  It 
would  help  him  a  little,  and  — it  would 
seem  kinder.'' 

"Indeed  I  won't!"'  Esther  declared, 
hotly.  "I'm  ashamed  of  him.  Sally.  I 
don't  want  to  have  anything  to  do  with 
him,  or  his  wife  either.  I  know  she's 
horrid,  or  she  wouldn't  have  married 
him." 

This  decided  expression  of  Esther's  will 
troubled  the  elder  sister,  and  it  came 
upon  another  trouble  which   was  heavy 


on  her  heart,  and  which  must  be  told  to 
Andrew. 

It  was  dusk,  and  they  were  walking 
along  the  river  road;  Sally  was  very  si- 
lent, which  was  not  usual,  and  Andrew 
was  talking  a  good  deal  of  their  own  lit- 
tle comfortable  commonplace  interests. 
They  stopped  on  the  bridge  for  a  few 
minutes,  and  leaned  on  the  hacked  and 
whittled  hand-rail,  looking  sometimes  at 
the  dark,  smooth  current  below  them. 
and  sometimes  at  the  black  fringe  of 
trees  along  the  bank,  but  mostly  at  each 
other.  A  .  prosaic  paii*,  perhaps,  one 
might  have  thought  them;  Sally  was 
getting  stout,  and  she  had  taken  to  spec- 
tacles lately,  because  she  was  near-sight- 
ed;  she  wore  her  hair  drawn  rather 
tightly  back  from  her  face,  and  twisted 
into  a  little  knob;  it  was  the  quickest 
way  to  arrange  it,  she  said;  and  when 
every  minute  in  your  day  is  full,  the 
quickest  arrangement  of  your  hair  is  a 
consideration.  Andrew,  tall  and  thin, 
had  deep  lines  on  his  forehead,  that  meant 
patient  disappointment;  and  he  had  the 
stoop  which  comes  from  bending  over 
cold  frames  and  poking  about  roots  for 
borers,  which  made  him  look  much  older 
than  he  was. 

"  Esther  doesn't  like  Robert's  wife,  An- 
drew,''Sally  said;  "and  she  won't  live 
with  them.  Grace  is  going  to  ]\[ercer 
next  month  to  visit  her;  Grace  is  so  good 
about  such  things!" 

"  Well,  Sally,''  Andrew  said,  in  a  com- 
forting voice,  "I'd  like  it  l)etter  in  Esther 
if  she  felt  it  her  duty  to  be  with  Robert  — 
but  I  can  see  her  side  of  it.  She  doesn't 
like  his  wife,  and  it  wouldn't  be  pleasant 
to  live  with  her.  And  you  know  Es- 
ther's young  yet." 

"Yes,"  Sally  agreed,  with  a  sigh. 

"  Besides,  she  only  has  to  liiiish  this 
term."  Andrew  reminded  her. 

Sally  drew  in  her  breath,  and  looked 
away  from  him.  '' Andrew,"  she  said, 
"  Esther  says  that  she  wants  to  have  ft)ur 
years  at  the  School  of  Design,  instead  of 
one:  she  says  it  is  an  actual  necessity. 
That  unless  she  can  take  the  whole 
course" — Sally's  voice  began  to  break — 
"it  is  just  a  waste  of  money  to  have 
taken  part  of  it." 

•'Why.  but.  Sally — "  he  exclaimed. 

"Yes,  I  know,  1  know.  But  I  don't 
see  what  can  be  done.  I  can  see  that  to 
stoj)  in  the  middle  is  bad.  Only — I  nev- 
er thought  of  it  when  she  beo-an." 
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"  But,  Sally,"  lie  protested 
possibly  Avait  any  longer  1" 

"  Tni  afraid  we'll  have  to;  of  course 
I  couldn't  leave  mother  and  the  boys  to 
Grace;  she  isn't  near  old  enough.  You 
see  that,  Andrew?  Oh,  x\ndrew — please 
help  nie— please!*'  Sally  said,  and  put  her 
face  down  on  her  arms  on  the  railing, 
and  he  felt  that  she  was  crying.  The 
poor  fellow  stood  speechless  beside  her. 
The  river  whispered  and  washed  against 
the  wooden  pier  in  mid-stream.  Sally  did 
not  speak. 

'*But,  Sally,"  he  said,  "why,  only  this 
afternoon  I  was  counting  up  the  days; 
and  tills  would  make  it  three  years!  Sal- 
ly '" — he  caught  his  breath,  almost  in  a 
sol) — "you  belong  to  me  I'' 

At  tJiat  she  lifted  her  head,  with  a 
smile  that  was  like  sudden  sunshine  on  a 
cloudy  day.  "  Why,  iindrew,  that's  just 
it!  That's  what  makes  it  possible  to 
wait;  and  you  see  for  yourself  I  can't 
leave  home.  Mother  is  really  an  invalid 
now;  and  think  how  much  care  John- 
ny and  David  ai-e.  Grace  couldn't  take 
charge  of  the  house.  Esther  wants  to 
be  ai  artist,  and  it  would  be  cruel  to  take 
the  chance  away  from  her,  wouldn't  it.^" 

''How  about  the  cruelty  for  us?*'  An- 
drew said,  breathing  hard. 

'*  But  Esther  is  eighteen  now,"*  Sally 
said;  "she  really  has  a  right  to  decide 
for  herself.  Only  —  it's  hard  on  you, 
Andrew."  Sally's  little  round  chin 
shook,  and  she  looked  up  at  him,  trying 
not  to  cry. 

It  was  so  hard  that  Andrew,  though  he 
set  himself  to  cheer  her,  quietly,  in  his 
own  mind,  refused  to  accept  the  delay. 
He  evolved  a  plan:  he  would  ask  Mrs. 
Smith  whether,  if  he  and  Sally  got  mar- 
ried, he  might  come  and  live  with  them, 
instead  of  taking  Sally  away.  ''  I'd  have 
to  bring  mother,"  he  I'etlected ;  '\she  isn*t 
well  enough  to  live  alone;  but  the}'  owe 
Sally  that." 

However,  owing  doesn't  mean  ])aying. 
as  any  butcher  or  baker  or  candlestick- 
maker  can  tell  you;  and  when  it  comes 
to  relations,  the  payment  of  consideration 
is.  alas,  even  more  uncertain.  Mrs.  Smith 
cried,  and  said  of  course  Sally  must  do  as 
she  thought  best.  If  she  was  so  anxious 
to  get  married  that  she  had  to  bi'ing 
strangers  into  the  house,  why,  she  must 
do  it,  that  was  all.  Then  she  told  Sally 
hystei'ically  that  she  had  always  disliked 
Mrs.  Steele;  she  was  a  disagreeable,  bad- 


tempered  old  woman,  and  she  didn't 
know  why,  at  her  time  of  life,  she  should 
have  to  live  in  the  same  house  with  her. 
"If  you*ll  wait  a  little  while,"  she  said. 
"I  won't  be  in  your  way.  Andrew's 
been  content  to  wait  ten  years  now;  I 
don't  see  why  he  should  suddenly  be  in 
such  a  dreadful  hurry.  Still — do  as  you 
want,  Sally;  you've  always  had  your  own 
way,  and  you  always  will!" 

But  even  if  Mrs.  Smith  had  been  com- 
plaisant, Andrew's  plan  could  not  have 
been  carried  out.  Mrs.  Steele  was  aghast 
at  the  very  idea  of  such  a  thing.  She 
would  do  anything  in  the  world  for  An- 
drew— in  reason;  but  if  Sally  Smith  didn't 
love  him  enough  to  leave  her  mother  for 
him,  she  had  better  not  marry  him.  In 
her  young  days  a  gii'l  did  not  expect  to 
take  her  husband  home  to  live  with  her. 
And  as  for  going  and  living  in  the  same 
house  with  that  silly  Smith  woman —  As 
for  giving  up  her  own  home  in  U})per 
Chester,  and  going  back  to  Old  Chester 
(which  she  had  always  hated) — well, 
really!     Andrew  must  be  crazy  I 

"Then  let  me  bring  the  Smiths  here,*' 
Andrew  said,  boldh^  At  which  Mrs. 
Steele  spoke  her  mind  with  such  unplea- 
sant frankness  that  her  son  grew  whilt- 
with  anger. 

"Sally's  kept  you  dangling  round  ten 
years,"  she  said,  "and  I  guess  now  she.s 
afraid  of  being  an  old  maid,  and  so  she 
thinks  she  better  take  you,  for  fear  she 
won't  get  another  chance.    I  guess  she — " 

''Hold  your  icnnjue  T  said  Andrew 
Steele. 

]^ut  he  gave  his  project  up. 

Yes,  of  course,  as  Sally  said,  it  was 
hai'd  ;  but  after  the  first  shock  of  it,  he 
set  himself  to  make  the  best  of  it.  When 
Esther  should  finish  her  course  at  the 
School  of  Design,  and  could  come  home, 
he  and  Sally  would  be  mai'ried.  When 
she  was  thirt}"  and  he  was  thirty  and  a 
half,  their  time  would  come. 

As  for  Esther,  she  drew  her  ginger  jars 
and  lemons,  with  folds  of  red  cloth  ar- 
ranged behind  them,  and  dreamed  of  a 
gi'eat  future.  Once  she  told  Sally  she 
thought  she  was  foolish  not  to  get  mar- 
ried.    "Mother  could  get  along."  she  said. 

"No.  dear,  she  couldn't,"  Sally  said. 
And  that  was  all  there  was  to  it. 

W  hen  the  fall  term  opened,  Sally  again 
suggested  that  Esther  should  board  with 
Robert;  "mother  has  to  help  him  a  lit- 
tle, vou   know,  Esther,  and   it   would  be 
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asier  for  everybody  if  you  would  live 
with  him." 

"It  wouldn't  be  easier  for  me,  my 
I  dear,"  Esther  said,  laug-hiug;  "his  wife 
is  simply  impossible.  She  uses  perfum- 
ery, and  has  an  awful  voice!  And  now 
I  that  there  is  going-  to  be  a  baby— no,  I 
ihank  you!" 

Robert's  baby  came  that  winter;  and 
ibougli  he  was  doing  fairly  well,  consid- 
ering how  young  he  was,  his  mother 
had  to  help  him  sometimes,  which  kept 
the  family  purse  rather  low.  As  for  his 
wife,  she  came  to  visit  her  mother-in- 
law  once,  and  told  Sally  she  thought  she 
was  a  perfect  idiot  not  to  marry  her  fel- 
low, and  get  a  house  of  her  own  with 
new  furniture  in  it.  "All  these  big, 
clumsy  mahogany  things  have  no  style," 
said  Carrie.  "  When  the  house  comes  to 
Rob,  I'm  going  to  send  'em  all  to  auction, 
Sally.  You  can  get  beautiful  parlor  sets 
in  Mercer  now  real  cheap.  Red  and  green 
rep,  and  tan  terry,  with  backs  all  turned 
in  grape-vines  and  things." 

But  Carrie,  in  her  way,  liked  her  hus- 
band's family,  and  was  generous  to  them. 
She  gave  Grace  a  really  pretty  necklace, 
and  was  much  affronted  at  the  girl's  atti- 
tude towards  it. 

"  You're  very  kind,  sister  Carrie, "Grace 
said  ;  "but  I  don't  tliink  jewelry  is  right. 
I  think  it  is  sinful.  So  I'll  give  it  to 
Esther  or  Sally,  if  you  don't  mind?" 

"I  don't  mind  what  you  do  with  it, 
I'm  sure,"  Mrs.  Robert  said,  with  a  toss 
of  her  head.  "But  I  think  you  are  a 
vet'y  queer  little  girl,  to  try  and  make 
Esther  or  Sally  sinful." 

Grace  looked  at  her  with  her  big,  vision- 
ary blue  eyes,  and  said,  "I  don't  know 
what  you  mean,  sister  Carrie." 

"  Well, don't  bother,"  Carrie  said,  cross- 
ly. "Here,  give  it  back  to  me.  I  don't 
Diind  being  sinful." 

Grace,  horrified,  crept  away  and  pray- 
ed for  this  lost  soul  passionately,  and 
then  as  passionately  for  her  own  soul. 
Just  then  Grace's  soul  was  of  great  im- 
portance to  Grace.  Her  church  -  going- 
became  a  little  inconvenient  at  times; 
but  Sally,  tender  and  reverent  of  her 
little  sister's  devoutness,  was  always  glad 
to  have  the  child  go. 

"She's  a  little  saint,"  she  told  her  mo- 
ther, her  kind  eyes  beaming  behind  her 
glasses. 

"Oh  yes,  she's  good,"  Mrs.  Smith  said, 
vaguely;    "but    I    think    she    ought    to 
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know  more  about  house-work  and  sew- 
ing." 

"But  she  hasn't  time,  really,"  Sally 
said  ;  "  she  is  doing  so  much  charity-work 
in  Upper  Chester ;  besides,  Gracie  doesn't 
like  house -work;  and  I  love  to  do  her 
mending  for  her.  But,  mother,  do  you 
know  since  she  came  back  from  Mercer 
she's  possessed  that  Dr.  Lavendar  should 
have  an  early  communion — 'celebration,' 
she  calls  it — at  six.  She  went  to  a  very 
high  church  there.  Imagine  Dr.  Laven- 
dar getting  up  at  five  o'clock!  And  who 
would  go,  anyway?  Nobody  but  Grace, 
I'm  sure.  She  told  Dr.  Lavendar  about 
it,  and  what  do  you  suppose  he  said? 
'  Rags  of  popery !     Rags  of  popei-y !'  " 

Afterwards  —  it  was  the  winter  before 
Esther  finished  her  fourth  year  at  the 
School  of  Design — when  Grace,  burning 
with  the  passion  of  her  divine  purpose, 
told  her  sister  that  she  wanted  to  enter  a 
sisterhood,  and  that  she  believed  herself 
"called,"  Sally  looked  back  over  the 
years  of  the  child's  singularly  absorbed 
religious  life,  and  admitted  that  the  "call- 
ing" was  from  heaven. 

"Mother  dear,"  the  oldest  daughter 
urged,  "you  know  Grace  is  old  enough 
to  know  her  own  mind;  and,  indeed,  in- 
deed, I  would  not  dare  to  interfere.  Grace 
has  been  like  this  all  her  life.  I  have  al- 
ways felt  that  she  was  iiearly  an  angel, 
anyhow.  And  if  she  feels  that  this  is 
her  duty,  we  must  not  prevent  her." 

Mrs.  Smith  wept,  in  a  weak,  desultory 
way,  and  said  that  when  she  was  young- 
she  never  heard  of  a  Protestant  girl  going 
into  a  convent  to  be  a  nun. 

"  It  isn't  a  convent,  mother  dear," 
Sally  explained;  "it's  a  sisterhood  of 
our  Church.  They've  had  them  in  Eng- 
land a  good  while,  but  this  is  the  first 
one  in  tliis  countr3\  And  Grace  won't 
be  a  nun;  she'll  be  a  sistei*,  and  learn  to 
be  a  nurse,  so  she  can  take  care  of  the 
sick." 

"  She'd  better  be  a  sister  to  Johnny  and 
David,"  sighed  ^Irs.  Smith;  "and  she  can 
nurse  me,  Sally.  I'm  sure  I'm  sick 
enough,"  the  poor  lady  said.  "And  I 
don't  see  how  she  can  go  off  and  leave  it 
all  on  you.  It  seems  to  me,  if  being  a 
good  daughter  is  anything,  you're  just  as 
religious  as  Grace,  every  single  bit." 

"Oh,  mother  dear,"'  protested  Sall\', 
"you  know  I'm  not  like  Grace!  I  wish 
I  were,"  she  eiuled,  with  a  sigh. 

For   Sally,  who  was   thirty  and  stout 
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and  very  iiear-siglited,  never   knew  lliat 
slie  was  one  of  the  shining  ones. 

Yet,  alas,  liow  tlie  shining-  ones,  by 
tlieir  very  shiniiio-.  do  make  it  easy  for 
the  i-est  of  us  to  walk  in  darkness! 


So  Grace,  with  all  t^ie  egotism  of  the 
religious  temperament,  set  about  saving 
her  clean,  narrow,  good  little  soul.  Sally 
had  had  a  passing  thought  that,  as  Es- 
ther's art  had  held  her  from  those  house- 
hold duties  wliich  she  was  to  assume 
when  Sally  married,  Grace,  nearly  eigh- 
teen, might  offer  to  take  them  up,  even 
though  (as  Salh^  had  to  acknowledge)  the 
chikl  was  singularly  incapable  owing  to 
the  religious  preoccupation  of  these  later 
years.  But,  after  all,  Sally  told  herself, 
liumbly,  Grace  had  chosen  the  better  part. 
To  give  her  life  to  the  service  of  Gcfd — 
how  much  greater  that  was  than  just  the 
common,  easy  duties  of  love! 

So  Salh'  and  Andrew  waited  for  the  end 
of  Esther's  course  at  the  School  of  Design. 

"T  don't  like  it,''  Dr.  Lavendar  said, 
impatiently — "  I  don't  like  it  at  all.  An- 
drew. I  wouldn't  ])ut  up  with  it!  Go  and 
tell  Sally  so,  and  I'll  come  i-ound  after 
supper  and  marry  you.'' 

Andrew  laughed, and  took  up  a  trowel- 
ful  of  sand,  and  sifted  it  over  the  roots  of 
his  ca,llas.  Then  he  frowned, poor  fellow  ! 
and  sighed.  "I'm  afraid  it  can't  be  help- 
ed. Now  just  look  at  it:  Grace  is  going 
away,  and  Esther  is  at  her  school.  Some- 
body has  got  to  run  the  house ;  Mrs.  Smith 
isn't  well  enough  to  do  it.  I  can't  help 
seeing  that  side  of  it,  Dr.  Lavendar,"  the 
young  man  ended,  gloomily. 

"Well."  Dr.  Lavendar  said,  inipatient- 
ly,  "  it  all  seems  to  me  x^erfectly  unneces- 
sary. I  can  think  of  a  dozen  ways  this 
thing  could  be  arranged,  and  you  and 
Sally  married.  First  place,  you  needn't 
have  waited  on  Robert's  account." 

"  That's  all  said  and  done.''  ^Andrew  re- 
minded him,  mildly;  "but  I'd  like  to 
hear  even  half  a  dozen  ways  this  could 
be  arranged,  sir?" 

"Very  well:  I'll  tell  you:  get  mari'ied 
next  week,  and  let  Sally  come  home 
every  few  days  and  look  after  that  poor 
helpless  mother  of  hers." 

"Mrs.  Smith  needs  her  all  the  time," 
Andrew  objected,  with  a  sigh. 

"Then  let  Grace  take  care  of  her! 
I  don't  approve  of  this  running  out  into 


the  world  to  look  for  a  duty  when  you 
have  a  hundred  right  under  your  nose!" 

"  Well,  yes;  but  Grace  has  made  up 
her  mind,''  Andrew  said,  sadly. 

"Then  let  Sally  make  up  her  mind," 
Dr.  Lavendar  retorted;  "or  else  —  well, 
why  don't  you  and  Salh'  live  at  home 
with  Mrs.  Smith?" 

"I  can't  leave  mother;  she's  old  and 
feeble,  and  needs  me." 

"  Take  her  along." 

"She  wouldn't  like  to  leave  her  own 
home,  sir.      I  can  see  her  side  of  it.'' 

"AVell,  then,  hire  somebody  to  take 
care  of  her — or  else  to  take  Sallj^'s  place 
with  Mrs.  Smith." 

"We  haven't  money  enough  for  that." 
Andrew  answered,  calmly.  "  And  I  don't 
believe  Mrs.  Smith  could  get  along  with- 
out Sally;  nobody  could  take  her  place." 

"Then  let  Esther  give  up  this  non- 
sense of  hers!"  Dr.  Lavendar  said,  angri- 
ly. He  did  not  like  to  be  pushed  into  a 
corner  by  Andrew,  or  anybody  else.  "  I 
tell  you,  Andrew,"  he  went  on,  pounding 
the  flag-stones  with  his  umbrella,  "you 
ouglit  to  have  gone  to  the  Smiths  half  a 
dozen  years  ago,  and  pulled  the  bell,  and 
said,  'I've  come  for  Sally';  and  tucked 
her  und(M'  your  arm  and  walked  off  with 
her.  This  virtue  of  self-sacrifice  has 
brought  forth  vice.  Those  other  Smith 
children —     Well,  never  mind  that!" 

"I  think  it  has  made  the  others  self- 
ish," Andrew  agreed;  "but  it  has  been 
Sally's  conscience,''  he  added,  tenderly. 

"Sally's  fiddlesticks!''  Dr.  Lavendar 
burst  out,  "  Don't  talk  about  conscience  ! 
Conscience  without  reason  isn't  of  the 
Lord  !" 

"Oh,  well,  it's  only  five  months  now," 
Andrew  said.  "Esther  comes  home  the 
middle  of  June,  you  know.  Mind  you're 
ready,  Dr.  Lavendar!  It's  to  be  on  the 
20th>' 

As  for  Dr.  Lavendar,  he  went  plodding 
home,  grumbling  and  frowning.  "It's 
outrageous;  it's  preposterous!  I'll  tell 
Esther  what  I  think  of  it,  when  I  see 
hei'." 

But  the  telling  Esther  did  little  good. 
Perhaps  because  it  came  at  a  bad  mo- 
ment. .  .  . 

Esther  had  come  home  as  usual  at  the 
end  of  the  week;  and  on  Saturday 
morning  she  and  Sally  went  up  to  the 
gai-ret,  in  response  to  an  appeal  from 
Grace  for  some  clothing  to  give  away. 
It  was  a  dull  February  day;   the  garret 
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was  dark  and  chilly,  and  smelt  of  cam- 
phor. 

''Good  gracious!"  Sally  said,  panting 
and  laughing".  "  Those  stairs  do  make  you 
out  of  breath !" 

"You're  getting  fat,  my  dear,"  said 
Esther,  standing  up,  slim  and  pretty,  with 
an  amused  curl  on  her  lip. 

"I  suppose  I  am,"  Sally  agreed,  rue- 
fully; "and  I  don't  know  why,  for  I'm 
sure  I  am  always  running  up  and  down 
stairs,  and  that  ought  to  make  me  thin." 

"It's  a  good  conscience,"  Esther  de- 
clared, "and  no  worry.  Now  I've  such 
a  lot  to  worry  me—" 

But  for  once  Sally  did  not  press  for  in- 
formation so  that  she  might  sympathize. 
She  got  up,  and  opened  a  drawer  in  a  tall 
bureau,  and  folded  back  a  sheet  of  silver 
paper.  "Why,  it's  your  wedding  dress, 
isn't  it?"  Esther  said,  looking  in.  "Hea- 
vens! how  old-fashioned,  Sally?" 

"I'm  going  to  alter  it  over,"  Sally  said, 
touching  it  with  loving  hands;  *'  the  silk 
is  just  as  good  as  ever." 

"You  can  never  get  into  it,"  Esther 
told  her,  carelessly;  "and  I'd  wear  gray, 
Sally,  at  your  age.  Don't  you  think  it's 
more  suitable?"  Sally  looked  troubled — 
Esther  was  the  criterion  of  taste  in  the 
Smith  family. 

"Well,  I  don't  know,"  she  said.  "I 
like  this,  you  know.  I  think  I'd  rather 
alter  it,  even  if  it  isn't  quite  so  nice.  I'm 
going  to  work  on  it  next  week.  You  know 
it's  going  to  be  the  20th  of  June,  Esther." 
She  stood  by  the  open  drawer  a  minute, 
lifting  a  soft  fold  of  the  unfinished  dress, 
or  turning  over  a  sleeve,  and  then  press- 
ing it  smoothly  back,  smiling  to  herself 
and  thinking  how  the  days  were  narrow- 
ing down  on  the  calendar.  Esther  winced 
at  the  sight.  Sally  was  too  heavy  and  too 
old  to  be  sentimental,  the  girl  told  herself. 
Her  taste  was  offended.  It  is  surprising 
how  often  pure  goodness  does  offend  our 
taste. 

"  Come  along,  Sally,"  slie  said;  "don't 
be  spooney,  my  dear.  Do  let's  get  through 
this  clothes  business;  tliere  are  lots  of 
things  I  want  to  talk  to  you  about.  Gra- 
cious, Sally,  how  do  you  manage  to  attend 
to  this  sort  of  thing?  I  wish  Grace  would 
look  after  her  own  charities  !  This  cam- 
phor is  horrid.  It  makes  me  nervous  even 
to  think  about  fussing  with  clothes." 

Sally  laughed,  and  shut  the  drawer, 
and  went  to  work  heartily.  "  You'll  get 
used  to  it,  my  dear, "she  said;    "but  you 


needn't  do  it  now.  Sit  down  there  and 
talk  to  me."  So  Esther  sat  down,  and 
Sally  unfolded,  and  folded  again,  and 
sprinkled  camphor.  And  w^lien  she  had 
finished,  Esther  was  tired  to  death,  she 
said,  and  Sally  was  hot  and  dusty  and 
out  of  breath;  so  they  went  out  and  sat 
on  the  garret  stairs  to  rest  and  cool  off. 
There  was  a  window  on  the  landing,  and 
tliey  could  look  out  across  the  brown  Feb- 
ruary landscape  to  the  line  of  hills,  gray 
and  vague  in  the  mist. 

"Why,  there's  Andrew  over  in  tlie 
nursery,"  Sally  said,  screwing  up  her 
near-sighted  eyes,     "See  him,  Esther?" 

"Oh,  Sally,  for  pity's  sake!  don't  do 
that  way  with  your  eyes!  If  you  only 
knew  how  it  looked.  Sally,  I  want  to  talk 
to  you  about  my  work.  I've  been  talk- 
ing to  Mrs.  Tom  Gordon  (how  she  does 
adore  that  fat  husband  of  hers!),  and  she 
said  I  would  never  really  do  anything  if  I 
only  studied  in  Mercer.  So  I — the  fact  is, 
I've  decided  to  go  abroad  for  three  years." 

Sally  turned  and  looked  at  her,  open- 
mouthed.  Then  Esther,  a  little  nervous- 
ly, but  with  a  wiry  determination  in  her 
face,  went  on  with  her  story:  "I'm  sorry, 
of  course,  if  it  interferes  with  any  of  your 
plans,  but  I've  just  got  to  go.  I  can't 
live  unless  I  go  on  with  my  art.  You 
can't  understand  it,  because  you  haven't 
the  artistic  temperanient;  but  I  tell  you 
I'd  simply  rather  die  than  live  the  way 
you  do  in  Old  Chester! — with  no  inter- 
ests, and  accomplishing  nothing," 

Sally  heard  her  out  in  silence;  she 
leaned  her  cheek  on  her  dusty  hand  and 
looked  over  at  Andrew  pruning  some 
bushes  in  the  plantation;  it  had  begun  to 
rain  in  a  fitful, uncertain  way, and  she  slii  v- 
ered  a  little, there  on  the  draughty  landing. 

"  Esther,"  she  said,  in  a  low  voice,  "I 
think  you  have  some  duties  to  mother, 
and  the  boys,  and — " 

"  I  have  a  duty  to  myself,"  the  girl 
broke  in,  passionately.  "Sally,  my  art  is 
my  life.  Nobody  has  any  right  to  ask 
me  to  give  it  up  just  to — to  pack  coats 
away  in  camphor.  I  can't  do  it.  No; 
there's  no  use  talking.  I  can't.  Why 
did  you  send  me  to  the  School  of  Design 
at  all,  if  it  wasn't  to  fulfil — my  genius? 
W^iydid  you  do  it?" 

"  I— don't  know,"  Sally  said,  dully. 

Of  course,  afterwards,  they  discussed  it 
at  length;  and  by -and -by  Sally  was 
pushed  into  her  last  corner. 
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"  I  doiiH  see  how  we  can  afford  it/'  she 
said,  witli  a  worn  look. 

"  Oil,  I  can  manag-e  the  money  part  of 
it,"  Esther  assured  her.  When  Sally  got 
down  to  expense,  Esther  saw  consent 
ahead.  But,  indeed,  consent  was  a  matter 
of  form;  she  had  made  np  her  mind  to 
go,  with  or  without  it.  As  for  the  ex- 
pense, she  had  settled  all  the  details  of 
that  before  she  announced  lier  determi- 
nation ;  she  was  to  pay  her  way  by  cer- 
tain services  which  she  was  to  render  to 
an  older  and  richer  girl  with  whom  she 
was  to  go.  ''I  sha'n't  ask  you  to  help 
me,"  she  told  her  sister,  with  all  the  cru- 
elty of  youth.  After  all,  there  is  nothing 
quite  so  cruel  as  this  beautiful,  fleeting, 
innocent  thing  called  Youth. 

It  was  at  this  time  that  Dr.  Lavendar 
got  his  chance  to  tell  Esther  what  he 
thought  of  the  situation:  he  met  her  the 
afternoon  of  that  very  Saturday  when 
she  had  bi'oken  her  purpose  to  Sally. 
"  Esther,  my  child,"  he  said,  "  I  want  to 
liave  a  word  with  you." 

"All  right,"  said  Estlier,  carelessly; 
which  made  Dr.  Lavendar  look  at  her 
sharply.  His  young  people  did  not  use 
that  tone  witli  him.  But  Esther  used  it; 
and  when  he  had  said  his  say,  she  an- 
swered him  in  the  same  careless  way,  but 
briefly,  and  to  the  point. 

"I  don't  see  why  I  should  give  up  my 
life  just  to  let  Sally  get  married." 

Then  Dr.  Lavendar  tried  argument. 
Esther  was  plainly  bored,  but  she  listened 
Avith  what  politeness  slie  could.  Only 
Avhen,  in  a  moment  of  irritation,  he  said, 
bluntly,  "After  all,  now,  Esther,  what 
good  is  all  this  art  business?  I  don't  see 
tliat  anything  but  your  own  amusement 
is  served  by  making  pictures.  I  don't 
see  that  the  world  is  any  better  for  your 
work  "—only  then  did  she  flash  out  at 
him:  "  Well,  if  it  comes  to  that,  Dr.  Lav- 
endar, I  don't  see  that  the  world  will  be 
an\'-  better  for  Sally's  getting  married! 
She'll  have  a  lot  of  children,  and  there 
are  too  man}'  people  in  the  world  now — 
half  of  'em  can't  get  a  living." 

Dr.  Lavendar  was  very  much  dis- 
pleased, and  a  good  deal  shocked.  He 
had  never  heard  a  young  woman  allude 
to  such  matters:  but  when  Esther  add- 
ed, "  Anyhow^  I  can't  do  anything  about 
it;  I'm  going  abroad  to  study,''  then  he 
was  angry.  "Esther.''  he  said.  "I  am 
grieved  and  disappointed  in  you  1  I  feel 
it  my  duty  to  tell  you  so.      And  I  shall 


advise  Sally  and  your  mother  not  to  al- 
low it.'' 

'' Alloiv  it?"  said  Esther,  opening  her 
eyes.  "  Why,  I'm  of  age,  Dr.  Lavendar;" 
and  then  she  said  good-by,  majesticall}^. 

Dr.  Lavendar  stood  looking  after  her, 
shaking  his  head,  too  distressed  for  Sally 
to  laugh  at  the  child's  aii's.  "  Well,"'  he 
said,  "  Sall3^  God  bless  her!  is  responsible 
for  this.  It's  all  her  fault!"'  He  told 
Sally  so.  "You've  got  a  monopoly  of 
unselfishness,  my  dear,"  he  said,  with  a 
twinkle  in  his  eye,  but  half  sadly.  "You 
grow  in  grace;  but  it's  at  the  expense  of 
your  family  !" 

And  Sally,  who  looked  a  little  older 
these  last  few  days,  laughed,  in  her  cheer- 
ful way,  and  supposed  that  this  pathetic 
truth  was  a  joke. 

As  for  Andrew — '^And  ivliat  about 
nsf'  he  said,  roughly.  And  then  he 
cried  out,  with  passion,  "My  darling!"' 
— a  word  so  unusual  that  Sally  blushed 
to  her  forehead,  and  hid  her  face  against 
his  breast. 

It  was  characteristic  of  the  relationship 
between  these  two  that,  in  all  the  plead- 
ings and  protests  of  the  poor  deferred 
lover,  Sally  never  made  the  offer  of  con- 
vention and  custom  to  release  him.  She 
never  thought  of  such  a  thing;  and  An- 
drew would  not  have  understood  it  if  she 
had.  There  are  certain  ties  from  which 
there  is  no  release:  motherhood  is  one; 
marriage  is  sometimes  one;  and  that  par- 
ticular sort  of  love  which,  rooted  in  hu- 
man passion,  yet  bears  friendship  as  its 
blossom,  is  another.  There  was  nothiiig 
for  Andrew  to  do,  Sally  thought,  but 
wait.      And  Andrew,  protesting,  waited. 

VI. 

Afterwards,  when  Sally  looked  back 
upon  it,  this  period  of  waiting  seemed  to 
be  happiness. 

The  boys  were  doing  well;  Mrs.  Smith 
seemed  really  a  little  stronger;  and  there 
was  an  absence  of  jars  and  worries  and 
heartaches,  which  really  constituted  hap- 
piness, Sally  thought.  But  she  did  not 
know  it  until  a  real  and  terrible  unhap- 
piness  knocked  at  her  door,  and  showed 
her  this  peaceful  truth. 

Boberf.  He  was  the  unhappiness.  Sal- 
ly never  quite  understood  it,  and  his  mo- 
ther never  believed  it — but  it  was  some- 
thing about  money.  Robert  was  so  "  mis- 
understood," he  said,  that  lie  was  obliged 
to    leave    his    countrv.      It    was    that   or 
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jail.     So,  suddenly,  secretly,  in  the  night, 
he  disappeared. 

Carrie  came  and  told  them,  blazing- 
with  anger  at  the  fugitive  who  had  left 
her  penniless.  "  I  suppose  I've  got  to  go 
to  work,"  she  said — "  me !  after  being  used 
to  take  my  comfort.  For  my  folks  won't 
do  a  thing,  they're  so  mad  at  him.  Any- 
way, they  can't;  they're  as  poor  as  Job's 
turkey.  But  I'll  tell  you  one  thing,  I 
won't  carry  all  those  children  on  my 
back;  I'll  tell  you  that,  Mrs.  Smith!  I'll 
take  care  of  baby,  but  I  can't  do  for  the 
rest.  I  —  can't r'  Then  she  burst  out 
crying.  "  I'll  work  and  support  baby  and 
I;  but  you'll  take  the  rest  of  'em,  Avon't 
you,  Sally?"  she  said,  miserably. 

"  Yes,  Carrie,"  Sally  told  her,  briefly. 

She  could  not  speak.  She  could  only 
go  to  Andrew. 

''If  it  were  only  death,"  she  used  to 
think;  "if  Robert  had  only  died,  and 
these  children  had  come  to  usl" 

But  Robert  did  not  die;  on  the  con- 
trar}',  a  winter  in  Italy  greatly  improved 
his  health.  He  wrote  regularly  to  his 
sister,  acknowledging  her  remittances, 
and  blessing  her  for  her  goodness  to  his 
children.  He  apparently  foi-gothis  wrong- 
doing, though  once  or  twice,  in  his  let- 
ters, he  referred  in  a  good-humored  way 
to  his  "  mistake,"  which,  he  said,  no  one 
regretted  more  than  he.  "He  has  re- 
pented," Mrs.  Smith  used  to  say  angrily 
to  Sally;  "  I  don't  know  what  more  you 
want!  You're  so  hard  on  him."  Sally 
used  to  answer  Robert's  letters,  sadly  and 
patiently,  and  with  no  reproaches; — that 
was  Sall^^'s  way.  And  she  devoted  her- 
self to  his  children.  These  three  little 
people,  so  tragically  bereaved,  meant  un- 
ceasing care  and  love.  Mrs.  Smith,  too, 
became  more  helpless  than  ever.  Mrs. 
Steele,  whose  antagonism  for  the  poor 
foolish  lady  had  become  a  fixed  idea,  was 
herself  an  invalid  now,  and  very  depend- 
ent upon  Andrew,  who  became  almost  as 
good  a  nurse  in  those  days  as  Sally.  So, 
with  these  claims  upon  them,  the  middle- 
aged  lovers  could  only  wait— they  called 
it  ivaiting;  but  nobody  ever  thought  of 
their  marrying.  They  were  permanent- 
ly lovers. 

Robert's  children  had  been  with  their 
grandmother  three  years,  Avhen  Dr.  Lav- 
endar  made  up  his  mind  that  this  had 
lasted  long  enough,  and  rose  in  his 
wrath.  Tliat  was  how  it  came  about  that 
he  made  his  journey  out  into  the  world. 


It  was  a  long  time  since  Dr.  Lavendar 
had  ventured  farther  than  Mercer;  and 
he  made  as  many  and  as  solemn  prepara- 
tions as  though  he  were  going  to  the  ends 
of  the  earth.  He  ''put  his  house  in  or- 
der," he  said;  he  burned  some  old  letters; 
he  added  a  codicil  to  his  will ;  and  he  ar- 
ranged for  his  grizzled  little  dog,  Danny. 
Then  he  fared  forth  into  the  world. 

He  did  not  tell  any  one  in  Old  Chester 
his  object,  so  no  one  had  apprised  "  Sister 
Mary  Eunice  "  that  she  was  to  see  him. 
She  had  been  told  that  a  clergyman  wish- 
ed to  see  her  in  the  parlor  of  the  hospital, 
and  she  came  down  stairs  with  her  soft, 
swift,  sliding  step,  her  brown  robes  cling- 
ing about  her  feet,  and  her  ebony  and 
silver  cross  dangling  from  her  waist. 
Pier  face  was  the  pure,  austere,  devout 
face  of  the  little  girl  who  used  to  kneel 
at  Dr.  Lavendar's  communion-rail,  and 
come  to  every  possible  service,  and  wish 
there  were  three  times  as  many  more. 

"Why,  Grace!"  he  said,  getting  up  to 
greet  her,  and  holding  out  his  hands,  but 
staring  at  her  through  his  spectacles  with 
astonished  eyes. 

"Dear  Father  Lavendar!"  she  mur- 
mured. 

Dr.  Lavendar  sat  down,  with  a  distinct 
sense  of  shock.  Sister  Mary  Eunice  sat 
down  too,  with  her  eyes  dropped,  and  her 
hands  folded  in  her  lap.  She  told  him 
how  glad  she  was  to  see  him,  and  how 
much  she  wanted  to  hear  all  about  dear 
Old  Chester,  and  her  mother,  and  Sally, 
and  the  boys.  "You've  just  seen  them; 
it's  good  to  see  any  one  who  has  really 
seen  them."  She  raised  her  eyes  with  a 
swift  look,  and  dropped  them  again.  "  I 
get  letters,  of  course,  but  it  isn't  like  see- 
ing them." 

"No,''  Dr.  Lavendar  said,  "it  isn't, 
Gracic,  my  dear.  Well,  your  mother's 
fairly  well.  I  saw  her  on  Monday. 
Sally,  bless  her  heart,  is  just  the  .same 
dear,  good  girl.  And  John  and  David 
are  nice  boys.  W^hen  are  you  coming- 
home,  Grace?" 

She  was  to  have  two  weeks'  vacation 
in  the  summer,  she  told  him,  but  she 
thought  perhaps  she  would  go  into  re- 
treat for  that  fortnight.  She  wanted  to 
come  home,  of  course,  but  she  needed, 
she  feared,  to  get  away  from  the  world 
for  a  little  while.  She  sighed  as  she 
spoke,  and  looked  up  at  him  absently, 
not  with  that  flashing  glance  and  down- 
ward look  which  she  had  lately  acquired. 
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Grace  had  her  own  anxieties  just  at  that 
time;  tliere  was  a  certain  doctor  at  the 
hospital  who  had  felt  the  cold  glamour 
of  this  crystal  -  clear  nature,  and  poor 
Grace  had  heen  astonished  to  discover 
some  answering  human  weakness  in  a 
heart  which  she  had  thought  devoted  to 
heavenly  things.  There  had  been  hours 
of  fierce  struggle,  poor  child;  so  no  won- 
der she  needed  to  go  into  "retreat "  if  she 
would  escape  from  the  dear  and  whole- 
some instinct  of  the  living  world. 

*' Grace,"  said  Dr.  Lavendar,  twitching 
liis  eyebrows  at  her,  "when  is  Sally  go- 
ing to  get  married?" 

"I  don't  know,  I'm  sure,'' she  answer- 
ed, a  little  startled. 

Tlien  he  made  his  appeal.  He  was 
very  much  moved  as  he  told  her  the  story 
of  Salh^  and  Andrew,  and  the  long,  pa- 
tient, lasting  love. 

"They've  waited  all  these  years. 
Grace,  isn't  your  duty  plain?" 

It  was  so  far  from  plain  that  he  had  to 
put  it  into  bolder  words: 

"  Give  up  this  artificial  life,  mj^  child; 
come  back  and  do  your  duty  in  that  sta- 
tion Oj  life  where  it  pleased  God  to  call 
3'ou.      Give  Sail}'  her  chance." 

It  was  so  astonish ijig,  so  preposterous 
to  his  hearer  that  there  was  an  instant 
when  she  almost  laughed.  Leave  the  hos- 
pital? Leave  her  sick,  and  poor,  and  sin- 
ning folk?  Leave  her  vocation,  and  go 
back  to  darn  Robert's  children's  stock- 
ings, and  let  Sally  get  married?  It  struck 
her  as  absolutely  ludicrous. 

"Why  !"  she  protested.  "  But.  Dr.  Lav- 
endar, you  don't  realize  —  just  think  of 
the  work  to  be  done  here — " 

"  There's  a-plenty  of  work  in  Old  Ches- 
ter. M}^  girl,  listen  to  me:  you  think 
this  work  serves  God;  and  so  it  does. 
But  there  is  no  better  service  of  God  than 
the  simple  doing  of  the  duty  He  gives 
you  in  your  family  life.  Gracie,  don't 
try  so  hard  to  save  your  soul;  he  that 
would  save  his  life  shall  lose  it.  .  Do  you 
remember  who  said  that?  Come  home 
and  do  your  duty.  You  can  wear  these 
things  in  Old  Chester,  if  you  want  to," 
he  added,  with  eager  simplicity. 

At  that  a  spark  came  into'  the  eye  of 
Sister  Mary  Eunice  which  was  just  a 
little  of  this  w^orld.  However,  she  re- 
strained any  sharp  expression  of  opinion; 
she  explained  to  him.  in  gentle  detail, 
how  impossible  it  was  for  hei'  to  think 
of    what   he    proposed;    indeed,  she    was 


very  gentle  with  poor  stupid  Protestant 
Dr.  Lavendar,  who  sat  frowning  at  the 
crucifix  on  the  whitewashed  wall  oppo- 
site him,  and  rapping  tlie  bare  floor  now 
and  then  with  his  impatient  umbrella. 

When  he  went  away  she  had  only  ten- 
der feelings  for  him,  for,  after  all,  she 
had  received  her  first  spiritual  instruc- 
tion (such  as  it  was)  from  the  simple  old 
man  ;  even  his  sharp  words  did  not  make 
her  angry : 

"Go  and  seek  for  light,  Grace;  read 
your  Bible  and  get  over  this  gimcrackery. 
Don't  think  so  much  about  petticoats,  but 
follow  j-our  Saviour,  who  went  down  to 
Nazareth  with  his  father  and  mother,  and 
teas  subject  unto  them  until  he  was  thirty 
years  old.  Good-by !  I'm  disappointed 
in  you.  What  have  I  been  teaching  all 
these  years  to  produce  a  child  like  this?" 

He  went  away  angry,  and  grieved,  and 
wondering;  but  most  of  all  determined: 
Sall}^  and  Andrew  should  be  married, — 
somehow! — if  he  had  to  use  force  to  get 
'em  to  stand  up  and  listen  to  the  mar- 
riage service!  Coming  down  from  Mer- 
cer, he  sat  on  the  box-seat  with  the  stage- 
driver,  and  Jonas  said,  afterwards,  that 
he  hardly  opened  his  head  for  the  whole 
twenty -one  miles.  He  stabbed  at  the 
footboard  with  his  umbrella,  and  frowned, 
and  thrust  out  his  lower  lip,  and  looked, 
Jonas  said,  as  cross  as  two  sticks. 

"  It's  got  to  stop,"  he  said  to  himself. 
"  It's  wicked,  and  I'll  tell  'em  so!"  Then 
he  pounded  so  hard  with  his  umbrella 
that  the  off  horse  twitched  his  ears  ner- 
vously, and  Jonas  looked  round  at  him 
open-mouthed. 

He  made  plan  after  plan  ;  but  each  one 
was  discarded  because  he  saw  it  would 
encounter  invincible  selfishness,  or  invin- 
cible self-denial, "  and  I  don't  know  which 
is  the  worst!"  said  Dr.  Lavendar,  snort- 
ing. As  they  passed  through  Upper  Ches- 
ter, in  the  pleasant  afternoon  light,  he 
was  deeply  discouraged.  "I  can't  see 
any  way  out  of  it,"  he  thought;  "that 
boy  Andrew  can't  leave  his  mother  —  I 
admit  that;  and  he  hasn't  money  enough 
to  hire  somebody  to  look  after  her;  I  ad- 
mit that.  He  ought  to  take  her,  body 
and  bones,  and  make  her  go  and  live  with 
the  Smiths— but  how  they  would  -quarrel 
— those  two  women  !  Then  there's  Sally's 
side:  Mrs.  Smith  would  threaten  to  die  if 
Sally  left  her,  and  Sally  hasn't  the  cour- 
age, poor  girl,  to  say  '  Very  well,  ma'am,' 
and  go, — and  discover   that  her  .mother 
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would  live  to  be  as  old  as  Metliuselali  1 
The  only  thing  I  can  do  is  to  make  an 
appeal  to  Mi'S.  Steele,  though  it  will  do 
about  as  niuch  good  as  talking  to  a  stone  I 
Andrew  has  spoiled  her.  Well,  well; 
children  are  responsible  for  their  parents 
to  the  Lord;  but  I  sui)pose  that  never 
struck  St.  Paul!"  The  long  shadows 
stretched  across  tlic  new -mown  fields 
where  the  hay-cocks  had  been  ])iled  up 
for  the  night;  tlie  air  was  sweet,  and 
there  were  bird-calls  all  about  them;  the 
setting  sun  struck  suddenly  on  the  win- 
dows of  Mrs.  Steele's  little  house,  and  Dr. 
Lavendar  frowned  again,  and  said  to 
himself:  "Yes;  I'll  give  that  woman  a 
piece  of  my  mind;  I  wish  I'd  done  it  ten 
years  ago!  It's  probably  too  late  now, 
but  it  will  be  a  relief  to  me,  anyhow.'' 

It  was  too  late.  When  Van  Horn  came 
out  to  help  the  old  clergyman  down  from 
his  perch  on  the  box-seat  as  the  stage 
drew  up  at  the  tavei'n  door,  there  was  an 
important  look  on  his  face.  "  Glad  you're 
back,  sir,"  he  said.  "Well,  things  has 
happened  since  you  went  away.  Mrs. 
Steele  passed  away,  sir,  last  night." 

Dr.  Lavendar,  clambering  stiffly  down 
over  the  wheel,  paused  midway;  then  he 
stood  staring  at  the  landlord;  then  sat 
down  on  one  of  the  big  splint  chairs  on 
the  porch.  "  The  sword  of  the  Lord,  and 
of  Gideon!"  he  said. 

Van  Horn  sighed  respectful! 3^  at  this 
religious  exclamation,  and  said:  "  Yes  in- 
deed, sir;   we  all  go.      It  was  a  fit." 

As  for  Dr.  Lavendar,  he  went  home 
and  told  his  Mary  to  give  him  his  supper 
as  quickly  as  possible. 

"I  am  going  back  to  Upi)er  Chester," 
he  said;  "  Mrs.  Steele  is  dead.'' 

Mary  protested  shrilly.  '"You'll  wear 
yourself  out  —  you  just  home  from  a 
journey!  She's  gone;  there  isn't  nothing 
you  can  do — " 

"Isn't  there?"  said  Dr.  Lavendar, 
chuckling.      "Give  me  my  supper!" 

So  he  went,  jogging  along  in  the  sum- 
mer dusk  in  his  old  sulky.  The  house 
was  dark  and  silent  when  he  reached  it 
at  ten  o'clock;  but  as  he  came  up  the 
path  he  heard  some  h)w  voices  on  the 
porch,  and  then  Andrew  rose  in  the  shad- 
ows under  the  Virginia-creeper  that  hung 
thick  about  the  pillars  and  over  the  lin- 
tel, and  came  and  met  him.  "This  is  very 
kind  of  you.  Dr.  Lavendar,"  he  said,  in 
that  subdued  way  which  means  the  house 
of  death.      "  Sally's  here,''  he  added. 


"  I  supposed  so,"  the  old  man  said,  and 
took  Sally's  liand  in  silence. 

"It  was  very  sudden,"  Andrew  said; 
and  then  they  all  sat  down,  and  Andrew 
told  the  story.  "It  was  very  sudden," 
he  said  again,  sighing,  when  he  had  given 
the  last  detail. 

"  Yes,'*  said  Dr.  Lavendar;   "  yes." 

Then  they  were  silent. 

"  She  is  better  off,  Andrew,"  Sally  said, 
gently.  "  It  is  a  blessed  thing  for  her— 
isn't  it.  Dr.  Lavendar?" 

"  Oh,  yes,  yes,"  Andrew  said.  And  Dr. 
Lavendar  nodded. 

"Well,  Sally,"  he  said;  "well,  An- 
drew—" Then  he  paused.  "My  dear 
friends,  I  have  come  here  to-night  not 
only  to  comfort  a  house  of  mourning,  but 
to  say  to  you,  as  your  friend  and  min- 
ister, that  I  hope  you  will  let  me  marry 
you  at  once.*' 

"Oh  — Dr.  Lavendar,"  Sally  said, 
shrinking — "we  must  not  speak  of  that 
now.'' 

"  Sai\ah,  there  is  no  impropriety  in 
speaking  of  the  enduring  affection  which 
has  existed  between  you  and  Andrew. 
In  this  house,  where  death  has  come,  I 
say  to  you,  let  there  be  no  more  of 
this  misguided  delay  —  a  delay  that  has 
wrong]] t  harm,  Sarah." 

Andrew^  suddenl}?-  stood  up  and  put 
his  hand  out  to  his  old  friend,  "God  bless 
you,  sir!"  he  said. 

"The  funeral  is  to  be  to-morrow,'' said 
Dr.  Lavendar;  "  very  Avell.  On  Monday 
morning,  Sarah,  at  nine  o'clock,  I  will 
call  at  your  house  and  perform  the  mar- 
riage ceremony." 

"Oh,  Andrew—"  Sally  said,  faintly. 

As  for  Andrew,  he  burst  out  passion- 
ately: "All  these  years!  all  these  years! 
Oh,  Sally,  how  long  it  has  been  !  I  meant, 
sir,  of  course,  to  tell  Sally  it  must  be  soon  ; 
only — with  mother  upstairs,  now  —  it 
didn't  seem  right  to  speak  of  it.  But  it  is 
right.  Sally,  not  another  day's  delay! 
I  will  come  and  live  at  your  house,  dear; 
but  not  another  day's  delay!" 

When  Dr.  Lavendar  went  home  that 
night,  his  old  face  was  twinkliiig  with 
pleasure;  he  sung  softly  scraps  of  hymns, 
or  talked  to  his  little  blind  horse;  and 
once  he  said  to  himself,  chuckling,  "If 
I'd  followed  -my  impulse,  I'd  have  mar- 
ried them  then  and  there,  and  made  no 
bones  of  it!" 

However,  ^vhen  people  have  waited  so 
many  years,  Monday  is  not  very  far  off. 
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IN  two  x^revious  articles  I  have  eiulea- 
vored  to  bring-  before  my  readers  the 
nature  of  the  life  led  by  the  British  offi- 
cer in  time  of  peace;   in  this  paper  it  will 
be  my  task  to  set  forth  the  mode  of  life, 
amusements,  etc.,  of  the  men  of  the  rank 
and  file,  and  of  their  wives  and  families. 
Perhaps  the  best  way  to  begin  will  be  to 
imagine  ourselves  arriving*  at  a  military 
station  as  the  bugles  ring  forth  reveille 
at  the  hour  of  half  past  five  in  the  morn- 
ing.    As  we  reach  the  barracks  gate  they 
have  just  been  opened  for  tlie  day,  the 
last    notes    of   the   bugle   blown   by   the 
sleepy  -  looking    bugler    of    the    barrack 
guard  eclioing  shrilly  from  the  walls  of 
the  gloomy  buildings  surrounding  the  exj. 
pause   of  drill -ground.      The   sentry   is 
pacing  briskly  to  and  fro  on  his  limit- 
ed beat,  and  the   soldiers  of  the  guard, 
having  just  been  inspected  by  their  com- 
mander, are   stamping   about  under  the 
veranda  to  keep  themselves  warm,  while 
one  of  their  number  is   endeavoring   to 
blow   up    a    fire   in    the    dusty    grate   in 
order  to  heat  some  coffee  or  cocoa  for  his 
comrades.     No  notice  is  taken  of  us  as 
we  pass  through,  the  garment  of  invis- 
ibility   being    sufficient    pass])ort,  so    we 
direct  our  steps  unchallenged  to  a  door 
in  tlie  gloomy  buildings  above-mention- 
ed, in  order  to  have  a  look  at  a  barrack- 
room  before  it  has  been  tidied  up  for  in- 
spection.    On  the  door  of  the  room  we 
enter  we  notice  a  card  setting  forth  that 
the   room   is   occupied   by  men    of  ''G'' 
or   Captain  Jones's   company,    and   that 
the   non-commissioned   officer   in  charge 
is  a  Corporal  Woods.      Above  the  door 
is  a  legend  to  the  effect  that  the  room 
has  accommodation  for  sixteen  men,  and 
that  it   is   entitled   to  so  many   units   of 
coal    weekly,    but    the    latter    announce- 
ment only  refers  to  the  allowance  which 
can    be    drawn    in    the    winter   months. 
There  is  a  good  deal  of  noise  in  the  room 
as   we   enter;    a  gentleman,  presumably 
Corporal  Woods,  though  his  rank  is  not 
to  be  guessed  at  from  his  light  attire,  is 
energetically    endeavoring   to   rouse    the 
sleepier  members  of  his  squad,  some  of 
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Avliom  are  already  sitting  blinking  on 
the  edges  of  their  iron  bed-cots.  Two  or 
three  men,  who  are  for  fatigue,  are 
struggling  into  their  clothing  as  rapidly 
as  possible,  another  man  is  throwing 
open  the  windows,  while  a  couple  of  old- 
er soldiers,  who  appear  to  be  chartered 
libertines,  are  calmly  lying  in  their  beds, 
puffing  with  a  great  air  of  comx^lacency 
and  enjoyment  at  their  freshly  lighted 
pipes,  occasionally  making  sarcastic  re- 
marks at  the  expense  of  some  of  the 
sleepier  recruits. 

It   is   now^  nearly  six    o'clock,  and  as 
breakfast  will  not  be  ready  till  eight,  we 
shall  have  time  to  take  a  turn  round  the 
barracks  and  see  what  is  going  on  out- 
side.   Under  the  clock  Ave  see  assembling 
a  party  of  men   carrying   large  flat   tin 
dishes,  while  other  men  run  hurriedly  to 
join  them,  swinging  their  dishes  in  one 
hand  and  buttoning  up  their  coats  with 
the  other  as  they  run.      This  is  the  early 
ration  party.      The  party  being  complete, 
an  unintelligible  bark  from  the  sergeant 
sets  them  in  motion,  and  with  great  clat- 
tering of  tins  and  scuffling  of  feet  they 
wheel  round  a  corner  in  the  direction  of 
the  ration-stand.       In  hot  summer  wea- 
ther meat  will  not  keep  for  long,  so  it  is 
issued   on   the   same  day  as   it  is   to   be 
cooked,  and  the  men  we  have  just  seen 
parading  have  gone  to  draw  the  allow- 
ance for  their  messes.    Government  gives 
each   man  three-quarters  of  a  pound  of 
meat  daily,  weighed  with  bone,  and  one 
pound  of  bread,  in  addition  to  which  it 
has  this  year  been  decided  to  credit  each 
man  with   threepence  a  day  to  pay  for 
his  groceries,  vegetables,  etc.,  for  which 
a    stoppage    has     hitherto    been     made. 
When  breakfast- time  comes  we  shall  see 
what  sort  of  a  meal  the  soldier  gets  for 
his  threepence.      As  we  stroll  across  the 
square  we  meet  a  straggling  contingent 
in  exceedingly  disreputable  fatigue  dress, 
who  are  making  a  great  show  of  energy 
in    sweeping  up   the   straws  and   papers 
and  other  flotsam  and  jetsam  ornament- 
ing the   gutter.      A  recruit,  who  has  es- 
caped the  eye  of  the  corporal  in  charge. 
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is  assiduously  practisiii<j:  with  liis  broom 
tlio  '■  pivseiil""  from  the  "shoulder," 
])r()t);il)]y  liis  chief  stumbling-block  on 
parade,  a  critical  comrade  sitting'  on  a 
wlKM'lbaiTow  exhoi'ting"  him  to  "cut 
;i\vay  liis  'ands  more  smarter";  a  ma- 
noeuvre \vhi(di  leads  to  the  droi)ping  of 
the  iH'oom  ^vith  a  clatter,  and  tlie  inter- 


llEADING    ORDERS    OF    THE    DAY    TO    CHANGE    OF    GUARD. 


rui)iion  of  the  practice  by  the  sudden 
awakening-  of  the  cor})()ral  lo  the  derelic- 
tion of  duty  going  on  in  his  command. 
Certainly  these  gentlemen  appear  to  take 
life  ea.sily.  and  we  are  rather  astonished 
to  liear  tliat  they  are  "defaulters/"  or 
men  undei'going  punisliment,  who.  for 
their  sins,  are  i)eing  enii)loyed  on  "  i)io- 
neer  fatigue."  Now  the  morning  pai'ade 
is  falling  in.  and  w(^  can  ])rotital)ly  ])ass 
the  tinw  till  eiuht  o'clock  in  watching 
the  manoLMivres.  which  terminate  by  the 
wliole  strength  on  parade  running  round 
the  barrack  square  for  what  seems  to  us 


an  interminable  time.  Howevei*.  when 
they  pull  up  the  men  do  not  appear  to  be 
much  winded,  owing-,  probably,  to  the 
fact  that  tliey  are  working  in  the  now  us- 
ual summer  kit  of  shirt  sleeves,  and  also 
to  being  regulai-ly  drilled  in  running. 
The  parade  is  dismissed  at  a  quarter  to 
eig-ht,  and  the  square  is  liardly  clear  of 
men  before  the  bugler  on  duty 
emerges  from  the  guard-i-oom 
and  wakens  the  echoes  with  llie 
evei'  -  welcome  "  cook  -  house  " 
Inigle,  Avhich  is  the  signal  for 
the  oi'derlies  of  squads  to  hast- 
en to  the  cook-houses  to  draw 
the  tea  and  anything-  else  that 
may  have  been  cooked  for  their 
breakfasts.  It  is  quite  time 
that  we  returned  to  our  bar- 
rack-room: as  we  enter  we  no- 
tice a  marked  change  for  the 
better  both  in  the  atmosphere, 
which  had  been  decidedly  close 
before,  and  in  tlie  general  ap- 
pearance, the  mattresses  being 
now  neatly  rolled,  the  bed- 
ding, brown  blankets  on  top, 
secured    by   a    strap,   and    the 

fy  bed -cots  folded  up;    while   the 

table  is  covei'ed  with  delf  plates 
and  basins,  and  the  men,  now 
;  ])i'operly    di'essed     and     fresh 

from  their  visit  to  the  "ablu- 
tion-rooins.''  are  waiting  anx- 
iousl  V  for  theii-  moi'ning  meal. 
They  are  not  kept  waiting  long ; 
scarcely  have  Ave  entered  than 
the  oi'dei'ly-man  clatters  in  at 
the  dooi"  with  a  steaming  can 
of  tea.  from  which  he  rapidly 
fills  the  basins,  the  milk  and 
sugar  having  been  already  add- 
ed before  the  tea  left  the  cook- 
house. No  allowance  is  made 
in  l)arracks  for  men  of  fastidi- 
ous tastes;  if  a  man  prefers  his  tea  unsweet- 
ened, he  can  go  elsewhere:  the  taste  of 
the  majority  is  alone  consulted.  The  tea 
having  been  served  out,  the  orderly-man 
now  proceeds  to  divide  the  bread  into 
chunks,  one  for  each  man,  and  announces 
that  the  "exti'a"  that  morning  is  buttei'; 
this  annouiUMMnent  is  a  welc(^me  one.  and 
the  butter  being  })roduced  in  its  wra])))er 
of  blue  canteen  })a})er,  is  speedily  divided 
iiito  equal  i)ortions.  one  for  each  member 
of  the  mess.  Should  any  conn'ade  be  so 
unfortunate  as  to  be  languishing  in  the 
guard  -  room,   awaiting    disposal    by    the 
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commanding'  officer, 

the  orderly-man  has 

MOW  to  take  his  al- 
lowance to  him,  the 

tea  being' poured  into 

a    tin    canteen,  and 

the  bread  and  butter 

wrapped     in     paper 

and  stowed  in  a  hav- 
ersack. 

But     it     may    be 

asked,    '"Surely    we 

have  been  told  that 

soldiers  enjoy  more 

variety    than    plain 

bread      and      butter 

at    their    breakfasts. 

Have  we  not  heard 

of  savory  kippers,  of 

porridge,    yes,    even 

of  eggs  and  bacon?" 

True,  such    are    the 

dislies  encouraged 
by  generals  and  col- 
onels who  like  to 
earn  a  reputation  for 
looking  after  the  wel- 
fare of  their  men; 
but  these  fancy  rel- 
ishes are  not  much 
encouraged  by  Tom- 
my Atkins,  for  the 
simple  reason  that 
his  funds  will  not 
allow  of  his  receiv- 
ing more  than  an 
infinitesimal  ])ortion 
of  the  kipper  or 
whatever  may  be 
the  favorite  break- 
fast dainty  of  his 
commanding  officer. 
All  that  the  corporal 
in  charge  of  the  gro- 
cery-book has  to 
spend  daily  is  three- 
pence i)er  man  in 
mess,  or  under  four 
dollars  for  a  com- 
pany with  the  aver- 
age strength  of  sixty 

men  in  mess.  When  it,  is  realized  that 
with  this  money  tea,  salt,  pe])i)er,  vege- 
ta,bles  for  dinner.  Hour,  if  a  •"dutf' '  is  to 
ornament  the  dinn(M'  table,  and  all  the 
groceries  whicli  the  soldier  needs  to  eke 
out  the  rations  of  hvoiul  and  meat  alr(\idy 
described  have  to  be  provided,  it  will  bo 
understood  that  the  (iuestiou   of    provid- 
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ing  extras  for  breakfast  and  tea  is  a  dif- 
licTilt  on(^  to  solve,  and  that  the  corporal 
naturally  prefei's  something  like  butter, 
which  ail  appreciate,  to  some  other  dain- 
ty which  may  not  a])])eal  to  the  tastes  of 
his  constituency.  Howevei-,  men  with  a 
penny  or  two  to  spare  need  not  want 
some  savorv  addition  to  their  menu,  for 
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here  is  a  liawker,  himself  an  old  soldier, 
timidly  jjusliing'  open  the  door  and  draw- 
ing- the  attention  of  the  men  to  his  has- 
kel  of  bloaters  and  salted  haddocks.  In 
evei'v  barracks  will  be  found  a  certain 
number  of  hawkers,  usually  old  soldiers, 
v.lio  hold  passes  authorizing-  them  to  sell 
various  odds  and  ends  to  the  men,  and 
there  will  be  g-enei-ally  an  old  ap])le- 
woman  with  a  large  clientele  among-  the 
drummers  and  band  -  boys.  Breakfast 
being  over,  the  tables  are  lifted  otf  their 
iron  leg-s  and  carried  down  stairs  to  be 
scrubbed,  all  hands  turning-  to  with  a  will 
to  g-et  the  room  cleared  up  before  the 
bugle  sounds  to  call  men  away  to  their 
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various  duties  or  parades.  The  orderly- 
nuin  is  busy,  as  usual,  washing  up  the 
plates  and  basins  and  arranging  them 
on  their  shelf;  pipes  are  lighted,  tongues 
are  loosened,  and  the  barracks  hum  with 
noise  and  life.  For  the  next  few  hours 
we  shall  not  be  able  to  see  much  of  the 
men,  who  will  be  scattered  all  over  the 
garrison,  some  at  the  gymnasium,  some 
at  drill,  some  at  musketry  or  signalling, 
and  others  in  attendance  at  the  vari- 
ous garrison  or  regimental  offices  where 
they  are  employed  as  orderlies  or  clerks. 
Under  these  circumstances  this  will 
afford  a  favorable  opi)ortunity  for  tak- 
look  at  the  cook-houses,  woi-k- 
shops,  and,  last 
but  not  least,  the 
married  quarters, 
where  Mi-s.Tomnjy 
Atkins,  good  easy 
soul,  leads  her 
bustling,  gossip- 
ing, hard-working 
life.  But  hrst  to 
the  cook  -  house, 
where  we  find  the 
sei-geant  master- 
cook  and  his  assist- 
ants busy  cutting 
up  the  meat  and 
])otatoes  for  the 
different  messes. 
Bai'rack  cookei-y 
does  not  present 
many  refinements ; 
SOU}). of  course, can 
be  made  in  the  big 
co))pers,and  is  usu- 
ally in  great  re- 
quest on  route- 
marching  days; 
but  apart  fi'om 
soup  the  cooking 
arrangements  will 
only  allow"  of 
Tommy  being  giv- 
en liis  choice  be- 
tween a  bake  and 
a  steam.  A  steam 
i'eseml)les  what  we 
have  been  taught 
to  call  Ii'ish  stew, 
and  vei-y  good  and 
savory  it  smells 
when  the  grocery- 
book  is  sulhciently 
in  credit  to  allow 
of   a   libei-al    addi- 
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tion  of  vegetables, onions  for  choice,  to  tlie 
g-overnnieiit  ration.  Sometimes  the  bake 
is  covered  in  witli  a  massive-lookiiig-  crust, 
and  a  Brobdingnag-ian  pie  is  prepared  for 
the  lucky  mess,  but  more  usually  tlie 
meat  is  served  in  i\\e  open  baking-disli, 
with  the  baked  potatoes  bobbing  beside 
it  in  the  sometimes  rather  greasy-looking 
gravy.  The  resources  of  the  cook-house 
will  not  allo\V  of  the  whole  battalion 
having  either  bakes  or  steams  on  the 
same  day,  so  companies  take  it  in  turn 
day  about,  so  that  every  one  is  eventually 
satisfied.  On  the  whole,  the  soldiers'  food 
is  cooked  w^ell  and  economically:  the  ser- 
geant cook  has  been  through  a  coui'se  of 
training  at  the  Aldershot  school  of  army 
cookery,  and  probably,  in  addition  to  his 
permanent  assistant,  some  of  tlie  company 
cooks  have  a  natui'al  gift  for  the  work  of 
the  kitchen.  These  company  cooks  re- 
ceive no  extra  pay,  but  ai'e  excused  all 
but  a  very  few  parades  and  musketry; 
while  as  an  additional  inducement  for 
good  men  to  take  the  billet,  the  cook  is 
allowed  his  extra  messing  free  at  the  ex- 
pense of  the  rest  of  the  company.  Leav- 
ing the  cook-house,  the  steady  swishing 
sound  which  betrays  the  car})enter  at 
work  with  his  plane  guides  us  to  the  pi- 
oneers' shop,  wiiere  we  find  the  pioneer- 
sergeant  and  his  pioneers  hard  at  work 
on  some  joinery  for  the  oihcers'  mess. 
The  pioneer-sergeant  is  an  ex])ei't  ''  trades- 
man," holding  a  certificate  of  competfMicy 
from  the  Engineering  School  at  Chatham, 
and  his  assistants  are  all  good  workmeii, 
who  probably  have  worked  at  a  trade  be- 
fore enlistment.  These  men  earn  often 
very  fair  wages  in  addition  to  their  pay, 
as  do  the  shoemakers,  whom  we  find  busy 
at  their  work  in  iheir  rathei- evil-smelling 
shop  next  door.  Query,  why  do  shoe- 
makers' shops  always  have  that  unwhoh^- 
some  smell?  Unlike  the  i)ioneer-s(M'geaiit, 
the  master-shoemaker  holds  no  certilicate 
of  competency  from  Aldershot  oi"  any- 
where else,  it  being  apparently  only  ne- 
cessary for  him  to  satisfy  the  quai'ter- 
master  that  he  is  com])etent  to  undertake 
the  repairs  which  form  the  greater  part 
of  his  work.  Before  mancxuivres  and 
dui'ing  the  i-oute  -  marching  seasons  the 
shoemakers'  shop  is  very  full  of  work, 
"ammunition"  boots  in  t^very  stage  of 
decrei)itu(le  l)eing  sent  tliere  in  tlu^  hop(^ 
that  they  may  be  made  tit  for  a  further 
term  of  service,  and  so  save  their  owners 
from  being  ordered  to  provide  themselves 


with  new  boots.  But  enough  of  the  shoe- 
makers. A  little  further  on  we  find  the 
armorer-sergeant  and  his  men  busy  with 
minor  rei)airs  to  arms,  the  new  and  rather 
intricate  Lee-Metford  rifles  ai)pearing  to 
give  him  quite  enough  to  do.      His  assist- 
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ants,  too,  earn  a  welcome  addition  to  their 
})ay  as  soldiers.  If  we  go  down  here  at 
the  back  of  the  gymnasium,  from  which 
we  hear  the  stanq)  of  feet  and  woi-ds 
of  command,  indicating  that  a  squad  is 
under  instruction,  we  shall  come  to 
the  cheerful-looking,  terracelike  i-ow  in 
which  ai'e  housed  the  wives  of  the  non- 
commissioned oilicers  and  men  who  are 
married  with  leave  and  recognized  ai  of- 
ficially on  the  strength  of  the  battalion. 
This  (question  of  i)ermission  to  mariw  is  a 
burning  one  in  tlie  bari'ack-room.  Only 
a  limited  number  of  men  are  allowed  to 
marry,  the  strength  of  the  roll  varying 
with  the  establishment  of  the  corps:  ser- 
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geaiits  are  given  ])efiuissioii  to  marry  as 
a  inatter  of  course,  if  there  is  a  vacancy 
ill  the  establishment,  but  no  soldier  is  al- 
lowed to  enter  the  blessed  state  unless 
he  has  seven  years' service,  £5  in  the  sav- 
ing-s-bank,  and  two  good  conduct  badges. 
I  have  heard  it  .said  that  there  is  such  a 
ihing"  as  borrowing  tlie  £5  till  the  neces- 
saiy  ])ermission  has  been  obtained,  but 
there  is  no  getting  ovei'  the  other  two 
conditions.  The  married  (juarters  seem 
comfoi'tabh^  enough  :  what  strikes  us  nu)st. 
is  the  enormous  number  of  babies  and 
quite  3'oung  children  who  swaian  I'oiind 
the  door  of  evei-y  (quarter,  occasional  yells 


leading  to  the  hasty  ai-rival  of  a  flushed 
and  heated-looking  matron  to  restore  or- 
der in  a  summary  fashion.  The  allow- 
ance of  space  does  not  strike  one  as  par- 
ticularly liberal,  soldiers  with  small  fam- 
ilies being  given  only  one  room  with 
the  minutest  possible  scullery,  the  fathers 
of  larger  families  rejoicing  in  an  extra 
room.  Sergeants,  as  a  rule,  have  two 
rooms,  but  otherwise  hare  no  jnill  over 
their  comrades  of  lower  rank.  The  wives 
of  the  private  soldiers  add  largely  to  the 
scanty  pay  of  their  husbands  by  doing- 
washing  for  the  men  of  their  husbands' 
company,  and  twice  blessed  is  the  w^oman 
whose  good  man  belongs  to  a  company 
having  few  married  soldiers.  In  this  case 
she  will  be  able  to  get  more  to  do  than 
her  less  fortunate  sisters.  Some  of  the 
women  who  have  a  reputation  as  wash- 
er-women earn  plenty  of  money  by  wash- 
ing for  the  officers  of  the  regiment.  The 
soldier's  wife  seems  to  drift  naturally 
into  being  a  washer-woman  :  whatever  her 
calling  may  have  been  previously,  she 
soon  recognizes  the  fact  that  it  is  as  a 
laundress  that  she  is  best  able  to  increase 
the  family  income.  In  every  barrack 
there  is  a  well-fitted  wash-house,  kept  in 
order  by  a  steady  old  soldier,  and.  if  ru- 
mor does  not  lie,  this  building  is  occa- 
sionally the  scene  of  Homeric  combats, 
and  also  the  incubator  in  whose  warm, 
steam}' atmosphere  is  hatched  all  the  gos- 
sip and  scandal  of  the  barrack.  For  we 
must  remember  that  the  barrack  is  a 
world  in  itself  ;  the  doings  of  the  dwell- 
ers outside  the  gates  have  no  interest  for 
these  soldiers'  wives,  l)ut  the  whisper  of 
a  ditt'erence  of  opinion  between  Mrs.  Pri- 
vate Smith  and  INIi-s.  Corporal  Brown 
soon  furnishes  a  topic  for  heated  discus- 
sion at  many  tea  tables,  and  at  al  fresco 
meetings  on  the  drying-ground.  A  little 
conversation  with  tlie  ladies  is  a  libei'al 
education  in  esprit  de  eorj)S :  each  wo- 
man thoroughly  identilies  herself  with 
the  regiment  to  which  hei'  husband  be- 
longs ;  and  even  in  these  days  of  sliorl 
service  it  is  not  diilicult  to  tiiid  women 
whose  fathers  and  grandfathers  have 
soldiered  in  bygone  days  under  the  tat- 
tered colors  now  hanging  in  the  sacred 
])recincts  of  the  officers'  mess.  The  ladies 
of  the  regiment,  as  a  rule,  take  great 
interest  in  the  welfare  of  their  humbler 
sisters,  frequently  visiting  them  in  their 
quarters,  and  giving  nu^re  than  their 
sympathy   at    one    of   those   crkses  which 
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occiH'  SO  frequently  in  tlie  married  block, 
and  generally  lead  ultimately  to  the  ol)- 
iect  of  their  solicitude  a])])lying'  for  extra 
.iccommodation,  owing  to  nu  unauthorized 
addition  to  the  strength  of  the  battalion. 

There  is  an  air  of  subdued  excitement 
about  the  married  quarters  to-day,  and 
on  inquiry  we  find  that  the  reason  is  that 
to-morrow  the  annual  outing  of  the  sol- 
diers' families  is  to  come  off,  and  the 
whole  party  is  to  be  conveyed  in  brakes 
to  some  picturesque  ruins  a  few  miles 
off,  where  there  will  be  all  sorts  of  games 
for  the  younger  members  and  a  substan- 
tial tea  for  the  matrons.  The  whole 
entertainment  is  managed  by  the  ladies 
of  the  regiment,  presided  over  ])y  the 
Colonel's  wife,  assisted  by  some  of  the 
married  officers  and  one  or  two  of  the 
more  docile  young  bachelors.  Tiie  funds 
are  provided  partly  from  the  canteen, 
])artly  by  subscription  among  the  officers, 
and  the  festival  is  looked  forward  to 
from  year  to  year  with  the  greatest  in- 
terest by  the  children  of  the  battalion. 
Christmas  also  is  a  tinje  of  festivity; 
the  annual  regimental  tree,  followed  or 
])receded  by  the  inevitable  tea,  is  an 
event  of  great  importance.  In  one  re- 
spect this  event  may  be  said  to  fix  in 
some  manner  the  social  standing  of  the 
occupants  of  the  married  block,  the  wo- 
men of  highest  standing  being  generally 
taken  into  consultation  by  the  Colonel's 
wife,  and  permitted  to  assist  at  the  ai*- 
ranging  of  the  presents  for  the  children 
and  of  the  usual  seasonable  gifts  for 
their  parents.  This  matter  of  Christmas 
presents  is  a  ticklish  one,  as  the  whole 
system  of  regimental  society  would  be 
convulsed  if  the  newly  married  wife  of 
Corporal  Jones  were  made  more  of  tlian 
the  spouse  of  Private  Higgins,  a  warrior 
with  innumerable  "badges,''  whose  heli)- 
mate  has  laid  down  the  law  in  the  mar- 
ried quarters  under  many  generations  of 
commanding  officers.  However,  Mrs. 
Quartermaster  knows  what  importance 
should  be  attached  to  all  these  little  points, 
and  if  the  Colonel's  wife  will  only  con- 
sult with  her  and  Mrs.  Sergeant-Major, 
who,  as  the  wife  of  a  wari-ant-ollicer,  oc- 
cupies a  position  of  isolated  grandeur,  no 
liarm  is  likely  to  be  done.  Mothers' 
meetings  form  another  opi)ortunity  of 
social  intercourse,  but  hei-e  I  am  afraid 
of  getting  out  of  my  depth,  never  having 
assisted  at  one  of  these  exciting  entei*- 
tainments.       If    we  go  to  the  sergeants' 


quadi'ille  party  this  evening,  we  shall 
have  an  opportunity  of  seeing  all  these 
ladies  ari'ay(Hl  foi*  conquest,  and  dis])lay- 
ing.  in  some  of  the  intricate  dances  which 
still  find  an  honored  ])la('e  in  the  pro- 
grannjie  of  these  entertainments,  that  se- 
rious attention  to  business  and  accurate 
memory  for  detail  which  distinguishes 
their  gallant  husbands'  conduct  on  pa- 
rade. 

If  we  get  into  conversation  with  some 
of  the  more  travelled  women,  we  shall 
find  that  there  is  a  universal  agreement 
that  there  is  no  ])lace  to  "soldier"  in 
like  India:  the  getting  thei-e  has  its 
drawbacks,  and  few  can  s})eak  without  a 
shudder  of  the  stifling  nights  in  the  Red 
Sea,  or  of  the  acute  discomforts  caused 
by  a  breeze  in  the  Bay  in  the  women's 
quarters  of  the  trooper,  crowded  with  wo- 
men in  every  stage  of  wretchedness  and 
seasickness,  close  and  ill-ventilated,  with 
children  wailing,  men  stamping  overhead, 
the  ship  plunging  and  groaning,  and 
through  all  the  unceasing  tremble  of  the 
screws.  Yes,  getting  to  India  is  no  joke  ; 
but  once  established  there,  everything  is 
I'ose  -  colored.  Government  rations  for 
the  women  and  children,  for  whom  no 
allowance  is  made  at  home  ;  no  company 
washing  to  wear  one  to  skin  and  bone  ; 
natives  to  do  all  the  menial  work  of  the 
quarters;  very  possibly,  if  the  husband 
has  a  good  billet,  a  pony  for  the  wife  to 
di'ive  ;  plenty  of  money  and  plenty  of 
amusement,  theatricals,  dances,  picnics, 
etc. — who  would  not  envy  the  soldier's 
wife  under  the  ])aternal  care  of  the  Ind- 
ian government  ? 

But  there  is  the  second  dinner  bugle, 
we  had  better  be  otf  and  see  how  the 
men  are  going  to  put  in  their  time  this 
fine  afternoon.  As  we  cross  the  square 
we  see  the  subaltern  of  the  day,  with  his 
sword  clattering  behind  him,  following 
the  battalion  orderly  corporal  on  his  tour 
round  the  dinners,  the  pair  moving  with 
great  strides,  as  if  bent,  on  establishing  a 
record  for  the  distance.  Coming  to  a 
barrack'  room  we  find  that  the  men  have 
not  lost  much  time  over  their  meal,  d-n- 
ner  l)eing  already  practically  finished  in 
the  course  of  some  ten  or  fifteen  minutes. 
The  m(\ss  we  visit  has  luxuriated  in  a 
halve  to-day,  but  no  "duff"  has  followed 
it,  as  the  balance  in  the  grocery -book  is 
being  nursed  to  allow  of  a  "spread"  on 
Sunday,  This  is  consequently  a  jour 
maigre;  but   no   one    grumbles,  though 
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the  British  soldier  is  supposed  to  possess 
special  powers  in  that  line  ;  and  even  the 
hungriest  recruit  appears  to  be  satisfied 
for  the  time  beinpf.  The  same  ceremony 
of  cleaning  up  that  we  witnessed  this 
morning  is  about  to  commence  as  we  en- 
ter the  room,  so  we  may  as  well  have  a 
look  at  the  regimental  institutions  before 
strolling  down  to  look  on  for  a  few  minutes 
at  the  cricket-match  between  "A"  and 
"C"  companies,  about  which  some  loud 
arguments  reach  our  ears  as  we  enter  the 
canteen.  Tiiis  is  a  large  building,  and 
is,  in  fact,  the  regimental  liquor -shop. 
No  wine  or  spirits  are  sold  here,  only 
beer  and  porter ;  great  pains  are  taken 
to  insure  the  liquor  being  of  the  best 
quality,  and  it  is  sold  at  prices  that  defy 
the  competition  of  the  publicans  in  the 
town.  A  number  of  men  with  tin  pots 
before  them  are  talking  and  arguing  as 
we  enter  ;  though  their  voices  are  raised, 
as  Tommy  likes  to  raise  his  voice  when- 
ever airing  his  opinions,  yet  there  is  no 
disorder,  any  tendency  to  which  would 
be  soon  suppressed  by  the  smart  corpo- 
ral on  canteen  duty,  who  is  pacing  up 
and  down,  occasionally  offering  a  remark 
on  the  subject  under  discussion.  :  The 
reason  that  we  see  so  many  men  here 
just  now  is  that  men  are  not  allowed 
to  take  beer  to  the  barrack-room,  and  in 
consequence  a  visit  has  to  be  paid  to  the 
canteen  for  the  wherewithal  to  wash 
downi  their  dinners.  In  the  old  days 
there  used  undoubtedly  to  be  a  great  deal 
of  drinking  in  the  army,  and  though 
even  yet  there  are  a  certain  number  of 
men  the  worse  for  wear  on  pay-nights, 
yet  there  is  not  the  systematic  drinking 
of  old,  when  every  item  in  the  soldier's 
life  was  reduced  to  the  common  denom- 
inator of  beer.  Next  to  the  canteen  is 
the  grocery-bar,  where,  in  a  well -man- 
aged regiment,  ever^^  conceivable  thing 
tliat  can  come  under  the  head  of  gro- 
ceries, from  garden  seeds  to  black -lend 
and  pipe-clay,  can  be  bought  at  more 
reasonable  prices  than  in  the  shops  in 
the  town  ;  in  fact,  a  number  of  the  articles 
in  chief  demand  are  sold  at  a  loss,  the 
loss  being  covered  by  the  profit  fi-om  the 
sale  of  the  beer,  so  the  drinkers  pay  for 
the  luxuries  of  their  more  sober  com- 
rades. 

But  we  have  not  yet  visited  the  regi- 
mental institution,  an  omission  that  we 
must  repair  if  we  want  to  see  anything 
of  the  social  life  of  the  private  soldier. 
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It  is  housed  in  that  smart-looking  red- 
brick building  we  see  beyond  the  can- 
teen; and,  passing  through  the  swing- 
doors,  we  find  ourselves  in  a  large,  well- 
ventilated  room,  one  end  of  which  is 
taken  up  by  a  full-sized  billiard  table, 
round  which  an  interested  crowd  are 
watching  a  game,  which  bids  fair  to  be  a 
long-drawn-out  one,  between  two  players 
who  make  up  in  strength  what  they  lack 
in  science.  Some  other  men  are  starting 
a  game  of  bagatelle  at  an  adjoining  table, 
the  stakes,  from  the  scraps  of  conversa- 
tion we  overhear,  being  apparently  pots 
of  beer,  to  be  discussed  with  much  so- 
lemnity and  many  arguments  by-and-by 
in  the  canteen.  The  rest  of  the  room  is 
occupied  by  large  green  -  baize  -  covered 
tables,  on  Avhicli  are  strewn  a  varied  as- 
sortment of  news]iapers  and  magazines, 
which,  judging  from  their  well-thumbed 
appearance,  are  in  constant  request; 
while  the  walls  arc  decorated  with  a 
number  of  prints,  chiefly  of  military  sub- 
jects, De  Neuville  evidently  being  a  fa- 
vorite artist.  At  one  end  of  the  room  a 
painted  drop-scene  hints  at  the  presence 
of  a  stage  where  entertainments  are  })e- 
riodicall}"  given  by  the  regimental  dra- 
matic troupe,  a  society  abounding  in  tal- 
ent, chiefly  of  the  melodramatic  order. 
The  glass  door  you  see  in  that  corner 
leads  into  the  coffee-bar,  where  excellent 
suppers  are  served  from  six  o'clock  until 
nine,  at  the  modest  price  of  one  penny 
and  upwards;  for  a  penny  a  man  can  get 
a  bowl  of  soup  and  a  chunk  of  bread,  or 
a  bowl  of  porridge,  or  a  plate  of  sweet- 
ened rice — a  favorite  dish;  and  cups  of 
steaming  cotFee  and  bread  and  butter  can 
also  be  bought  for  the  same  sum.  As 
Tonmiy's  last  oflicial  meal  is  his  tea, 
served  at  the  early  hour  of  four  o'clock, 
it  is  eminently  desirable  that  he  should 
be  able  to  get  something  to  keep  him  go- 
ing till  his  breakfast  at  eight  o'clock  next 
morning.  In  the  old  days  the  hiatus 
was  filled  up  by  unlimited  beer,  but  now 
we  have  changed  all  that.  Before  we 
leave  for  the  cricket-match,  to  which  we 
see  a  number  of  men  already  strolling 
down,  we  ought  to  have  a  look  in  at  the 
sergeants'  mess,  which  we  shall  find  at 
the  other  side  of  the  square.  This  mess 
is  used  only  by  the  sergeants  of  the  battal- 
ion—the corporals  messing  in  the  barrack- 
room  with  the  men—and  I  think  you  will 
agree  with  me  tliat  the  sergeants  seem  to 
do   themselves   fairlv  well.      Their   com- 
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fort  depends  to  a  considerable  extent  on 
tlie  ability  of  their  caterer,  a  sergeant, 
wbo  usually  holds  the  office  for  three 
inontlis  at  a  time;  but  on  the  whole  they 
Ijave  little  to  complain  of,  and  live  very 
well  for  a  very  moderate  expenditure. 
Tlie  furniture  and  the  fine  billiard  table 
belong  to  government,  but  tbe  plate, 
china,  glass,  and  cutlery,  and  the  pictures 
oriianienting  the  w^alls,  are  the  property 
of  the  mess,  and  give  it  a  very  comfort- 
able and  homelike  appearance.  There 
is  a  liquor-bar  at  one  end  of  the  room,  so 
no  sergeant  has  to  go  to  the  canteen  for  a 
glass  of  beer  ;  in  fact,  such  an  action 
would  lead  to  trouble,  as  great  stress  is 
laid  on  the  I'egulation  forbidding  non- 
commissioned officers  to  associate  with 
private  soldiers.  With  this  object  a  sep- 
arate room  in  the  canteen  for  the  use  of 
corpoi-als  is  now  usual,  and  it  is  obvious 
that  this  must  facilitate  the  maintenance 
of  discipline. 

Well,  it  is  time  we  went  down  to  the 
cricivet-ground.  so  we  leave  the  sergeants, 
■who  pi-ess  us  to  look  at  their  mess  through 
the  bottom  of  a  tumbler,  and  cross  the 
squar  toward  the  barrack  gate.  The 
square  is  unoccupied  save  for  a  little 
party  in  complete  marching  order,  who, 
with  fixed  bayonets  and  riiles  at  the 
slope,  only  reach  the  end  of  the  square 
to  be  turned  about  by  the  connnand  of 
that  tall  corporal,  and  retrace  their  ste})s 
with  an  air  of  })atient  i-esignation,  which 
has  no  efl'ect  in  softening  the  heart  of 
their  guardian.  These  are  the  defaulters 
again  whom  we  saw  on  fatigue  this 
morning,  and  they  ai'c  now  undergoing 
l)unishment  drill,  a  process  which  does 
not  seem  congenial.  Uj)  and  down,  up 
and  down,  for  every  minute  of  a  weary 
hour.  How  they  must  loathe  the  barrack 
square  at  the  end  of  it;  and  how  they 
must  resolve  to  steer  clear  of  trouble  for 
the  future  I 

It  is  not  far  to  the  cricket-ground,  but 
I  must  warn  you  that  you  ai'e  not  likely 
to  witness  much  scientific  play  at  an  in- 
ter-company match,  for  though  the  Brit- 
ish soldier  is  fond  enough  of  the  batting 
and  even  of  the  bowling  part  of  cricket, 
liis  fielding  is  apt  to  be  erratic,  and  he  is 
not  at  all  inclined  to  treat  the  game  seri- 
ousIn'.  As  we  come  on  to  the  ground 
loud  a])|)lause  greets  the  downfall  of  the 
Captain  of  ''A''  comi)any,  who,  though 
not  a  cricketer,  thinks  it  his  duty  to  ])lay 
iu   order   to  encourage  the  men.  and  be- 


yond a  doubt  causes  more  amusement  by 
the  vigor  of  his  play  than  would  an  ex- 
pert in  the  ordinary  sense.  There  is  a 
marquee  pitched,  where  tea  is  provided 
f I'om  the  mess  for  any  ladies  of  the  regi- 
ment or  their  friends  w^ho  may  come; 
and  some  of  the  j^ounger  officers  are  ly- 
ing on  the  grass  in  front  of  it,  enjoying 
the  ludicrous  side  of  the  game  to  its  ut- 
most, and  now  engaged  in  unmercifully 
chaffing  the  fallen  hero,  who,  as  he  takes 
otf  his  pads,  is  seriously  thinking  that  lie 
must  be  getting  too  old  for  cricket.  The 
men  of  the  rival  companies,  with  the  ex- 
ception of  the  men  actually  in  the  field, 
are  sprawling  in  picturesque  groups  un- 
der the  trees  which  fringe  one  side  of  the 
ground,  and  are  not  chary  of  remarks 
and  criticisms  in  the  freest  possible  man- 
ner at  every  incident  of  tlie  game.  At  a 
good  stroke  there  are  yells  of  applause, 
as  there  are  when  a  fielder  ''muffs''  a 
catch,  or  when  a  ball  straighter  than  us- 
ual scatters  wickets  and  bails  in  one  rat- 
tling downfall.  The  dress  of  the  play- 
ers is  eccentric.  The  only  wearers  of  the 
orthodox  llannels  are  the  officers  pla\'- 
ing  and  a  couple  of  men  who  are  mem- 
bers of  the  regimental  team,  and  who 
])lay  with  a  condescending  air,  as  if  only 
putting  in  the  time  with  a  little  prac- 
tice. 

Football  is  the  soldier's  game,  after 
all;  it  gives  more  scope  for  strength  and 
activity,  and  does  not  demand  the  contin- 
ual practice  and  the  quick  eye  necessary 
to  success  in  cricket.  At  all  times  of  the 
year  the  soldier  will  play  football  ;  if  we 
were  to  go  back  to  the  barracks  now,  the 
odds  are  that  we  should  find  a  number 
of  men  on  the  square  kicking  the  ball 
about  and  })ractising  little  niceties  of 
dribbling  and  of  liead-play,  w^hicli  afford 
much  amusement  to  the  clustei's  of  men 
at  iivevy  corner,  in  every  style  of  mili- 
tary undress.  Even  after  a  hard  day's 
route-march  you  will  see  the  usual  num- 
ber kicking  football  on  the  square,  and 
on  manoeuvres  it  is  extraordinary  the 
celerity  with  which  the  ball,  which  has 
reached  the  camp  in  some  mysterious 
manner,  makes  its  appearance  after  the 
work  of  the  day  is  over.  In  barracks 
the  ball -alley  also  is  a  favorite  resort 
with  the  men,  and  all  the  afternoon  it  is 
pretty  sure  to  be  occupied,  weather  per- 
mitting. 

On  the  whole,  taking  everything  into 
consideration,  Tommy  Atkins  has  a  very 
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good  time  in  barracks;  so  much  so,  in 
fact,  that  it  is  not  an  unconnnon  thing 
to  find  men  who  rarely  leave  barracks, 
except  on  duty,  from  the  time  they  arrive 
at  a  station  till  the  "route"  comes  for  a 
move  elsewhere. 

But  we  must  not  forget  that  we  have  to 
look  in  at  the  quadrille  party  to  which  the 
warrant-officers,  staff-sergeants,  and  ser- 
geants of  the  Royal  Mudfordshire  Regi- 
ment have  invited  us.  The  winter  months 
are  the  great  time  for  dances  ;  at  Clirist- 
mas-time  the  corporals  and  even  the  pri- 
vate soldiers  break  out  into  these  dissi- 
pations; but  even  the  summer  furnishes 
occasions,  such  as  some  regimental  anni- 
versary, which  can  only  be  fittingly  cele- 
brated by  a  dance.  As  v/e  reach  the 
gymnasium,  the  scene  of  the  festivities, 
at  nine  o'clock,  the  hour  for  which 
we  are  invited,  we  find  the  building 
brilliantly  lighted,  and  a  group  of 
men  in  fatigue  dress  hanging  round 
the  doors  watching  with  interest  the  ar- 
rivals. 

Entering  the  door,  we  are  met  by  a  ser- 
geant, brushed,  combed,  pomatumed,  and 
perfumed  to  the  last  degree,  already  per- 
spiring from  his  exertions,  who  directs  us 
to  the  cloak-room,  and  when  we  have  re- 
lieved ourselves  of  our  cloaks,  conducts 
us  to  the  ball-room  and  introduces  us  to 
the  sergeant-migor ;  this  warrior,  in  the 
tightest  of  tunics,  with  his  mustache 
waxed  out  till  it  resembles  nothing  so 
much  as  a  pair  of  fixed  bayonets,  wel- 
comes us  heartily,  and  hands  us  over  to 
a  color- sergeant,  who  is  intrusted  with 
the  duty  of  providing  us  with  partners. 
At  one  of  these  dances  no  shirking  is  al- 
lowed, and  if  you  are  not  accepting  some 
sergeant's  hospitality  at  the  well-provided 
bulfet,  you  are  ex})ected  to  be  footing  it 
to  the  music  discoursed 'by  some  members 
of  the  line  band  of  the  regiment,  who 
are  posted  in  ambush  behind  a  screen  of 
gay  bunting.  Another  color-sergeant  is 
master  of  the  ceremonies,  and  in  a  sten- 
torian voice  orders  the  company  gener- 
ally to  take  partners  for  the  D'Alberts 
(pronounced  Dee-xVlberts).  A  few  min- 
utes sees  us  fatally  involved  in  a  maze 
of  intricate  figures,  through  which  our 
partners  steer  us  with  mingled  affability 
and  condescension.  Emerging  in  safety, 
breathless  and  bewildered,  at  the  conclu- 


sion of  the  dance,  it  is  etiquette  to  con- 
duct your  partner  to  her  seat,  and  to  be- 
take yourself  anew  to  the  buffet  to  seek 
liquid  consolation  for  your  unusual  exer- 
tions. 

And  so  the  dance  goes  gayly  on.  Some 
of  the  officers  turn  up  with  their  wives, 
and  the  sergeant-major,  with  much  so- 
lemnity, conducts  the  senior  officer's  wife 
through  the  mazes  of  a  quadrille,  in 
which  he  is  evidently  perfectly  at  home. 
As  time  goes  on,  things  liven  up  a  bit  ; 
the  clusters  round  the  buffet  get  thicker 
and  moi'e  energetic  ;  in  one  of  the  gal- 
leries a  round  game  of  cards  is  proceed- 
ing with  much  noise  and  meri-iment,  and 
it  is  quite  plain  that  every  one  means  to 
thoroughly  enjoy  himself  or  herself,  as 
the  case  may  be. 

This  finishes  our  day  in  barracks, 
which  you  will  admit  is  not  such  a 
dreary  wilderness  as  it  looks  from  the 
outside,  and  in  which  large  numbers  of 
men  and  women  spend  some  of  the  hap- 
piest years  of  their  lives. 

I  would  have  liked  to  talk  to  j'ou  about 
our  soldier's  life  in  India  and  in  the  col- 
onies, where  he  spends  such  a  considera- 
ble portion  of  his  service,  but  space  will 
not  allow  of  my  saying  more  than  that 
the  soldier  who  takes  the  most  ordinary 
precautions  to  keep  in  health  can  have  an 
even  better  time  on  foreign  service  than 
he  can  at  home. 

The  great  attraction  of  Indian  service 
is  that  there  are  no  "fatigues'";  use- 
ful natives  do  all  that  for  Tommy,  who. 
when  his  drills  are  over  for  the  day, 
can  find  plenty  of  amusement  in  can- 
tonments. ]\Ien  of  sporting  tastes  have 
plenty  of  0[)portunities  of  gratifying 
them  at  most  Indian  stations,  as  in  eacli 
comi)any  two  old-pattern  rifles  are  kept, 
bored  out  so  as  to  be  used  as  shot- 
guns, with  which  the  "jheel""  can  be 
searched  for  snii)e  or  duck,  or  even  a 
shot  fired  for  j)ractice  at  the  humble 
"  })addy  -  bird.''  At  some  stations  there 
are  facilities  for  boating,  boats  being  pi'o- 
vided  by  government,  and,  in  fact,  wher- 
ever the  soldier  goes  he  will  find  every- 
thing done  by  the  authorities  and  his 
officers  to  keep  him  in  health  and  amuse- 
ment. In  the  army  it  is  fully  recognized 
that  "all  work  and  no  play  makes  Jack 
a  dull  bo}'." 
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rpHE  period  extending  from  1430  to 
X  1530,  wliicli  included  the  circumnav- 
igation of  Africa,  the  discovery  of  tlie 
Cape  route  to  India,  and  the  revelation 
to  Europe  of  a  New  World  on  tlie  other 
side  of  the  Athxntic,  lias  been  aptly  des- 
ig-uated  tlie  "  Centur}^  of  Discoveries/' 
It  was  a  ])eriod  of  unprecedented  activ- 
ity in  ex})loration,  and  nothing  since  has 
equalled  in  magnitude  and  novel t\'  the 
circunuiavigation  of  Africa  and  the  dis- 
covery of  America.  But,  so  far  as  the 
fever  for  exploration  is  concerned,  the 
increasing  number  of  those  who  are  smit- 
ten, and  the  interest  and  value  of  the  re- 
sults, the  century  which  is  so  near  its 
close  may  vie  with  that  of  whicli  Colum- 
bus was  the  central  figure.  When  we 
compare  a.  map  of  the  woidd  in  the  begin- 
ning of  the  century  with  a  good  map 
showi'  g  our  })resent  knowledge  of  the 
earth's  surface,  some  idea  ma}'  be  obtain- 
ed of  the  vastness  of  tlie  progress  whicli 
lias  been  accom])lished.  In  actual  ex- 
tent and  scientific  value  the  exploring 
work  of  the  expiring  century  will  bear 
comparison  with  that  of  any  previous 
one. 

Nearly  every  country  in  Euro])e  has 
been  or  is  being  trigonometrically  sur- 
veyed. In  Asia  vast  progress  has  been 
made  dui'ing  the  century  in  laying  down 
Avith  a})proximate  accuracy  the  great  fea- 
tures of  that  stupendous  continent.  India 
has  been  accurately  surveyed,  and  that 
survey  has  been  carried  east  and  west 
into  the  extensive  I'egions  within  the 
British  sphere.  Central  Asia  has  been 
traversed  by  an  army  of  explorers,  main- 
ly Russian  and  Briiish,  so  that  its  vast 
plateaus  and  its  gigantic  mountain  sys- 
tems are  now  ma})})ed  in  their  main  fea- 
tures. So  also  with  its  great  river  sys- 
tems, its  interesting  lakes,  and  its  desolate 
deserts.  Still  there  is  room  enough  for 
pioneer  exploring  work  in  this  ancient 
continent  for  many  years  to  come.  Even 
the  central  plateau  and  tlie  great  moun- 
tain SA'stems  which,  dominate  it  afford 
an  ample  field  for  further  research, 
which  must  be  undertaken  before  they 
are  adequately  nia})ped.      The  mountain 


ranges  on  the  east  and  northeast  of 
Tibet,  the  magnificent  river  region 
which  extends  northward  into  the  inte- 
rior from  the  Indo-Chinese  Peninsula, 
are  little  known.  Much  yet  remains  to 
be  done  in  the  region  watered  by  the 
Oxus.  The  great  central  deserts,  as  Dr. 
Sven  Hedin  has  shown,  conceal  beneath 
their  sandj'  wastes  the  rich  remains  of 
ancient  civilizations.  Even  the  maps  of 
western  Asia  contain  much  hypothetical 
geograph\%  and  the  Siberian  coast  is  still 
most  inaccurately  laid  down.  Southern 
and  central  Arabia  is  almost  unknown, 
and  the  venturous  explorer  who  suc- 
ceeded in  making  his  way  in  a  bee-line 
from  Aden  to  Muscat  would  perform  a 
feat  worthy  of  the  highest  recognition. 
Thus,  notwithstanding  all  that  has  been 
accom])lished  during  the  century,  the  oc- 
cupation of  the  explorer  in  Asia  will  not 
be  gone  for  generations  to  come. 

In  quite  recent  years  Central  Asia  has 
been  the  scene  of  some  of  the  most  re- 
markalMe  expeditions  on  record,  so  re- 
markable that  most  of  them  have  been 
considered  worthy  of  recognition  b}'  the 
award  of  the  much -coveted  medal  of  the 
Koyal  Geographical  Societ^y.  We  can- 
not omit  to  mention  among  these,  as  hold- 
ing a  i)lace  of  high  honor,  the  two  ex})e- 
diticms  of  the  Hon.  W.  W.  Rockhill,  now 
United  States  minister  in  Greece,  who 
approached  to  within  a  slioi-t  distan.ce  of 
Lhasa,  traversed  hundreds  of  miles  of  un- 
known land  in  eastern  Tibet,  and  made  a 
profound  study  of  Tibetan  I'eligion,  cus- 
toms, and  history.  Prince  Henr}^  of  Or- 
leans and  ]\I.  Bonvalot  about  the  same 
time  crossed  the  country  from  north  to 
south.  Shortly  after,  a  young  British  of- 
ficer. Captain  Bower,  traversed  the  lofty 
Tibetan  plateau  from  west  to  east.  More 
recently,  Mr.  St.  George  Littledale  and 
his  brave  wife  entered  Tibet  from  the 
nortl).  approached  to  within  a  day's  ride 
of  the  forbidden  city,  and  but  for  the 
prostrate  condition  of  Mrs.  Littledale 
they  would  have  forced  their  way  into 
Lhasa.  They  turned  Avest  and  came  out 
by  Ladak.  L^nfortunately,  though  often 
urged  to  d(^  so,  Mr.  Littledale  has  never 
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given  to  tlie  world  a  detailed  narrative  of 
this  and  his  other  almost  equally  remark- 
able journeys  in  Central  Asia;  his  story 
has  been  told  only  in  the  Journal  of  the 
Royal  Geographical  Society.  About  a 
year  ago  two  young  British  officers,  Cap- 
tain Wellby  and  Lieutenant  Malcolm, 
crossed  the  central  plateau  from  west  to 
east  on  a  more  northerly  route  than  had 
been  done  before. 

But  perhaps  two  of  the  most  notewor- 
thy expeditions  of  recent  years  are  those 
of  Dr.  Sven  Hedin  and  Mr.  A.  H.  Savage 
Landor,  each,  however,  noteworthy  for 
very  different  reasons. 

Dr.  Sven  Hedin  devoted  neai'ly  as  many 
years  to  his  patient  work  as  Mr.  Savage 
Landor  did  months  to  his  dash  at  Lhasa. 
Dr.  Hedin  is  in  many  ways  a  remarkable 
young  man;  he  is  only  thirty  years  of 
age.  He  was  barely  twenty  when  his  in- 
nate love  of  adventure  took  him  to  Asia 
Minor  and  northern  Arabia.  After  re- 
turning to  his  native  land,  Sweden,  ho 
completed  his  education,  undergoing  a 
tliorough  training  in  those  departments 
of  science  on  which  geography  is  based; 
lie  studied  for  a  time  at  Berlin  under 
the  great  explorer  and  geographer  Baron 
von  Richthofen.  In  1889-90  Hedin  vis- 
ited Persia,  and  went  on  to  Kashgar; 
he  ascended  the  lofty  aiid  interesting- 
Mount  Demavend,  18,600  feet,  on  the 
south  of  the  Caspian.  A\\  this  was 
only  preliminary  to  the  great  under- 
taking which  has  placed  him  in  the  front 
rank  of  explorers.  On  his  return  to 
Sweden  lie  obtained  the  support  of  King- 
Oscar  and  one  or  two  private  individuals 


for  an  exploring  project,  by  which  he  pro- 
posed to  visit  some  of  tlie  least-known 
regions  of  Central  Asia.  He  set  out  in 
October,  1893,  and  spent  the  greater  part  of 
1894  in  investigating  the  climate  and  gla- 
ciers of  that  complicated  mountain  mass 
the  Pamirs,  "The  Roof  of  the  World," 
across  whose  bari-en  heights  England  and 
Russia  are  constantly  watchingeach  other. 
He  made  a  careful  study  of  the  ti-ibutaries 
of  the  famous  Ox  us.  The  loftiest  height 
of  the  Pamirs  is  Mustag-ata,  rising  25,000 
feet,  on  the  eastern  border  of  the  plateau, 
with  five  rugged  peaks  and  several  mag- 
nificent glaciers.  Dr.  Hedin  was  ambi- 
tious to  reach  the  summit  of  the  loftiest 
of  the  striking  peaks  of  "The  Father  of 
Ice  Mountains,''  and  had  he  done  so  he 
would  have  become  the  record  mountain- 
climber. 

The  Kirghiz  of  the  district  have  many 
legends  about  this  remarkable  mountain, 
some  of  which,  no  doubt.  Dr.  Hedin  will 
tell  in  his  forth-coming  narrative,  wliicli 
cannot  fail  to  be  of  tlie  highest  interest. 
We  can  only  brielly  refer  to  one  of  these. 

They  told  him  "that  only  an  old 
iscJian  had,  many  hundred  years  ago, 
ascended  this  holy  mountain.  There  he 
had  found  a  lake  and  a  river,  on  whose 
shores  a  white  camel  grazed.  In  a  garden 
where  })lum-treesgrew  in  great  abundance 
old  men  were  wandering  about  in  white 
garments  and  with  long  white  beards. 
The  isclian  ate  of  the  fruit  of  one  of  the 
plum-trees,  and  then -an  old  man  came  up 
to  him  and  said  that  this  was  fortunate 
for  him,  for.  had  he  despised  the  fruit,  he 
would  have  been  compelled  to  slay  eter- 
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iuill\'  on  tlie  inoinitain  like  the  otlier  old 
meiL  A  rider  on  a  white  horse  then  took 
him  on  his  saddle,  and  rushed  off  down 
the  steep  descent  with  him.  When  he 
came  down  into  the  valley  he  had  only  a 
faint  recollection  of  whal  had  happened." 
This  will  afi'ord  some  idep«  of  the  mys- 
tery which  slirouds  Mustag-ata  in  the 
eyes  of  the  natives  around.  Though  the 
simple-minded  Kirghiz  believed  it  impos- 
sible to  ascend  the  mountain,  still  they 
were  willing  to  join  in  the  attem))t,  and 
did  loyal  13^  accompany  the  traveller,  who 
knew  how  to  win  the  hearts  of  the  natives 
with  whom  he  came  into  contact.  Sup- 
ported bj'  the  Kirghiz  and  with  a  number 
of  yaks,  the  common  beast  of  bui-den  of 
these  regions,  bearing  tents,  provisions, 
instruments,  and  other  impedimenta.  He- 
din  made  his  first  attempt  when  he  reached 
16.000  feet.  Nearly  blind  with  inflamma- 
tion of  the  eyes,  he  had  to  descend  and 
make  his  way  to  Kashgar.  Three  months 
later  he  made  a  second  attempt,  when  he 
succeeded  in  reaching  close  on  20,000  feet. 
So  tempestuous  was  the  weather,  and  so 
inaccessible  looked  the  remaining  5000 
feet,  that  he  descended  to  gather  vigor  for 
another  effort.  The  third  time  he  again 
reached  20,000  feet,  and  came  to  tlie 
conclusion  that  in  the  rarefied  air  of 
that  height,  with  no  experienced  moun- 
taineers to  help  him,  with  liis  Kirghiz  all 
prostrate,  and  with  the  necessit}^  of  find- 
ing a  practicable  route  by  himself,  the  as- 
cent would  involve  a  waste  of  time  and 
a  risk  which  he,  not  a  mere  mountaineer, 
but  a  serious  explorer,  w^as  not  justified  in 
incurring.  So  he  gave  it  up,  and  pursued 
his  exploration.  But  the  narration  of 
these  attempts,  abounding  as  it  is  in  ex- 
citing incident,  in  dangers  incurred  by 
himself  and  his  men,  as  well  as  in  valua- 
ble observations,  cannot  fail  to  prove  of 
interest  w^hen  Dr.  Hedin's  book  appears.'^ 
The  succeeding  wiiiter  was  spent  at  Kash- 
gar, w^here  Dr.  Hedin  had  ample  o])- 
portunity  of  observing  the  curious  life 
of  this  remote  and  ancient  city.  In 
February,  1896,  he  started  eastward,  ex- 
ploring tlie  country  between  the  Kashgar 
and  Yarkand  rivers,  making  many  im- 
portant observations  on  this  little-known 
region,  and  considerable  corrections  on 
existing  maps.      In  Ai)ril  of  that  year  he 

*  For  notes  from  Dr.  Hedin's  journal  concerning 
this  and  following  expeditions  see  tlie  opening 
article  in  the  preceding  number  of  llarixr's  Mag- 
az'nte. — Ed. 


crossed  the  dreaded  Takla-Makan  Desert 
between  the  Yarkand  and  Khotan  rivers, 
a  distance  of  200  miles.  Tliis  was  the 
most  sensational  incident  of  his  very  va- 
ried experience,  and  probably  one  of  the 
most  exciting  journeys  on  record.  A 
glance  at  the  map  will  show  that  the 
Takla-Makan  is  really  the  western  por- 
tion of  the  great  Gobi  desert,  which  ex- 
tends from  Manchuria  to  the  Pamirs,  and 
indeed,  with  but  little  interruption,  right 
on  through  Arabia  to  the  Sahara  and 
Atlantic.  With  his  four  men  and  sev- 
eral camels  all  went  well  for  the  first 
thirteen  days,  at  the  end  of  which  a 
mountain  range  was  reached.  Before 
them  stretched  the  true  desert,  an  endless 
plain  covered  with  long  sand  dunes,  like 
a  petrified  ocean.  In  four  days  their 
water- sui)ply  was  exhausted.  For  the 
next  ten  days  the  party  groped  their  way 
among  the  endless  dunes,  sometimes  en- 
veloped in  an  atmosphere  of  wind-driven 
sand.  Not  a  di'op  of  water  was  to  be  ob- 
tained; two  of  the  men  went  astray  and 
w'ere  never  seen  again;  all  the  camels 
but  one  pei'ished  ;  everything  was  cast 
away  that  could  be  spared.  At  last,  on 
the  ninth  day,  Hedin  sighted  a  line  of 
trees,  crept  ahead  of  the  one  companion 
that  had  been  able  to  keep  up  with  him, 
and  taking  five  hours  to  go  two  mile's, 
I'eached  the  dvy  bed  of  the  Khotan  River. 
After  wandering  for  a  time  he  saw  a  duck 
rise  in  the  air,  heard  the  splash  of  water, 
and  soon  found  himself  on  the  banks  of  a 
l)ool.  No  words  can  describe  his  sensa- 
tions. After  quenching  his  nine  days' 
thirst,  he  filleil  his  long  boots  with  water, 
and  made  his  w^ay  back  to  his  exhausted 
companion.  Shortly  after,  the  other  re- 
maining man  and  the  one  surviving 
camel  came  up,  and  they  made  their  way 
back  to  life  again  in  the  town  of  Khotan, 
Tlie  details  of  this  terrible  journey  may 
be  sensational,  but  they  are  true.  He- 
din, with  a  fresh  party,  at  a  later  date, 
crossed  the  desert  again  from  south  to 
north,  to  the  river  Tarim,  but  his  first 
experience  taught  him  a  lesson  which  he 
did  not  forget;  no  disaster  happened  the 
second  time.  This  desert  is  of  the  great- 
est human  interest.  Though  now  unin- 
habited, its  sands  cover  what  were  once 
nourishing  cities  on  the  banks  of  rivers 
that  no  longer  exist.  Dr.  Hedin  has  many 
interesting  details  to  tell  concerning  them, 
and  it  is  hoped  he  will  return  and  make 
further  excavations  and  explorations  in 
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this  great  graveyard  of  extinct  civiliza- 
tions. But  we  cannot  follow  this  eager 
and  intelligent  young  explorer  through- 
out his  four  years'  w^anderings  over  the 
gi'eat  Central  Asian  plateau.  From  the 
Tarim  he  made  his  way  to  Lob-Nor,  a  lake 
region  abound- 
ing with  mys- 
teries geographi- 
cal and  human. 
From  Lob-Nor  he 
returned  to  Kho- 
tan,  and  thence 
made  a  long  and 
extremely  inter- 
esting journey 
til  rough  country 
mosth^  unex- 

plored and  unin- 
habited, througli 
the  Kuen  -  Lun 
Mountains  and 
Tsaidam  to  Koko- 
Nor,  and  thence 
through  Alashan 
and  the  Ordos 
country  across 
the  Hoang-Ho 
River  to  Pe- 
king, whence  he  made  his  way  home  by 
Siberia. 

This  bald  outline  may  give  a  faint  idea 
of  the  great  extent  and  high  value  of  the 
explorations  of  this  eager  young  Swede 
during  his  four  years'  wanderings  in  the 
heart  of  the  Old  World.  He  brings  back 
with  him  contributions  to  geographical 
knowledge  of  the  first  moment,^stories  of 
adventure  of  the  highest  interest,  hun- 
dreds of  photographs  and  of  sketches 
from  his  skilful  pencil,  and  an  experience 
and  a  training  which  will  stand  him  in 
good  stead  in  his  further  work.  Few 
travellers  have  had  their  work  so  prompt- 
ly and  universally  recognized.  The  King 
of  Sweden  has  conferred  upon  him  the 
highest  order  of  merit;  the  Czar  of  Rus- 
sia and  the  Prince  of  Wales  have  re- 
ceived him,  and  listened  with  interest  to 
his  story;  he  has  told  that  story  to  nearly 
all  the  geographical  societies  of  Europe, 
and  these  in  turn  have  showered  their 
gold  medals  upon  him.  He  is  an  excellent 
lecturer  in  Sw^edisli,  Norwegian,  Russian, 
Grerman,  French,  and  English.  Though 
not  much  above  middle  height,  Dr.  He- 
din  is  of  handsome  build,  wnth  a  genial 
face  and  winning  manner,  which,  it  is 
to   be   hoped,   Americans    may   have   an 


opportunity    of    discovering    for     them- 
selves. 

The  unusual  importance  of  the  subject 
must  be  my  excuse  for  dwelling  at  some 
length  on  one  of  the  most  remarkable  ex- 
ploring journeys  of  the  century.     Though 


in  its  way  it  possesses  features  even  more 
interesting,  certainly  more  exciting,  still 
the  dash  made  by  Mr.  Savage  Landor  at 
the  forbidden  city  of  Lhasa  does  not  re- 
quire to  be  I'cferred  to  at  such  length. 
Savage  Landor,  like  Sven  Hedin,  is  a 
young  man.  He  inherits  some  of  the 
peculiarities  and  a  touch  of  the  genius  of 
his  grandfather,  the  eccentric  author  of  a 
past  generation.  He  seems  to  be  more  at 
home  in  Italy  than  in  Englaiuhand  spends 
much  of  his  time  when  in  Europe  on  his 
estate  near  Florence,  cultivating  his  vines 
and  his  olives.  Though  slight  in  build, 
his  figure  and  his  face,  more  Italian  than 
English,  are  striking;  intensity  seems  to 
be  the  leading  note  of  liis  nature.  He  is 
impervious  to  cold,  and  can  take  with  de- 
light an  ice-cold  bath  at  an  altitude  of 
16,000  feet;  his  poAvers  of  physical  en- 
durance are  extreme,  and  he  had  need  of 
them  on  his  last  journey.  This  was  not 
his  first  exploit  as  a  traveller.  Some 
years  ago  he  wandered  alone  round  the 
island  of  Yezo,  among  the  "Hairy  xVi- 
nos,"  and  wrote  a  charming  book  about 
his  journey.  He  had,  in  London,  an  ex- 
hibition of  his  own  pictures  painted  in 
Japan  and  other  lands  of  the  East,  in 
whicli  the  grewsome  was  prominent.    Like 
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so  many  otlier  j'oinig-  Eiiglisbnieii,  Sav- 
a<4-e  Laiidor  is  never  so  liapi)y  as  wlien 
]ic  lias  a  dangerous  venture  in  hand. 
Foi'lunately  he  found  a  sympathetic  pa- 
tron in  ]\Ir.  Alfred  Hannsworth,  the  gen- 
erous ^Miocenas  wlio  suppUed  the  funds  for 
]\rr.  F.  G.  Jackson's  expedition  to  Franz- 
Josof  Land.  Mr.  Harmsworth  is  the  pro- 
prietor of  one  of  the  most  enterprising- 
and  able  London  newspapers,  and  it  was 
partly  to  provide  interesting- '' copy  "  for 
tliis  journal  that  he  supplied  Savage  Lan- 
dor  with  the  funds  to  travel  in  Tibet  and 
make  a  dash  at  the  great  centre  of  La- 
maism,  Lliasa.  Mr.  Landor  left  Enghmd 
in  the  spring  of  1897.  He  had  at  first  in- 
tended to  descend  u})on  Tibet  from  tlie 
north,  but  finally  entei-ed  it  from  north- 
west India,  by  Almora  in  Kumaon.  Mr. 
Landor  had  obtained  a  training  in  the  use 
of  the  sextant  and  other  instruments,  as 
he  wished  his  hazardous  journey  to  be 
more  than  a  mere  adventure.  He  desired 
to  explore  southern  Tibet  and  the  course 
of  the  upper  Brahmaputi-a.  Naturally  the 
Indian  authorities  and  the  Tibetan  of- 
ficials, who  so  carefully  guard  their  fron- 
tier f re  n  inquisitive  intruders,  did  their 
best  to  prevent  ]\[r.  Landor  from  entering 
the  country.  But  by  a  clever  I'use  he, 
with  the  little  band  of  native  followers 
he  had  succeeded  in  collecting,  with  all 
his  instruments,  camera,  and  other  im- 
pedimenta, contrived  to  hoodwink  tlie 
guards,  and  by  a  formidable  mountain 
route  slipped  across  the  frontier.  For  a 
time  all  seems  to  have  gone  smoothly, 
and  Mr.  Landor  made  his  Avay  towards 
Lhasa  apparently  along  one  of  the  head- 
streams  of  the  Brahma})utra,  the  upper 
coui'se  of  which  had  hitherto  only  been 
observotl  roughly  by  the  native  Indian 
exi)lorers.  Rugged  and  mountainous  as 
tlie  country  is  —  Mr.  Landor  says  that 
some  of  the  passes  he  crossed  are  20.000 
feet  high — progress  seems  to  have  been 
i'a})id,  until  all  too  soon,  V\hen  apparent- 
ly among  fi'iends.  the  venturesome  ex- 
])lorer  was  suddenly  seized  and  bound. 
All  his  men  deserted  him  except  one 
faithful  follower,  and  the  two,  under  the 
roughest  treatment,  were  hurried  on  tow- 
ards Lhasa.  Mr.  Landor  believes  that  he 
must  have  been  within  a  comparatively 
short  distance  of  Lliasa  when,  at  the  insti- 
gation of  a  high  Lama,  he  was  subjected 
to  the  crudest  tortures — his  body  rack- 
ed, his  face  roasted,  and  his  eyesight  near- 
Iv  extinguished  with  a  red-hot  iron,  and  ev- 


ery preparation  made  for  his  decapitation. 
Fortunately  the  Tibetans  thought  better 
of  it,  and,  after  additional  tortures,  Landor 
was  bound  on  a  pony  with  a  spiked  sad- 
dle that  cruelly  injured  his  spine.  He 
was  hurried  back  to  the  frontier,  where 
he  was  met  by  a  i-escue  parly.  This  is  a 
bare  outline  of  one  of  the  most  remark- 
able adventures  of  recent  times.  In  the 
midst  of  all  his  sufferings  Mr.  Landor 
never  forgot  the  great  object  of  geographi- 
cal exploration.  He  succeeded  in  bring- 
ing away  with  him  his  notes,  his  maps, 
his  photographs,  his  numerous  sketches, 
and  his  instruments.  Even,  he  tells  me, 
when  lying  on  the  ground. bound  at  night, 
he  contrived  to  slij)  out  his  hands  unob- 
served, and  on  a  scrap  of  paper,  with  a 
splinter  of  wood,  trace  with  his  own  blood 
the  course  of  another  head-stream  of  the 
Brahmaputra;  this  curious  geographical 
record  he  showed  to  me.  To  judge  fi-om 
a  photograph  lying  before  me,  taken  just 
after  he  was  rescued,  Mr.  Landor's  treat- 
ment must  have  been  of  the  most  trying- 
kind;  I  should  never  have  recognized  the 
haggard,  corrugated,  miserable,  unshaven 
face  as  that  of  my  friend.  Happily,  so 
far  as  appearance  goes,  he  is  now  all  but 
restored  to  his  natural  well-groomed  con- 
dition, though  he  still  suffers  from  the 
injuries  inflicted  on  his  sj^ine  by  the 
spikes  of  his  saddle.  Ai)art  from  the  ex- 
citing adventures  with  which  he  met.  Mr. 
Landor  has  much  to  tell  of  the  strange 
and  interesting  people  with  whom  he 
came  into  contact,  and  his  note-books  are 
filled  with  observations  and  rough  map- 
sketches,  which  lead  me  to  hope  that  he 
has  added  something  iiew  to  the  map 
of  Asia,  an  object  which  he  never  lost 
sight  of. 

In  no  continent  has  there  been  such 
wholesale  i)rogi'ess  as  in  x\frica,  for  the 
simple  reason  that  on  none,  except  per- 
haps Australia,  did  so  nmch  remain  to  be 
done.  Even  less  than  fifty  years  ago  the 
centre  of  Africa  ^vas  one  vast  unexi)lored 
blank.  The  movement  instituted  by 
Livingstone  half  a  century  ago,  and  con- 
tinued by  men  like  Burton.  Speke,  Stan- 
ley, Thomson,  and  a  host  of  other  ex- 
plorers, has  filled  our  nuips  with  a  crowd 
of  striking  features,  in  which  the  great 
lakes  and  the  great  rivers  are  predomi- 
nant. Though  accurate  survej'S  ai-e  con- 
fined as  yet  to  very  limited  areas  in  the 
extreme  north  and  the  extreme  south,  the 
continent  has  been  traversed  in  all  direc- 
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tions  by  explorers'  routes,  wliile  the  Eu- 
ropean nations  tliat  during  the  last  fif- 
teen years  have  pounced  upon  this,  the 
last  continent  that  remained  to  partition, 
are  rapidly  acquiring*  a  fair  knowledge  of 
tiie  main  features  and  resources  of  their 
extensive  but  not  very  promising  terri- 
tories. But  there  still  remains  much 
to  do  in  filling  up  the  meshes  between 
the  net-work  of  exploration.  Moreover, 
there  is  a  considerable  region  to  the  west 
and  northwest  of  Lake  Rudolf,  on  the 
east  of  the  Nile,  that  is  virgin  ground. 
In  the  western  and  eastern  Sahara  there 
are  regions  of  which  our  knowledge  is 
extremely  scanty,  and  which  present  a 
fine  field  for  the  explorer  fond  of  risky 
adventure. 

During  the  latter  half  of  the  century, 
especially,  the  various  admirable  surve3^s 
of  the  United  States  may  be  said  to  have 
mapped  the  whole  country  with  more  or 
less  accurate  detail,  and  if  they  are  su))- 
ported  by  the' government  with  the  liber- 
ality which  they  require  and  deserve,  the 
citizens  of  that  great  nation  will,  at  no 
distant  date,  have  an  accurate  knowledge 
of  the  features  and  resources  of  their 
splendid  country.  The  same  may  be  said 
of  the  Canadian  Dominion,  though  there 
are  regions  in  that  territory,  mainly  be- 
yond the  limits  of  regular  settlement,  of 
which  we  have  only  a  very  general  know- 
ledge. In  South  America,  also,  during  the 
century,  there  has  been  great  exploring 
activity,  mainly  along  the  lines  of  the  vast 
river  systems  of  that  continent.  But  be- 
tween the  river  courses  there  are  great 
areas  hitherto  untrodden  by  the  white 
man.  Through  the  whole  range  of  the 
Andes  systematic  exploration  is  wanted. 
In  Patagonia,  on  the  eas.t  of  the  northern 
Andes,  in  Ecuador,  Colombia,  southern 
Venezuela,  and  northern  Bolivia  there 
are  great  areas  which  are  practicall}'' blank 
on  our  maps.  On  the  whole,  in  South 
America  there  is  a  wider  and  richer  field 
for  exploration  than  in  any  other  conti- 
nent. 

In  the  beginning  of  the  century  only 
])atches  of  the  coast  of  Australia  and  New 
Zealand  were  known;  they  are  now  par- 
celled out  among  prosperous  colonies, 
which,  it  is  hoi)ed,  will  shortly  become  a 
great  federated  dominion  like  that  of  Can- 
ada. New  Zealand  has  been  surveyed; 
so  also  have  the  more  settled  parts  of 
Australia,  while  we  have  a  fairly  accurate 
knowledge  of  its  interior,  much  of  which, 


it  is  to  be  feared,  can  never  be  turned  to 
great  account. 

But  space  forbids  more  than  a  bare 
reference  to  the  knowledge  of  these  three 
great  continents  acquired  during  the  cen- 
tury. 

As  for  the  Arctic,  exploration  has  been 
pushed  during  the  century  by  many 
heroic  pioneers  to  within  250  miles  of  the 
pole,  while  the  northern  coasts  of  the  con- 
tinents have  been  approximately  survey- 
ed, and  that  enormous  archipelago  which 
extends  beyond  the  North  American  coast 
laid  down.  In  this  work  both  America 
and  England  have  borne  a  noble  share, 
and  until  quite  recently  the  former  claim- 
ed the  credit  of  the  "farthest  north" — 
Lockwood's  83°  24^,  some  four  miles  far- 
ther than  Albert  Markham's  farthest  in 
the  Nares  expedition  of  187C.  This  rec- 
ord northern  latitude  had  been  attained 
by  slow  degrees  and  painful  efi'orts  over 
a  period  of  300  years.  As  long  ago  as 
1594  Barents  attained  71°  20'  in  Novaya 
Zemlya,  and  in  1606  Baffin  77°  45'  "in 
Smith  Sound.  Fi'om  that  time  the  north- 
ing had  been  made  by  one  degree  or  at 
the  most  two  degrees  at  a  time.  It  re- 
mained for  a  young  Norseman  to  attain 
not  only  the  highest  latitude  in  the  arctic 
seas,  but  to  cover  more  ground  at  one  ef- 
fort by  a  daring  and  original  plan  than 
had  been  done  since  the  days  of  Baffin. 
The  stalwart,  massive,  well-knit,  lithe 
form,  the  earnest,  but  kindl}^  and  genial 
face,  and  characteristic  Norse  coujplexion 
of  Fridtjof  Nansen  are  now  familiar  to 
many  in  both  hemispheres.  He  comes  of 
good  old  Noi'se  and  German  stock.  For 
the  undertaking  which  has  conferred 
upon  him  undying  fame  he. underwent  a 
long  and  careful  ])reparation.  His  })h3-s- 
ical  training  as  a  youth  was  of  the  hardiest; 
on  the  snow-covered  mountains  of  Norway 
he  became  the  most  expert  ski-runner*  in 
his  native  land,  an  accomplishment  that 
stood  him  in  good  stead  both  on  his  cross- 
ing of  Greenland  and  on  his  never-to-be- 
forgotten  joui-ney  with  his  companion  Jo- 
hansen  over  the  polar  ice.  At  the  Univer- 
sity of  Christian  ia,  at  tlie  Naples  Biological 
Station,  as  curator  of  the  Bergen  Museum, 
he  had  a  sound  scientific  training,  which 
enabled  him  to  turn  his  exceptional  op- 
portunities for  varied  research  to  rich  ac- 
count. In  1882,  when  only  twenty-one 
years  of  age,  he  made  his  first  Arctic  voy- 

*  Ski   are  the    long,   narrow    Norwegian    snow- 
shoes,  over  si.\  feet  long  and  about  six  inches  wide. 
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ng-e  on  board  a  soaliiig-sliip  to  the  sea  off 
tlie  east  coast  of  Greenland, where  he  liad 
Ill's  first  expei'ieiice  of  ice  navig-ation.  It 
was  then  that  lie  conceived  the  idea  of 
crossing-  Greenland,  as  a  preliminary  to 
still  more  ambitious  polar  schemes.  It 
was  only  after  six  years  of  studious  pre- 
])arati()ii  that  in  1888  he  started  on  his 
expedition  across  the  ice  cap  of  Green- 
land, with  what  results  every  one  knows. 
On  his  return  in  the  following  year  hise3'es 
were  tnrned  poleward,  and  he  set  about 
laying  his  plans  foi'  the  memorable  voyage 
in  the  Frcwi,  of  which  everybody  has  read. 
He  accumulated  ever\^  scrap  of  available 
knowledge  on  the  Arctic  regions — their 
ice-conditions,  their  currents,  their  winds. 
He  came  to  the  conclusion  that  a  curi'ent 
set  northwestward,  from  about  the  New 
Siberian  Islands  or  Bering  Strait,  towai'ds 
the  north  pole;  and  then  turned  south- 
westward  towards  the  East  Greenland 
coast.  On  this  current  he  resolved  to  ride 
across  the  north  polar  area  and  get  as 
near  the  pole  as  possible,  if  he  could  onh" 
obtain  the  funds  necessai-y  for  a  suitable 
ship,  adequate  equipment,  and  a  sufiicient 
number  of  loyal  and  competent  com- 
panions. He  had  no  difliculty  in  getting 
money,  m<Mi,  and  ship,  foi*  Nansen  is  a 
man  who  at  once  commands  confidence. 
He  is  entirely  free  from  self-assertion,  but 
he  possesses  the  quiet  self-con lidence  of 
clear  aims  and  complete  knowledge  com- 
bined with  a  sound  constitution  and  per- 
fect training.  The  Norwegian  govern- 
ment and  wealthy  private  individuals  in 
N(^rway  sui^plied  the  funds,  the  Royal 
Geographical  Society  of  London  contrib- 
uting a  complimentary  £300.  The  total 
sum  subscribed  was  £25,000,  and  much 
more  could  have  been  obtained  had  it 
been  wanted.  The  shi})  itself  cost  more 
than  one-half  of  the  total ;  equii)ment  and 
instruments,  £4000:  provisions,  £2200. 
Considering  what  was  accomplished, never 
was  there  a  chea])er  polar  expedition.  In 
Colin  Archer,  ship -builder  of  Larvig, 
Nansen  found  a  man  after  his  own  heart, 
and  between  them  a  ship  was  built  on 
a  i)lan  and  of  a  strength  to  stand  any 
amount  of  ice  -  pressure.  As  for  men, 
Nansen  had  hundreds  to  choose  from,  and 
probably  could  not  have  made  a  better 
selection;  all  told,  including  the  chief, 
there  were  thirteen,  certainly  a  lucky 
number  in  this  case.  As  Nansen's  own 
delightful  narrative  is  available  to  all,  it 
is  unnecessary  to  enter  into  details  here. 


Everything  tui-ned  out  in  accordance  with 
Nansen's  forecast.  Before  his  departure 
he  drew  a  line  across  the  north  polar  area, 
from  the  New  Siberian  Islands  to  the  sea 
on  the  east  of  Greenland,  and  said,  "That 
is  how  I  mean  to  go."  Excei)t  that  his 
line  was  straight  and  the  course  of  the 
Fram  somewhat  zigzag,  that  line  was  the 
route  followed.  The  Fram  coasted  with 
little  difiiculty  along  the  north  of  Europe 
and  Asia  to  near  the  New  Siberian  Isl- 
ands, and  was  there  run  into  the  ice.  For 
nigh  three  years  she  drifted,  xevy  slowly 
at  first,  and  with  many  a  backward  move- 
ment, nmch  to  the  anxiety  of  all;  but 
when  fairly  in  the  current,  all  was  plain 
sailing.  After  reaching  86^  north,  she 
turned  southwest,  and  would  have  come 
out  at  Greenland,  had  not  Nansen's  faith- 
ful friend.  Captain  Sverdrup,  broken 
through  the  ice  to  the  north  of  Spitzber- 
gen.  and  sailed  south  to  Norway,  anxious 
as  to  the  fate  of  his  chief.  For  in  the 
spring  of  1895,  Nansen,  doubtful  how  far 
north  the  Fram  would  go,  left  the  ship 
with  one  companion,  the  sturdy  and  faith- 
ful Johansen,  in  about  84°  north  latitude, 
and  in  about  a  fortnight  attained  on  foot, 
with  two  sledges  and  dogs,  SG°  16',  or  to 
within  260  miles  of  the  pole,  on  the  merid- 
ian of  90°  east  of  Greenwich.  Thus  in 
less  than  two  j^ears  Nansen  covered  three 
degrees,  or  200  miles,  farther  north  than 
the  record  position,  Avhile  in  the  end  the 
ship  itself  got  nearly  as  far.  It  was  a  brill- 
iant feat  which  needs  no  language  of 
mine  to  enhance  it.  The  gloomiest  pre- 
dictions were  made  by  great  Arctic  author- 
ities, before  he  started,  as  to  the  fate  of  the 
expedition;  some  thought  him  mad;  one 
distinguished  American  Arctic  authority 
called  him  criminal.  All  have  had  to  ad- 
mit that  Nansen  was  right  and  they  were 
wrong.  But  the  same  Arctic  authoritj'  re- 
ferred to.  tried,  after  Nansen 's  return,  to 
bi'aiid  him  for  "deserting"  his  ship.  It 
is  a  pity  that  so  distinguished  a  man 
should  have  been  so  biassed  as  to  so  total- 
ly misrepresent  the  position.  Had  Nansen 
remained  on  board  the  Fram\\\\th  all  its 
security,  all  its  comforts,  all  its  luxuries 
in  food  and  drink,  and  sent  two  of  his 
companions  on  the  dangerous  quest,  he 
might  well  have  been  blamed;  as  it  was, 
he  and  his  friend  who  volunteered  chose 
the  hai-dest  part.  And  the  hardships  they 
had  to  endure  on  this  memorable  journey 
over  the  limitless,  desolate,  lifeless,  rest- 
less ice,  hampered  with  hummocks,  and 
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ever  and  anon  split  with  lanes  of  water; 
and  still  more  during-  that  dreary  nine 
niontlis  in  the  ding'v  hut  on  Franz-Josef 
Land— even  with  Nansen's  graphic  nar- 
rative at  hand  it  is  dillicult  to  conceive. 
The  Fram  itself  came  safely  home  a  day 
or  two  after  its  chief  landed  in  Norway'. 
It  was  not  only  that  Nansen  attained  the 
record  poleward — he  has  all  along*  stated 
that  in  his  estimation  that  was  a  second- 
ary matter — but  during  these  three  years 
an  immense  area  in  the  Arctic  I'egions  was 
covered  and  ex})lored.  We  know  now 
that  no  land,  except  possibly  an  islet  or 
two.  exists  to  the  north  of  Europe  and 
Asia,  apart  from  the  island  groups  on  all 
our  maps.  It  may  be  different  with  that 
section  of  the  Arctic  which  lies  to  the 
north  of  America;  it  is  possible,  though 
not  probable,  that  the  series  of  islands 
^vhich  lies  otf  the  coast  continues  nortli- 
wai-d.  It  is  to  be  hoped  that  that  most 
enterprising  American  exi)lorer.  Peary, 
may  solve  the  problem  within  the  next 
few  years,  and  do  for  that  portion  of 
the  Arctic  what  Nansen  has  done  for 
the  European  section.  Again.  Nansen 
found  that  instead  of  a  shallow  sea,  as  was 
surmised,  an  ocean  reaching  to  depths  of 
2000  fathoms  surrounds  the  pole.      Con- 


stant observations  in  meteorology  and 
magnetism,  the  temperature  and  salinity 
of  the  ocean,  were  made;  specimens  of 
such  minute  animal  life  as  swarms  in  the 
ice-})ools  were  collected,  and  nnicli  other 
data  brought  back,  all  of  which  will  re- 
veal to  scientific  investigators  the  true 
character  of  the  ice-bound  North.  To 
some,  perhaps,  the  most  interesting  of  all 
the  results  is  the  influence  which  the 
weird,  the  awesome  solitude  of  three 
years,  "far  from  all  men"s  knowing," 
amid  surroundings  that  recall  the  ice 
age  of  the  past  or  anticipate  the  sunless 
globe  of  the  future,  had  on  an  intelligent 
and  inquiring  mind.  In  my  estima- 
tion, the  ©extracts  from  his  diary  in  his 
book,  written  amid  such  influences,  are  as 
interesting  in  their  way  as  any  part  of 
the  narrative.  Though  Nansen  has  done 
so  much,  there  is  still  abundant  room  for 
enterprise.  The  pole  itself  will  be  reach- 
ed without  doubt,  and  those  of  us  who 
know  Pear\'  feel  assured  that  if  he  has 
the  opportunity  he  will  do  it.  Apart  from 
that,  there  is  plent}'  of  room  in  the  Arctic 
for  research  by  the  qualified  scientific  in- 
vestigator, both  in  the  sea  itself  and  on 
its  islands,  whose  rocks  and  fossils  may 
throw  some  light  on  the  past  condition 
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of  a  region  that  at  one  period  may  have 
teemed  with  sub-tropical  life. 

A  year  after  the  departure  of  the  i^?'am 
from  Norway  aiiotlier  expedition  left  the 
sliores  of  England,  bound  for  the  same 
section  of  the  Arctic,  and  Avith  a  more 
distinct  aim  of  reacliing  tlie  north  pole. 
Not  by  the  bounty  of  the  Britisli  g-overn- 
ment,  but  by  the  generous  entei'})rise  of 
a  private  individual,  Mr.  Alfred  Harms- 
worth,  was  this  expedition  fitted  out.  It 
is  believed  to  liave  cost  Mr.  Harmsworth 
as  much  as  did  the  expedition  in  the 
Fram.  Although  he  is  the  proprietor  of 
several  journals,  it  was  not  as  a  journal- 
istic enterprise,  but  simply  from  love  of 
])olar  exploration,  that  he  equipped  this 
expedition,  and  the  news  of  its  progress 
was  freely  distributed  among  all  news- 
]mpers.  The  expedition  was  under  the 
command  of  Mr.  Frederick  G.  Jacivson,* 
who  had  had  some  experience  in  the  ice 
on  board  a  whaler.  Its  destination  was 
Franz- Josef  Land,  the  group  of  islands 
lying  to  the  east  of  Spitzbergen  in 
about  80°  north.  It  sailed  from  the 
Thames  in  the  Wiiidivard  in  tlie  early 
summer  of  1894.  The  whole  expedition 
did  not  consist  of  more  than  eight  men, 
but  these  were  selected  with  the  greatest 
care.  The  scientific  equipment  was  most 
complete,  and  all  the  instruments  of  the 
very  latest  make.  At  Cape  Flora,  on  the 
south  of  one  of  the  islands, the  houses  were 
erected,  and  the  party,  Avhen  at  liome,w^ere 
as  comfortable  as  they  could  be.  Mr. 
Jackson  shared  with  others  the  belief  that 
probably  Franz-Josef  Land  extended  far 
to  the  north,  perhaps  in  a  more  or  less 
broken  series  of  islands  to  the  neighbor- 
hood of  the  pole.  His  plan  Avas  to  make 
a  series  of  preliminary  journeys  north- 
ward for  the  purpose  of  planting  de})ots 
to  serve  in  case  of  need  when  the  final 
attempt  was  made  to  reach  the  pole.  But, 
in  his  early  journeys,  Mr.  Jackson  soon 
discovered  that  this  Avas  a  mistake,  and 
that  on  the  west  there  was  no  land 
much  beyond  81°.  Naturally,  the  idea 
of  reaching  the  pole  in  this  direction  had 
to  be  abandoned.  Mr.  Jackson  devoted 
himself  to  exploring  Franz -Josef  Land, 
and  to  the   record   of  scientific  ob.serva- 

*  Mr.  Jackson's  account  of  his  life  in  Franz- 
Josef  Land  may  he  found  in  an  article,  "  Days  in 
the  Arctic,"  in  Harper^s  Magazine  for  September, 
1898.— Ed. 


tions.  Thus,  in  the  several  arduous  jour- 
neys which  he  made  by  boat  and  sledge 
in  the  spring  and  summer  of  1895-6-7,  he 
practically  completed  the  iviapping  of 
Franz- Josef  Land,  only  the  eastern  por- 
tion of  which  had  been  laid  down  by 
Payer  when  he  discovered  the  islands, 
twenty- five  years  ago.  On  these  jour- 
neys Mr.  Jackson  and  his  companions  in- 
curred grave  dangers  and  endured  much 
hardship.  Throughout  the  whole  period 
there  were  numerous  adventures  with 
bears,  the  number  of  which  was  seriously 
diminished  during  the  sojourn  of  the  ex- 
pedition. Careful  continuous  records  were 
made  in  meteorology  and  magnetism,  and 
these,  when  Avorked  out  and  compared  wnth 
those  of  Nansen,  will  form  a  very  valu- 
able addition  to  science.  The  geology  of 
the  islands  was  investigated  and  speci- 
mens sent  home,  as  also  valuable  col- 
lections of  its  plants  and  marine  life. 
Altogether,  the  expedition  has  done  im- 
portant work,  and  when  Mr.  Jackson's 
complete  narrative  is  published,  it  can- 
not fail  to  be  full  of  interest  and  informa- 
tion. Mr.  Jackson  hopes  to  be  able  to 
renew  his  attempt  to  reach  the  pole,  this 
time  from  the  American  side. 

As  for  the  other  end  of  the  earth,  the 
Antarctic,  that  remains  almost  a  virgin 
field — the  greatest  unexplored  area  on  the 
face  of  the  earth.  Since  Ross's  expedi- 
tion, nearly  sixty  years  ago,  and  those  of 
Wilkes  and  D'Urville,  about  the  same 
time,  but  little  has  been  done.  Many 
important  problems  await  the  complete 
exploration  of  the  Antarctic  for  solu- 
tion. 

The  matter  is  exciting  great  interest  both 
in  Germany  and  in  England,  and  within 
the  next  few  years  we  may  confidently 
hope  for  a  rich  harvest,  both  of  advent- 
ure and  of  fresh  knowledge  of  the  great 
continent  which  it  is  believed  surrounds 
the  south  pole,  as  well  as  the  ice-covered 
ocean  which  environs  it.  Ovei'the  earth, 
as  a  wiiole,  there  is  still  a  fair  amount  of 
pioneer  exploration  to  be  accomplished, 
and  still  more  in  the  detailed  examina- 
tion of  all  the  continents,  and  of  that 
ocean  which  covers  three-fourths  of  the 
globe.  This  will  provide  work  for  gener- 
ations to  come  for  men  of  the  type  with 
w^hose  achievements  we  have  been  deal- 
ing, and  of  such  men  there  is  never  likely 
to  be  anv  lack. 


THE    APOTHEOSIS    OF    WAK. 

I5Y   VIRGINIA    FRAZEK  BOYLE. 


rnHUS  thro 
J-    Tlii'ou2"li 


rpHUS  tlirougli   tlie  beating-  of  the  reveille, 

bloody  couHict  blent  with  gray  and  blue, 
Until  the  breath  of  peace,  witli  solemn  hush, 
Has  stilled  the  throbbino-  of  the  last  tattoo; 


Until  the  form   of  Justice,  pale  and  wan. 

Arising-  from   the   iron   reign   of  ]Mars, 
Has  hived  her   garment  in   the   well  of  truth. 

And  lifted   up  her  glories  to  the   stars; 

Has  bound  a  halo  on  each  sunken   mound. 

And  washed  the  held  and  cleansed  the  blood-stained  stream, 
And  in  the  night-watch  trailed  her   mantle  down 

The  fair  Valhalla  of  the  warriors'  di-eani. 

For  hands  are  clasped  across  the  bridge  of  years. 

And  hearts  are  knit   that  cold  and  severed  lay 
Upon   a  shrine  where   fam(;"s  unerring  shaft 

Engrafts  the  cypress   on  the  deathless  baj^; 

Where  nu'^mories  live,  reft  of  the  barb  that  stings, 
And  valor  dwells,  robbed   of  the  thorn  of  hate; 

Where   union   lifts  the  war-cry  of  to-day 
Above   the   trai)i)ings  of  a   trani})ling  fate. 

Ay.  turn,  old   world,  to  see   them  ])roudly   stand, 

A  war))   of  gray   upon   a   woof  of  blue; 
Ay.  pause  to  see  a   brutal  horde   storm-swept 

In    freedom's  name   by   pri)wess   tried  and  true. 

They  pledge  the   free-born   blood  that  knows  not  fear. 
Nor  ever  knew   the  touch  of  conquering-  hand; 

For   death — then    with    their  faces   to    the  foe, — 
For  life— the  strength  and  sinew  of  the  land. 

Yea,  theirs  the  deeds  of  Puritanic  brawn, 

Aiul  theirs  the  flower  of  Southern  chivalry; 
Yea.  tlieirs  the  land,— blest   be  the   earth   that  shrines 

The  ashes  of  a  Lincoln  and  a  Lee! 

For  trulh   dii^s   not,  and  by  her  light  they  raise 
The   Hag   whose  starry   fc^lds  have  never  trailed ; 

And   by  the  low   tents  of  tlie   deathless  dead 
Thev  lift  the  cause  that  never  vet  has   failed. 


THE    SPAN    0'   LIFE.^ 

BY    WILLIAM    McLENNAX    AXD    J.    X.    McILWRAITIL 


PART  n. 
MAXWELL'S   STORY    COXTLN'UED. 


CHAPTEIl    VII. 
HOW    I   COME    TO   TAKE    A   GREAT    llESOLVE. 

[REWARDED  the  men  handsomely 
euoug-h  to  call  forth  their  approval, 
and  made  my  compliments  so  fully  to 
Mr.  Lockhart,  with  so  many  messages  to 
liis  family,  that  I  left  him  more  puzzled 
than  ever  as  to  who  Mr.  Johnstone  of 
Ivirksinuir  might  be;  and  then  picking 
;ip  my  portmanteau,  made  as  though  I 
would  enter  the  town. 

Once  the  boat  was  safely  out  of  sight, 
I  looked  about  for  a  quiet  spot,  and  pro- 
ceeded to  effect  a  transformation  in  my 
outward  appearance  more  in  keeping  with 
my  new  role  of  courier.  Removing  my 
wig,  I  smoothed  my  hair  back,  and  fast- 
ened it  with  a  plain  riband.  I  undid  my 
sword,  and  snapping  the  blade,  put  the 
hilt,  which  was  handsomely  mounted  in 
silver,  to  one  side,  and  tlien  stripping  the 
lace  and  silver  braid  off  my  hat,  I  bound 
wig  and  blade  together  and  flung  them 
into  the  sea.  From  my  portmanteau  I 
took  a  pair  of  heavy  black  hose  and  drew 
them  over  the  more  modish  ones  I  wore, 
removed  the  buckles  from  my  shoes,  and 
placing  them  with  the  sword-hilt  in  the 
portmanteau,  muffled  myself  carefully  in 
my  cloak,  and  taking  up  my  burden, 
trudged  towards  the  town. 

I  found  the  inn  where  Lady  Jane  and 
Margaret  lodged  without  difficulty,  and 
on  my  inquiry  for  them  the  landlord  said: 

"If  you  are  the  servant  my  lady  has 
been  expecting,  let  me  tell  you  you  have 
been  within  an  ace  of  losing  your  place, 
for  you  are  a  day  late,  and  but  for  the 
wind  she  would  have  sailed  this  morning. 
You  are  to  go  to  your  room  at  once,  and 
then  you  wait  on  her,  and  I,  for  one,  don't 
envy  you  your  reception !  Take  your 
things  and  come  this  way.'' 

The  thought  of  being  so  near  friends 
banished  any  petty  anno\'ance  I  might 
have  felt  at  this  treatment;  indeed  I  could 
but    so    admire    Lady  Jane's   cleverness 

*  Besun  in  Octo 


that  I  entered  into  the  jest,  and  inquired 
what  manner  of  person  my  new  mis- 
tress might  be. 

"Masterful,  masterful.  'Tis  a  God's 
mercy  she  was  not  born  a  man,  or  it  njight 
have  been  ill  holding  with  her  I"  the  hon- 
est creature  returned,  with  much  decision, 
and  I  at  once  placed  him  as  a  man  of  fair 
judgment. 

In  my  room  I  found  the  suit  of  boLtle- 
green  livery  Lady  Jane  had  promised  laid 
out  for  me,  so  I  soon  made  my  trans- 
formation complete,  and  presented  myself 
at  the  door  my  guide  had  pointed  out. 

My  cousin's  voice,  in  answer  to  my  dis- 
creet signal  on  the  panel,  bade  me  enter, 
and  my  welcome  was  a  merry  one.  How 
I  made  them  laugh  over  my  appearance  I 
With  what  satisfaction  did  I  turn  the 
tables  on  Lady  Jane  by  the  landlord's 
estimate  of  her  character,  when  she  at- 
tempted to  resume  her  quizzing  over  "  Mr. 
Simpkin"!  But  it  was  when  I  came  to 
ihe  relation  of  my  adventure  with  Cap- 
tain Galwa}'  that  I  met  a  verital)le 
triumph.  To  Lady  Jane  it  atl'orded  a 
new  mark  for  her  wit,  and  slie  })rofessed 
to  be  highly  amused  at  my  groundless 
alarm;  but  to  Margaret,  who  was  much 
distressed  by  Lad}' Jane's  levity,  'twas  all 
tragedy  of  the  most  serious  description. 

The  measures  taken  for  her  brother's 
safety  had  })roved  entirely  effectual,  and 
it  was  clear  that  Margaret  credited  me 
solely  with  her  brother's  release,  though 
I  honestly  believe  the  Duke's  signature 
would  have  been  only  so  much  worthless 
})aper  had  I  not  suggested  the  Vicomte's 
services.  Be  this  as  it  may,  I  did  not 
hold  I  was  bound  to  combat  with  her 
sense  of -gratitude,  for  Heaven  knows  I 
have  so  often  suffered  under  an  over- 
sufficiency  of  undeserved  censure  that  a 
little  overflowing  of  approbation  was 
most  welcome. 

We  hoi)ed  to  be  off"  early  the  next  morn- 
ing, but,  alas,  on  our  awakening  the  wind 
was  as  unfavorable  as  before,  and  there 
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were  no  signs  of  a  change.  It  was  an 
anxious  day  for  all  of  us.  It  was  clear 
enough  tlie  Duke  of  Newcastle  had  sus- 
l)eeied  me,  and  though  it  Avas  possible  he 
did  not  realize  my  importance,  it  was 
quite  probable  he  would  have  Lady  Jane's 
following  closely  watched  for  tlie  pres- 
ence of  Captain  "Fitzgerald,"  as  he  chose 
to  style  me.  The  proximity  of  the  Tri- 
umphant  and  her  over-hospitable  com- 
mander, with  his  prying  friend  Mr.  Har- 
greaves,  was  never  out  of  my  mind,  and 
it  was  with  no  small  uneasiness  I  learned 
the  Governor  of  the  town  had  been 
unceasing  in  his  attentions  to  the  two 
ladies.  True,  this  may  have  meant 
nothing  but  pure  civility,  but  the  purest 
civility  may  prove  as  embarrassing  as 
the  commonest  intrusion  when  one  has 
anything  to  conceal.  Confound  the 
man  I  He  pressed  Ijis  ill-timed  courte- 
sies upon  us  twenty  times  a  day,  and  I 
could  not  but  grow  apprehensive  when 
I  marked  the  scarce-concealed  curiosity 
with  which  he  regarded  me.  Had  I  been 
a  slave  in  a  barracoon,  my  points  could 
not  have  been  gone  over  more  carefully; 
and  had  I  been  both  deaf  and  dumb,  my 
qualities  could  not  have  been  discussed 
with  more  openness.  Never  before  had 
I  realized  that  even  a  lackey  might  resent 
hearing  himself  discussed  like  an  animal 
at  a  fair,  and  Lady  Jane  took  a  perverse 
delight  in  provoking  the  Governor's  cri- 
tiques when  I  was  within  ear-shot.  Our 
morning  walk  in  his  garden  will  serve 
as  an  ensample. 

"Has  your  fellow  any  experience  of 
travel,'"  the  Governor  would  ask.  stopping 
in  his  walk  and  eying  me  as  if  he  were 
at  a  court  martial,  "or  is  he  as  useless 
as  the  rest  of  his  kind?" 

"I've  no  doubt  he'll  prove  stupid 
enough  when  we  get  Avliere  we  really 
need  him,"  she  would  answer  coolly, 
bending  over  some  favorite  flower.  "  'Tis 
really  shameful  the  lying  recommenda- 
tion one's  friends  give  servants  nowa- 
days." 

"  He  looks  stupid  enough  to  ])rove  hon- 
est," growled  the  Governor,  "but  if  he 
were  put  through  a  few  Aveeks'  drill,  with 
my  sergeant's  cane  behind  those  fat  calves 
of  his,  'twould  smarten  him  up  a  bit." 

"What  lovely  Gueldres  roses  I"  ex- 
claimed ]\Iargaret,  enthusiastically,  and 
straightway  fell  to  ])raising  one  flower 
after  another  with  such  ra])idity  and  suc- 
cess  that    even    Ladv    Jane's    ingenuit\' 


could  find  no  opportunity  to  lead  the 
Governor  back  to  the  torture  again. 

However,  I  had  my  revenge,  for  Lady 
Jane  herself  was  unpleasantly  startled 
that  same  day  as  we  sat  at  dinner  in  our 
room,  and  the  Governor  chose  to  pay  us 
another  visit  without  warning. 

There  was  a  frantic  scurry  for  a  few 
moments  as  Ave  removed  all  traces  of  my 
place,  and  his  Excellency  must  haA^e  had 
a,  suspicious  train  of  thought  running 
through  his  head  as  he  Avaited  for  me  to 
unlock  the  door.  This  I  did  with  un- 
moved countenance,  and  Lady  Jane  made 
the  excuse  of  being  somewhat  en  desha- 
bille, as  the  room  Avas  over-warm  with 
the  fire,  and  it  passed  Avithout  further  re- 
mark, though  I  could  see  he  eyed  me 
from  time  to  time  as  I  stood  behind  her 
chair.  I  Avaited  on  them,  I  flatter  my- 
self, quite  as  perfectly  as  the  most  highly 
trained  serA^ant— for  the  table  is  a  ]:)oint 
to  which  I  have  always  dcA^oted  much 
attention,  and  my  knowledge  stood  me  in 
good  stead  now. 

Whatever  his  suspicions  Avere.  he  did 
not  dare  to  make  them  knoAvn  ;  Lady 
Jane  was  a  person  of  too  recognized  a  po- 
sition not  to  make  it  highly  incouA^enient 
for  any  one  who  might  interfere  with  her 
without  due  justification;  and  the  next 
day  we  sailed  without  hinderance. 

Upon  our  arrival  at  the  Hague,  the  first 
letter  received  b}^  us  Avas  one  from  the 
Yicomte  to  Margaret,  assuring  her  of  her 
brother's  safety,  and  informing  her  it 
was  commonly  i'e{)orted  in  London  that 
Pi'ince  Charles  had  escaped  to  the  conti- 
nent in  the  train  of  Lad\'  Jane  Drum- 
mond,  so  Ave  knew  to  a  certainty  theGoA"^- 
ernoi'  had  mistaken  me  for  the  Prince, 
and  informed  the  Court  of  his  suspi- 
cions. 

Whether  the  mistake  Avas  flattering  to 
me  or  not,  I  cannot  fairly  judge.  So  far 
as  the  Prince  stood  morally  or  intellect- 
ually, he  Avas  beneath  my  contempt,  but 
physically,  my  impression  is  that  he  Avas 
handsome — at  least  he  had  a  fine  carriage 
and  bearing.  It  is  most  difficult  to  judge 
any  man  in  his  position;  all  my  training 
aiul  education,  and  that  of  my  ancestors 
for  generations  before  me.  had  been  such 
that  I  haA^e  scarce  been  able  to  look  on 
a  king  save  Avith  a  feeling  close  akin  to 
reverence.  So  with  these  reserA'ations  I 
allow  the  dubious  compliment  to  pass. 
But  whatever  I  might  think,  there  Avas  no 
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doubt  but  tbe  circumstance  bad  raised 
me  many  degrees  in  Margaret's  estima- 
tion. And  tbis  also  I  owed  to  tbe  un- 
witting" services  of  tbe  Vicomte,  wbo  bad 
successive!}^  belped  me  on  to  nearly  every 
advance  in  ber  atfections. 

From  tbe  Hague  we  journeyed  by  easy 
stages  to  Paris,  wbere  Lady  Jane  found 
suitable  lodgings  for  berself  and  Mar- 
garet ill  tbe  rue  Daupbine,  wbile  I  found 
a  bumble  one,  better  fitted  to  my  purse, 
in  tbe  rue  du  Petit  Bourbon. 

I  at  once  made  application  to  join  my 
old  regiment,  but  to  my  cliagrin  I  was 
only  put  off  from  montb  to  montb,  but, 
insisting  on  an  answer,  I  was  curtly  in- 
formed tbat  tbere  was  no  captaincy  va- 
cant, and  I  must  remain  satisfied  witli 
tbe  small  pension  tbe  king  was  pleased 
to  give  me  as  officer  in  tbe  Scottisb  ex- 
pedition, or  accept  a  subaltern's  position. 

Wben  tbe  Vicomte  arrived,  by  tbe  end 
of  May,  be  resumed  bis  position  in  tbe 
Royal  Guard,  and  liis  evening  visits  to 
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Lady  Jane,  or  ratlier  to  Margaret,  About 
tbe  middle  of  tbe  summer  be  succeeded  in 
ol)taining  an  autbeiitic  copy  of  tbe  Act 
of  Indemnity,  wbicb  was  studied  witli  tbe 
greatest  interest  by  us  all.  Tbe  terms 
were  fair,  even  generous,  but  I  was  not 
astonisbed  to  find  my  name  amongst  tliose 
excluded  from  its  favor.  It  mattered 
little  to  me  tbat  I  was  benceforward  a 
marked  man,  witb  a  price  on  my  bead, 
doomed  to  perpetual  banisbment;  for, 
being  in  no  sense  an  Englisbman,  and  a 
Scot  only  by  descent,  exclusion  from  tbe 
Tbree  Kingdoms  meant  little  to  me;  blood 
and  trail) ing  bad  made  me  an  alien  in 
feeling,  and  fate  bad  ever  tbrown  me  and 
mine  on  tbe  side  of  tbe  unfortunate;  Max- 
wells and  Geraldines.  we  bad  always  been 
on  tbe  losing  side;  it  bad  become  second 
nature.  But  witli  Margaret  it  was  far 
different.  Her  generous  soul  was  in  arms 
at  once;  my  exclusion  from  tbe  Act  bad 
raised  me  to  tbe  nicbe  of  a  liero  in  ber 
temple,  and  again  it  was  tbe  Vicomte  wbo 
bad  contributed  to  tbis  elevation. 
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I\[ar.ii-ai'('t    now  l)(\u-an  to  grow  anxious  the   cause   of  the    Pi'ince   Cliarles   is    lost 

attain  concei'iiing-  her  Ijrotlier.      Wliy  did  beyond  all  redemption.      Your  brother  is 

1m>    iioi    Join    us:*       Could    any   new    com-  uihIim'  llie  "'reatest  of  all  obligations  to  bis 

])li(';i!  ion  iiave  ai'isen  to  cause  bis  reai'resl  r  legal  Xing:  be  owes  bim  bis  life.      If  my 

'i'lies(>    and    a    thousand   otber    distur])ing  bumble  opinion  be  of  value.  I  conceive  lie 

sjxM'ulat  ions    troubled    ber     unceasingly,  lias  acted  strictly  wilbin  tlie  biws  ^vbicb 

until  tii(\\"  were  ])ut  beyond  all   doubt  by  govern  tlie  conscience  of  a  gentleman  and 

a  letter,  wbicb  fell  u))()n  us  like  a  bomb:  a  man  of  bonor."" 

"(lastonl     How  dai'e  y(Hi.''     I  am  not  a 

'•  .hdniiirn  v.),  r,J,S.  cbild:    I  am  a  woman  loyal  to  my  beai't's 

'•.My    DKAliKST    PK{t(;y, — I    bave    re-  coi-e!      I  know  notbing  of  your  line  dis- 

S()1v(h1  on    a  step  wbicb   I  can    scarce  ex-  tinctions   wbicb   constitute  "a    gentleman 

])cct  you  to  a])prov(\  ])erlia])s  not  even  to  and  a  man  of  bonor."     But  I  do  know  tbe 

understand    at    ])resent,  tbougb     I     bave  feeling  wbicb    made  men  cbai'ge   almost 

every  boi)e   tbat   some    day  you    will   do  single-banded  on  tbe  Englisb  line  at  Cul- 

botb.  lodeii.       I   know.  too.  tbe   feeling    wbicli 

"My  situation    briefly   is  tins:    I  bave  made  tbe  bumblest  Higliland  motbei- give 

no  bope  wliatever  of  anotber  ell'ectual  at-  u])  tbe  cbild  of  ber  lieart.  and  wi.sli  sbe 

tempt  on   tbe  part  of  tbe  Prince,  and   I  bad  t  w(uity  more,  to  die  for  ber  King  and 

bave  set  my  face  against  foreign  service,  luu-   Ibince.      Better,  far.  far  better    tbat 

Still,   I    was    bred    to    tin?   sword,    and    so  my    ])rotlier    bad    died    unpardoned    but 

must  bide  by  it.      As  I  bave   neitber  tb(»  loyal  I      He  died  for  me  tbe  day  bis  band 

means  nor  the  inclination  for  an  idle  ex-  signed  tbat  traitorous  compact.      God  pity 

istence.  and    it  lias   })leased   the   King  to  me  I    I   bave  neitber   fatber.  motber,  nor 

grant    me    my    parilon    witbout    exacting  brotber   left.      I  bave   naugbt   but   you/' 

any  terms.  I  am  resolved  to  oll'er  bim  my  she  cried,  as  sbe  buried  ber  face  on  Lady 

sword  and  duty  wilbout  r(^serv(^  Jane's  sboulder.  and  sbook  with  tbe  storm 

"Let.  no  one  persuade  you  into  tbinking  of  grief  tbat  swei)t  over  ber.      Lady  Jane 

tbat  I  am   playing  a  part,  or  b.ave  been  motioned   ns  to  leave,  and  we  witbdrsAV 

won  over  by  new  friends  or  promises.     I  soi-rowfully  enougb. 

liave  won  myself  over  from   emi)ty  ])lots  It   was   weeks  before  tbe  ])oor   girl  re- 

aud  idle   dreams  to  an    honorable  career,  covered  ber  old   liveliness,  but  sbe  could 

and  1  bave  ])ut  tbe  ])ast  from  me  witbout  not  combat  against  tbe  natui'al  elasticity 

a  regret,  save  tbat  my  decision  will  cause  of  youth,  though  the  struggle  left  its  trace 

you  pain,  my  dear  and  only  sister.  in  a  sudden  matui'ity  quite  nnlooked-for. 

"Whether  you   write   me   in  anger  or  Hei'  relation  towards  the  A^icomte  became 

write  not  at  all,  you  cannot  in  any  way  visibly  colder ;  and  be,  simple  soul,  instead 

lessen  the    affection   in   which   I  will   al  of    being  spurred    to   gi-eater  effort,  ^vent 

Avays  cherish  you.  blundering  on  in  bis  dii-ect  childlike  way, 

Your  loving  brother.  with  but  small  etVect,  though  warmly  I'C- 

AliCHl).  Nairn.''  enforced  by  Lady  Jane. 

"A    most    sensible   di^tiu'mination.''    I  All     this    time    His    Royal     Highness 

thought,  ''and  does  much  credit  both  to  Prince  Charles  was  making  no  slight  stir 

his  sense  of  honor  and  his  judgment.  "  ))Ut  in  Paris.      He  was  in   deep  disgrace  with 

I  need  hardly  say  I   took  care  not  to  air  the  King,  whom  he  tivated  with  the  most 

my    a])preciations    of    his    course    before  studied  discourtesy ;  he  was  an  unwelcome 

Lady  Jane,  and  still  less   before  ^Misti'ess  and  dangerous  intiauler,  and  })aid  not  the 

Margaret,   who    was    little    short    of   dis-  slightest  attention  to  the  rei)eated  I'equests 

tracted.  that  be  should  leav(^  tbe  capital:  be   kepi 

The  ])Oorgirl  had  swooned  on  receiving  open  house  in   bis    hotel   on  the  (,j)uai  des 

the    news,  and    for  two    days  was  utterly  Theatins,  and    a])peared    nightly    at    the 

overwhelmed  by  what   she  held  to  be  the  opera  despite  (n-ery  consideration  of  good 

disgrace  of  his  desertion.  taste    and    breeding.      And    yet    one-half 
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company  Margaret  and  Lady  Jane  to  one 
of  bis  levees,  where  lie  bestowed  mucb 
fulsome  flattery  on  nie,  tboug-li  he  took 
good  care  it  should  reflect  on  himself,  for 
he  never  could  })ass  over  an  occasion  to 
shine  before  a  woman — one  of  the  weak- 
est vanities  that  ever  inflated  the  soul  of 
man. 

TiieA^icomte  was  much  chagrined  over 
our  going,  and  inclined  to  lay  the  blame 
upon  me. 

"  M.  de  Kirk'connel,"  said  he,  address- 
ing Margaret,  "should  know  that  such  a 
proceeding  is  extremely  injudicious  when 
the  Prince  stands  in  such  ambiguous  re- 
lations towards  theCourt;  especially  when 
aware  of  my  standing  towards  you  and 
my  official  position  in  the  present  difficult 
negotiations  with  the  Prince." 

"  '  M.  de  Kii'kconnel,'  as  you  style 
liim,"  retorted  Margaret  with  great  spirit, 
"has  only  done  his  duty,  M.  le  Vicomte, 
as  '  a  gentleman  and  a  man  of  honor,' in 
accompanying  two  ladies  to  pay  their  re- 
spects to  the  son  of  their  King,  whatever 
may  be  his  relations  towards  a  time-serv^- 
ing  government." 

"Tut,  tut,  Margaret!"  broke  in  Lady 
Jane,  "  none  of  your  hoity-toity  airs !  Gas- 
ton is  perfectly  right.  I  blame  myself 
for  not  having  thought  of  his  position  in 
the  matter.  We'll  keep  ourselves  out- 
side these  delicate  questions,  for  which 
women  have  too  hot  heads,  until  wiser 
ones  settle  them  one  way  or  another." 

Tbat  Lady  Jane  was  much  dis])leased 
was  evidenced  by  the  strenuous  efforts  to 
procure  me  a  captaincy  which  she  {)ut  on 
foot  again  with  renewed  vigor,  and,  to  tell 
the  truth,  I  was  not  sorry,  for  I  was  be- 
ginning to  find  no  little  embarrassment  in 
Margaret's  unconscious  revelations  of  her 
feelings  towards  me,  and  I  was  heartily 
sorry  for  the  Vicomte  as  well. 

Nothing  came  of  Lady  Jane's  efforts, 
and  now  we  all  began  to  live  a  life  of 
much  discomfort.  That  the  Vicomte  dis- 
liked me  was  patent,  and  yet  he  would 
make  no  effective  efforts  to  better  his  own 
position  with  Margaret;  that  Lady  Jane 
was  troubled  at  my  presence  was  writ 
large  on  her  expressive  countenance,  and 
yet  she  could  not  bear  me  to  leave  unless 
fittingly  provided;  and  that  ]\Iargaret, 
our  Pearl  of  Great  I^rice,  was  as  cold  to 
the  Vicomte  as  she  was  affectionate  to  me 
I  could  not  doubt  greatly,  and  all  tliis  to 
our  common  disquiet.  Tlie  Vicomte  sigh- 
ed for  possession.  Lady  Jane  for  the  ful- 


filment of  her  plans,  and  I  for  the  end  of 
a  situation  that  had  become  wellnigh 
impossible. 

At  length  the  explosion  came. 

It  was  an  open  secret  that  the  Prince 
would  be  removed  by  force,  as  he  had  ob- 
stinately refused  to  listen  to  either  pro- 
posals, entreaties,  or  commands,  and  in 
short  was  courting  disgrace,  for  Heaven 
only  knows  what,  unless  perchance  he 
hoped  to  rise  only  by  his  failures  and  re- 
verses. At  all  events,  preparations  were 
made  without  concealment  for  his  arrest 
on  the  evening  of  the  10th  of  December, 
as  he  drove  to  the  o})era,  and  the  Vicomte, 
from  his  position  in  the  Household  troops, 
had  charge  of  the  arrangements. 

Margaret  liad  heard  the  rumor  that 
very  day,  and  had  sent  the  A^icomte  per- 
emptory word  to  come  to  the  rue  Dau- 
phine;  but  no  doubt  it  was  his  duties,  cer- 
tainly not  any  hesitation  at  facing  the 
interview,  which  prevented  his  coniplying 
with  her  connnand. 

The  next  day  when  he  presented  him- 
self the  news  of  the  arrest  was  all  over 
Paris,  with  every  absurd  exaggeration  of 
detail.  He  entered  admirably  composed, 
though  knowing  a  painful  scene  was  be- 
fore him,  and  after  saluting  Lady  Jane, 
he  advanced  towards  Margaret,  holding 
out  his  hand. 

She  stood  erect,  her  face  white  with 
emotion. 

''One  moment,  M.  le  Vicomte,  until  I 
see  whether  I  can  touch  that  hand  again 
oi*  not.  Is  it  true  that  it  was  laid  on  my 
Prince?" 

"No,  mademoiselle,  it  was  not.'' 

"Who,  then,  arrested  him?" 

"  ]\I.  (le  Vaudi'cuil.  mademoiselle." 

"  And  you:'      ^Vhat  did  you  do?" 

"I  stood  thei'c,  mademoiselle,  and  saw 
that  M.  de  Vaudreuil  carried  out  his  in- 
structions." 

"His  instructions?     Who  gave  them?" 

"  I  did,  mademoiselle." 

"  What  I     To  arrest  tlie  Prince?" 

"  Cortaiiily,  mademoiselle." 

""  And  you  think  this  was  the  part  of  'a 
gentleman  and  a  man  of  honor"  r" 

"■  C\M-tainly,  mademoiselle.  It  was  my 
duty." 

I  own  that  fi-om  the  bottom  of  my 
heart  I  admired  him.  It  was  clear  what 
was  coming,  yet  he  never  faltered,  never 
wavered,  nor  made  any  attempt  at  appeal 
or  ex})lanation.  It  was  like  the  man.  I 
envied  him  his  courage. 
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"  Did  you  never  think  for  one  moment 
of  mer  Of  my  devotion  to  him  and  his 
cause?  Did  not  my  regard,  my  att'ection 
even,  weigh  for  one  moment  with  you?" 
she  went  on,  excitedly. 

'' Mai'guerite,  Marguerite!  This  is 
cruel!  This  is  unjust!  I  worship  you 
as  I  have  never  worshipped  woman,  and 
at  tljis  moment  you  are  breaking  my 
heart!" 

''  You  have  broken  mine,''  she  an- 
swered, coldly,  and  turning,  walked  slow- 
ly out  of  the  room. 

He  stood  with  his  face  like  marble. 

Then  Lady  Jane  I'ose,  and  laying  her 
liand  on  his  shoulder,  said:  '"Gaston,  I 
never  thought  moi'e  of  you  in  my  life, 
and  the  mother  who  bore  you  may  well 
be  proud  of  such  a  son.  Margaret  is  but 
a  child;  when  she  thinks  over  wiiat  has 
happened,  she  will  see  matters  in  their 
true  light.  Girls'  hearts  do  not  break  so 
easily.  My  own  would  have  flown  in 
pieces  a  thousand  times  if  it  had  followed 
my  imaginations,"  she  said,  gayly;  and 
then  more  tendei'ly,  "  Be  patient  with  hei', 
Gaston  ;  she  is  only  a  child." 

But  he  shook  his  head  sadh'  without 
reply. 

"My  dear  Vicomte,"  I  said,  "I  know 
you  have  cause  to  look  on  me  with  no 
friendly  eye;  but  believe  me,  I  can  echo 
every  w^ord  my  cousin  has  spoken.  I 
can  only  admire  and  hope  for  such  cour- 
age myself;  and  that  I  ma}^  prove  the 
sincerity  of  my  })rofession,  I  will  with- 
draw' entirely  from  a  scene  where  I  am 
only  a  disturbance.  I  have  no  thought, 
no  hope  of  winning  Margaret  for  myself. 
I  will  volunteer  for  service  in  Canada  at 
once,  and  at  least  shall  not  have  the  re- 
gret of  standing  in  the  way  of  one  I 
honor  so  highly.'' 

To  all  of  which  he  said  little,  but  that 
little  so  direct  and  feeling  that  we  stepped 
out  into  the  I'ue  Dauphine  together,  moi-e 
nearly  friends  than  we  had  ever  been. 


(IIAPTEK    VIII. 

now    I    MAKE    BOTH    FKIENDS    A^;D   ENEMIES   IX 
XEW    FKANCE. 

My  resolution  was  immediate,  but  it 
was  a  dirt'erent  matter  carrying  it  into  ef- 
fect. After  many  applications,  and  even 
entreaties,  the  most  favorable  opening  I 
could  obtain  was  the  ott'er  of  an  ensign's 
commission.  It  was  almost  beyond  even 
my  self-abnegation  to  accept  such  degra- 


dation, and  only  by  the  thought  of  Mar- 
garet, and  the  consoling  comfort  that  I 
was  making  the  sacrifice  entirely  for  her 
sake,  joined  with  the  absolute  promise  of 
the  minister  that  I  should  not  long  re- 
main in  such  a  subordinate  position,  could 
I  bring  myself  to  the  point  of  accept- 
ance. 

Meantime  tlie  Vicomte  had  not  in  any 
degree  taken  a  proper  advantage  of  my 
disinterestedness;  for,  instead  of  winning 
back  the  affections  of  his  adored  one  by 
direct  and  oft-repeated  attack,  he  with- 
drew himself  entirely  from  her  company', 
and  plunged  into  a  course  of  the  most 
reckless  dissipation,  making  Paris  ring 
with  the  tales  of  his  extravagance  and 
folly.  Then  suddenly,  to  every  one's  as- 
tonishment, he  threw  up  his  commission, 
and  disappeared  so  effectually  that  not 
eve}i  his  intimates  knew  what  had  come 
to  him.  Those  at  the  rue  Dauphine  were 
as  ignorant  as  the  rest  of  the  world,  and 
though  his  withdrawal  was  unquestion- 
abl3'  a  relief  to  Margaret,  it  was  a  source 
of  deep  mortification  and  sorrow  to  Lady 
Jane.  However,  neither  letters  nor  in- 
quiries were  of  any  avail,  and  the  most 
rigorous  search  only  elicited  the  fact  that 
no  one  knew  what  had  become  of  the 
Vicomte  Gaston  de  Ti'incardel,  beyond 
that  he  had  voluntarily  disappeared  with- 
out any  adequate  reason  being  assigned. 

At  length  the  time  came  for  me  to  em- 
bark for  my  miserable  command. 

Margaret  made  but  little  effort  to  con- 
ceal her  grief.  "  It  is  dreadful,  di-eadful, 
this  parting,"  she  cried.  "  One  after  an- 
other I  am  losing  those  to  whom  I  am 
most  attached — first  my  brother,  then 
Gaston,  and  now  you.  I  am,  indeed,  'a 
stranger  in  a  sti-ange  land,'  and  if  aught 
ha])])ens  to  Lady  Jane,  think  what  will 
become  of  me?  But  I  am  not  thinking  of 
myself  alone,''  she  added,  quickly.  "Be- 
lieve me.  ni}' greatest  sori'ow  is  that  you, 
who  have  sacrificed  so  much  for  your 
loyalty,  who  have  met  wich  such  revei-ses, 
such  ])itiful  ill  return  for  all  your  devo- 
tion to  your  King,  are  now  doomed  to  an 
exile  worse  than  before— to  the  accept- 
ance of  a  rank  that  is  an  insult  to  your 
condition,  to  banishment  in  a  savage 
country  far  from  all  those  you  love — and 
you  accept  it  all  without  a  murmur.  Now 
I  know,  for  you  have  taught  me,  the  defi- 
nition of  'a  gentlem.'in  and  a  man  of 
honor.'  '' 
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Witli  tliis  recognition,  so  worthy  of  lier 
generous  nature,  she  looked  at  me  so 
proudly  that  I  would  have  given  any- 
tliing  to  kneel  at  lier  little  feet  and 
confess  it  was  only  the  fact  of  being  ''a 
g(^ntlenian  and  a  man  of  honor''  which 
])i'eveiite(l  me  answering  the  love  that 
glowed  frotn  every  feature  of  her  sweet 
face  and  throbbed  in  every  pulse  of  her 
aj'dent  young  body  with  the  burning- 
words  that  trembled  on  my  sealed  lips. 

"  Oh,  Margaret,  sweet  Margaret!  lean- 
not  say  what  I  would.  I  dare  hardly 
think  what  I  would.  Everything  is 
against  mel" 

"  Not  everything,"  she  answered,  quick- 
ly—  "not  everything,  unless  I  am  no- 
thing! I  am  with  you  heart  and  soul  I 
No,  you  cannot  speak,  because  you  have 
no  position,  and  perhaps  no  future.  But 
I  can.  Oil,  Hugh,  Hugh!  I  care  nothing 
about  it  being  unmaidenly ;  I  cannot  mind 
such  matters  when  my  heart  is  breaking. 
I  love  you  with  all  my  soul  and  with  all 
my  life.  I  will  think  of  you  every  houi' 
you  are  away  froin  me,  and  pray  for  you 
every  hour  until  God  brings  you  back. 
Oh,  H  igh,  tell  me — tell  me  you  love 
me !'' 

"No,  miss!  Master  Hughie  shall  do 
nothing  of  the  sort!"  interrupted  Lady 
Jane,  who  had  come  in  unmarked.  "  Any 
man  who  wishes  to  do  any  love-making, 
so  far  as  Margaret  Nairn  is  concerned, 
must  first  do  so  through  me. 

"  There,  there,  Peggy,  my  pet — my  wee 
girlie.  You  may  kiss  liim  once  for  your 
])Oor  heart's  comfort;  and  tlien,mylambie, 
leave  my  boy  to  me ;  I  am  the  only  mother 
he  has.  There,  dearie,  go  now,"  she  said, 
tenderly,  when  I  had  kissed  her  as  one 
might  kiss  a  saint;  and  without  a  word 
Margaret  left  the  room  with  my  cousin, 
and  it  and  my  heart  were  empty. 

Lady  Jane  was  generous,  as  was  her 
wont:  all  that  mone\'  could  do  to  make 
my  departure  easy  was  done;  and.  most 
of  all,  she  comforted  me  as  a  mother  com- 
forts her  child  —  indeed,  as  she  had  said  to 
Margaret,  she  was  the  only  mother  I  had 
ever  known. 

Again  she  told  me  plainly  that  I  must 
not  cherish  any  hopes  upon  her  death 
beyond  such  humble  provision  as  she 
might  spare.  "Margaret  is  my  daugh- 
ter, Hughie;  and  if  you  are  the  man  I 
take  you  for,  you  would  not  de})rive  her 
of  whatever  money  may  bring." 


"Cousin,"  said  I,  "I  am  going  away 
for  her  sake,  for  her  peace  of  mind  alone; 
and  if  I  am  content  to  bury  myself  alive 
for  this  now,  think  you  I'll  regret  any 
other  good  that  can  come  to  her?  I  love 
her  with  my  whole  heart  and  soul,  and 
the  greatest  bitterness  I  have  to  bear  is 
that  I  am  prevented  from  declaring  my 
feelings  towards  her  before  I  go.  She 
has  spoken  words  to  me  that  call  for  all 
the  response  in  a  man's  soul,  and  I  go 
away  with  my  mouth-  closed  like  a 
clown." 

"*  Tut,  tut,  Hughie!  Now  you  are  let- 
ting your  vanity  get  the  upper  hand  of 
3-0U.  A"ou  are  bemoaning  yourself  be- 
cause 3'ou  have  not  cut  a  belter  figure  in 
her  eyes.  But  just  one  word  for  your 
cold  comfort.  There  never  was  a  young 
girl  in  lier  position  yet — bless  all  their 
lovely  trusting  hearts — who  would  not 
make  a  hero  of  the  man  she  loved,  had 
he  the  garb  of  a  Meriw  Andrew  and  the 
manners  of  a  Calmuck.  Don't  fash  your- 
self over  imaginary  woes  when  you've  real 
ones  in  sight,  plain  enough,  my  poor  boy. 
But  now  leave  this  profitless  lieart-break 
and  let  us  plan  for  the  future." 

Our  talk  lasted  late  into  the  night,  and 
by  daybreak  I  was  on  my  way  to  La  Ro- 
chelle. 

And  now  began  the  most  miserable 
period  of  my  life,  the  details  of  which  I 
have  no  intention  of  inflicting  on  my 
reader.  A  wi'etched  sea-vo^'age  was  a 
fitting  introduction  to  my  place  of  ban- 
ishment— Louisbourg,  a  pretentious  and 
costly  foi'tification,  but  miserably  situate 
and  falling  to  decay  for  want  of  the  most 
necessary  repixirs.  There  it  was,  shut  in 
on  the  one  Jiand  by  the  monotonous  sea, 
wild  and  threatening  with  its  ice  and 
snow  and  storm  in  winter,  sad  and  de- 
pi'essing  with  its  mournful  fog  in  sum- 
mei',  and  on  the  other  by  an  unbroken 
wilderness  of  rock  and  firs,  so  that  I  ate 
out  my  heart  in  bitterness  year  after  year, 
my  only  alleviation  being  the  rare  letters 
which  I  received  from  Margaret,  but 
which  I  scarce  could  answer,  though  my 
reticence  only  brought  forth  a  fuller  ex- 
pression of  the  unwavei'ing  aii'ection  of 
lier  generous  soul. 

Dear  as  this  indulgence  in  a  cherished 
atVection  was  to  me,  I  brought  myself  to 
renounce  it,  for  I  held  I  was  bound  to 
this  for  more  than  one  reason.  Now  that 
I    had    entirely  broken    with    my    past,  I 
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recog-nized  that  perliaps  I  sliould  have 
done  so  sooner.  Was  it  not  folly  to  su])- 
pose  that  a  gii'l  such  as  Margaret  would 
not  follow  lier  generous  fancy  when  })ro- 
pinquity  was  added  to  inclination?  Alas  I 
that  such  admirable  decisions  are  only 
so  r»adily  consented  to  when  the  occasion 
for  delinquency  is  no  longer  possible! 

Then,  too,  my  position  towards  Lady 
Jane  was  a  delicate  one.  She  had  clear- 
ly indicated  to  me  her  intentions  as  to 
the  disposal  of  her  fortune.  A  hopeful 
or  even  a  contented  correspondence  was 
impossible  to  one  in  my  situation,  and  to 
enter  into  any  truthful  detail  of  the  mis- 
ery of  my  surroundings  might  well  ap- 
pear, even  in  her  kindly  judgment,  but 
an  implied  appeal  to  her  generosity. 

For  this  it  was  that  I  gradually  cut 
down  my  letters  year  by  year,  until  I 
entirely  ceased  from  all  intercourse,  and 
lived  my  lonely  life  as  best  I  might. 

For  fellow-exiles  I  had  near  an  hun- 
dred discontented  gentlemen  ruling  over 
a  homesick  soldiery,  two  or  three  unfor- 
tunate gentlewomen,  a  few  greedy  and 
dishonest  officials,  and  a  handful  of 
wretched  townspeople,  whose  ))rospei'ity 
was  never  fostered  in  time  of  ])eace  nor 
their  safet}^  considered  in  time  of  wai*. 

At  last,  through  the  friendship  of  the 
Comte  de  Raimond,  Governor  of  the 
Island,  I  obtained  a  tardy  ])romotion  to 
the  rank  of  lieutenant  in  the  Regiment 
of  Artois,  under  M.  de  St.  Julhien,  and 
the  appointment  as  King's  interpreter, 
on  which  I  was  heartily  congratulated 
by  my  comrades,  who  had  long  })itied  my 
undeserved  ill  fortune. 

Until  then  I  had  made  but  little  effort 
to  better  my  condition,  but  my  advance- 
ment, as  well  as  the  increase  in  my  pay, 
aroused  me.  I  took  fresh  heart  in  my- 
self and  my  appearance,  and  began  to 
mix  somewhat  in  such  soci(My  as  our  for- 
lorn situation  afforded. 

In  Madame  de  Di-ucour,  wife  of  our 
commandant,  I  found  a  grande  dame  de 
par  le  monde,  who  connnanded  the  ad- 
miration and  respect  of  all  our  officers 
and  the  devotion  of  the  soldici-y  and 
townspeople. 

In  Madame  Prevost,  the  most  charm- 
ing little  Canadian,  wife  of  the  Coni- 
missarj",  a  creature  with  the  carriage  of 
a  lackey  and  the  soul  of  a  dry-salter, 
I  discovered  a  heart  full  of  tender  sym- 
pathy dying    of   ennui.      Her   husband's 


unpopularity  was  such  that  but  few  of 
the  officers  would  enter  his  doors,  and 
indeed  he  was  so  fierce  a  Cerberus  in  re- 
gard to  his  unfortunate  wife  that  he 
made  any  attempt  at  alleviation  of  her 
unhap})y  condition  well  nigh  impossible. 
Howevei*,  through  my  acquaintance  Avith 
a  M.  de  Sarennes,  a  Canadian  pai'tisan 
officer  who  stood  high  in  his  favor,  he 
saw  fit  to  allow  my  visits,  and  I  willing- 
ly put  up  with  his  want  of  breeding  to 
offer  such  attention  as  I  might  to  his 
prisoner,  for  so  in  truth  she  was. 

Sarennes  was  attractive  enough  in  so 
far  as  his  outwai'd  appearance  went,  but, 
like  most  of  his  countrymen — that  is,  the 
Canadians — was  wanting  in  all  those  ex- 
ternals which  are  essential  to  a  gentle- 
man. He  was  courageous,  but  a  brag- 
gai't;  he  was  well  born,  but  had  no  breed- 
ing; he  was  oi)en  and  friendly,  but,  I 
feared,  truculent;  and  his  sense  of  honor 
was  not  above  the  universal  dishonesty 
which  disgraced  and  wrecked  his  unfor- 
tunate country. 

I  had  sus})ected  his  intimacy  with  Pre- 
vost  had  some  less  honorable  foundation 
than  a  })itying  admiration  for  his  unfor- 
tunate wife,  and  I  was  confirmed  in  this 
by  his  proposal  one  evening  in  my  quar- 
tei's  that  I  should  hand  over  to  him  some 
blanks,  signed  by  St.  Julhien,  on  the  Com- 
missary for  stores,  etc.,  which  I  was  to 
requisition  as  requii-ed. 

"May  I  ask  to  what  use  you  intend  to 
l)ut  themf"  I  said,  moi'e  to  sound  him 
than  for  infoi'mation,  for  this  was  one  of 
the  most  favored  foi-ms  of  ])eculalion  in 
the  colonies. 

"Oh,  none  that  you  will  ever  know 
of.  Chevalier;  and  1  should  think  an  ad- 
dition to  your  inadequate  pay  would  not 
come  amiss,"  he  added,  ai'tfully,  without 
even  an  effort  to  veil  his  knavei-y. 

The  whole  disgraceful,  i)ettif()gging 
scheme  disgusted  me,  but  because  he  was 
a  much  younger  man  than  1.  and  I  be- 
lieved might  b(^  in  l^rovost's  power,  1  re- 
frained from  my  natural  indignation,  and 
passing  over  the  ])ersonal  affront,  1  s})()ke 
to  him  with  all  tlu^  consideration  of  a 
friend.  I  showed  him  the  {)ath  which  he 
was  treading,  and  ])ointed  out  the  inevi- 
table disgrace  which  must  attend  such  a 
course,  and,  most  of  all,  the  wretched 
meanness  of  so  contem})tible  a  crime. 
But,  to  my  astonishment,  he  was  inclined 
to  excuse  and  cloak  his  wrong-doing. 

"  Sir,''  said  I,  "  nothing  is  farther  fi'om 


i^\: 
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"m.  le  lieutenant,  you  have  my  sincerest  sympathy!" 


my  likino;'  than  an  artificial  morality,  but 
I  would  avoid  even  tlie  appearance  of  be- 
ing-cheaply  vicious.  Do  not  weigh  out  tlie 
larg-est  possible  measure  of  dishonesty  to 
the  smallest  possible  quantum  of  correc- 
tion. If  you  must  de[)art  from  tliat  patli 
of  virtue  towards  which  we  sliould  all  di- 
rect our  best  endeavors,  do  so  in  a  manner 
that  at  least  will  command  the  admiration 
of  g-entlemen  and  the  leniency  of  a  Divine 
Being-,  who  may  consider  the  frailty  of  the 
natural  man,  but  never  the  tortuous  con- 
clusions of  his  compromising  intellect."' 

He  was  apparently  sensible  of  my  kind- 
ly advice,  but  I  soon  discovered  that  he 
not  only  disregarded  it,  but  was  endea- 
voring to  do  me  an  ill  turn  with  the  Com- 
missary by  directing  his  warped  and  jea- 
lous suspicions  towards  my  innocent  at- 
tentions to  his  wife. 

The  word '' innocent '"  I  use  advisedly, 
and  lest  the  reader  have  any  doubt  now 
or  hereafter  as  to  my  intention  touching 
the  fair  Madame  Prevost,  let  me  assure 
him  I  can  lay  my  hand  on  my  heart  and 
av^er  I  never  at  any  time  held  any  warmer 
feeling  towards  her  than  the  sympathy  of 
an  exile  towards  a  prisoner. 


That  her  stupidly  jealous  husband, fired 
by  the  insinuations  of  Sarennes,  should 
distort  mere  civilities  into  serious  inten- 
tions, and  bear  himself  with  such  a  ridic- 
ulous assumption  of  jaundiced  suspicion 
that  a  cause  for  his  uneasiness  was  rea- 
dily invented  by  a  scandal-loving  garri- 
son, was  no  doing  of  mine.  Madame 
Prevost,  with  all  her  charm,  had  neither 
experience  nor  knowledge  in  such  affairs; 
she  was  simply  a  woman  profoundly  un- 
happy ami  profoundly  ignorant  of  the 
world.  Could  I  have  honestly  offered 
her  my  afi'ections  as  well  as  my  sym- 
pathies, I  might  have  done  so,  and  liad 
them  as  honestly  returned;  but  no  wo- 
man had  ever  awakened  a  throb  in  my 
heart  since  I  bade  farewell  to  one  in  the 
rue  Dauphine  in  Paris.  She  still  remain- 
ed at  once  my  hope  and  my  despair,  and 
so  long  as  she  lived,  othei*  women  were  as 
dead  to  me.  I  lay  claim  to  no  great  for- 
titude, to  no  heroic  self-denial — it  is  sel- 
dom a  man  has  attained  the  results  of 
virtue  with  as  little  conscious  effort  as  I 
was  called  upon  to  exercise. 

But  the  mere  knowledge  of  the  integ- 
rity   of  my    motives    was    not    sufficient 
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to  protect  them  from  the  idle  gossip  of 
tlie  town,  and  this  inconvenience  led  to 
an  abrupt  termination  of  our  intercourse 
ill  the  following  manner: 

One  afternoon,  when  amusing  myself 
and  Mme.  Prevost  by  singing  snatches  of 
old  songs,  I  had  ended  a  favorite  of  hers 
with  a  telling  accompaniment  and  the 
etfective  words, 

J'ai  perdu  raon  coeur  volage, 
Mon  honneur,  mon  avail tage, 
De  moi  ne  me  parle  plus, 

when  I  was  surprised  by  a  burst  of  pre- 
tended applause,  and  turned  to  find  M. 
Prevost  facing  me  with  a  malicious  air. 

"Believe  me,  M.  le  Lieutenant,  you 
have  my  sincerest  s^^mpathy,"  he  cried, 
with  mock  emphasis. 

"  Upon  what,  sir?" 

"Upon  the  loss  of  that  inestimable 
jewel,  your  honor." 

"Pardon  me,  monsieur;  that  is  merely 
the  license  of  the  verse,  a  dangerous  thing 
to  translate  into  plain  prose." 

"I  do  not  seize  the  distinction,  mon- 
sieur." 

"You  are  probably  not  qualified  to 
judge  of  either  one  or  the  other,  M.  Pre- 
vost." 

"Possibly  not,  M.  le  Lieutenant,  but  I 
am  qualified  to  judge  of  the  persons  I 
will  admit  within  my  doors;  and,  'in 
plain  prose,' I  would  wish  you  to  under- 
stand you  are  no  longer  one  of  them." 

"M.  le  Commissaire,  your  meaning  is 
as  plain  as  is  your  manner;  nothing  could 
be  more  unqualified,  and  I  regret  my  in- 
ability to  answer  it  in  the  same  fashion," 
I  returned,  not  without  a  certain  appre- 
ciation of  his  handling  of  the  situation. 

"Madame,"  I  said  to  his  lady,  who 
had  preserved  an  admirable  composure 
throughout  this  passage  at  arms,  "I  owe 
you  a  thousand  thanks  for  your  kindness, 
and  a  thousand  regrets  should  I  be  tlie 
cause  of  any  misundei'standing  between 
you  and  your  husband;"  whereupon  I 
raised  her  hand,  and  kissing  it  ceremo- 
niously, I  effected  a  not  undignified  re- 
treat. 

So  the  summer  of  '57  dragged  on,  when 
one  warm  afternoon  in  September — it  \\  as 
the  25th  of  the  month — I  wandered  down 
to  the  landing-place  to  see  the  arrival  of 
a  ship  from  France  that  had  slipped 
through  the  feeble  blockade  attempted  by 
the  English.  I  lazily  watched  the  cap- 
tain and  others  disembark  with  an  unin- 
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terested  eye  until  amongst  them  I  caught 
sight  of  a  lad  of  about  fifteen  years,  whose 
dress  and  countenance  were  certainly 
English.  As  he  came  up  with  the  othei's 
I  advanced,  and  laying  my  hand  on  his 
shoulder,  said, 

"You  are  not  French,  my  lad?" 

"  Oh  no,  sir,"  he  answered,  looking  full 
at  me  with  an  open,  engaging  smile;  "I 
am  English." 

"  I  thought  so.      What  is  your  name?" 

"  Christopher  Routh." 

"Good  God,  Kit!  I  am  Captain  Ger- 
aldine!" 

CHAPTER  IX. 
I   AM   ROBBED    OF    MY    TREASURE. 

As  I  had  not  been  in  the  habit  of  ask- 
ing favors  of  my  superiors,  permission 
was  readily  given  that  the  Engli.sh  lad 
should  be  allowed  to  share  my  quarters 
with  me. 

I  set  m}^  servant  to  work  arranging  for 
his  comfort,  and  we  sat  in  my  little  gar- 
den, I  dying  with  curiosity  to  hear  what 
lucky  chance  had  blown  him  hither. 

"  Where  is  your  mother,  Kit?"  I  asked. 

At  this  his  eyes  filled  and  his  lips  trem- 
bled, and  for  some  moments  he  could  not 
reply,  during  which  I  was  unable  to  sup- 
press a  selfish  hope  that  perchance  my 
time  of  probation  had  ended. 

"Mother  is  lost,"  he  answered  at  last. 
"  But  let  me  start  fair."  I  was  pleased  to 
mark  the  boy  spoke  with  an  easy  address, 
for  I  hate  the  taint  of  servility  above  all 
things.  "Ever  since  I  had  grown  up  I 
have  been  begging  her  to  let  me  get  to 
sea,  and  at  length  she  yielded  in  part  to 
my  entreaties,  and  in  part  to  the  wishes 
of  some  members  of  The  Society  who  had 
settled  in  Boston,  in  the  Province  of  Mas- 
sachusetts, and  agreed  to  come  out  to 
them.  For  me,  anything  answered  that 
would  give  me  my  wish,  and  I  did  not  see 
that  it  mattered  whether  she  was  among 
Methodists  in  England  or  among  Meth- 
odists in  America." 

"You  are  right,  my  lad  ;  I  imagine  tliey 
would  make  the  world  much  of  a  like- 
ness wherever  they  might  be." 

He  answered  nothing  to  my  obsei 'ra- 
tion, but  went  on: 

"At  length  all  our  preparations  were 
complete,  and  we  left  in  June  last  in  a 
wretched  old  craft  called  the  African 
Chief\  so  ill  found  that  she  w\as  dismast- 
ed and  disabled  in  the  first  gale  we  met 
with. 
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"We  were  captured,  or  rather  rescued, 
three  days  later  by  tliis  very  sliip  I  liave 
just  coine  on,  and  the  hulk  was  rerigged 
and  sent  back  to  Fraiice  a  prize,  with  her 
unfortunate  crew  and  passengers  as  pris- 
oners. From  this  fate  my  mother  and  I 
\\'(U'G  ])reserved  through  the  kindness  of  a 
Frencli  lady,wlio  took  compassion  on  mo- 
ther as  the  onl,y  woman  on  board,  and 
oil'ered  to  take  lier  as  lier  waiting- woman, 
and  I  was  allowed  to  accompany  her. 
Anything  was  better  than  the  certainty 
of  a  prison  in  France." 

"  Wliat  was  the  lady's  name.  Kit?  I 
may  know  her." 

'•'Pon  my  word,  sir,  I  am  ashamed  to 
say  I  don't  know  myself.  There  were  no 
others  of  her  condition  on  boai'd,  and  she 
was  addressed  b}^  every  one  simpl}^  as 
'  Madame,*  and  I  never  thought  of  asking 
my  mother.'" 

"  Never  mind  :  go  on." 

"  We  were  treated  with  every  kindness, 
and  Madame  showed  every  conceivable 
consideration  for  my  poor  mother,  while 
I  made  friends  with  all  on  board,  and 
soon  learned  enough  French  to  find  my 
way  about  ship.  Madame  and  my  poor 
mother  found  the  length  of  the  voyage 
tedious  to  a  degree,  but  I  loved  every 
hour  of  it.  We  unfortunately  ran  short 
of  water,  as  our  casks  had  so  strained  dur- 
ing a  heavy  gale  we  encountered  they 
lost  all  or  most  of  their  contents.  Besides 
tliis  mischief,  the  gale  drove  us  far  out  of 
our  course  to  the  north,  and  our  captain 
determined  to  run  into  the  Baie  des  Clia- 
leurs  for  a.  fresh  su])])ly  of  water, 

"Tiiis  Ave  did,  and  there  found  it  in 
abundance;  and  after  the  boats  had  begun 
to  ])ass  backward  and  forward,  and  we 
were  convinced  there  was  no  danger, 
Madame  and  mother  were  allowed  to 
have  their  wish  and  leave  the  ship  for  a 
ramble  on  shore.  At  first  they  staid  with- 
in sight,  but  gradually  gaining  courage, 
they  strayed  away  unnoticed  by  any  of 
ns  for  some  time.  When  they  were  miss- 
ed an  instant  search  was  made,  and  we 
started  through  the  woods  hallooing  and 
firing  our  ])ieces,  but  without  result;  at 
length  some  of  the  sailors  who  had  been 
in  these  pai'ts  before  discovered  a  place 
where  they  said  Indians  had  lately  camp- 
ed. We  soon  found  further  traces  that 
confii'med  this,  and  at  last  a  small  gray 
tippet  which  I  knew  to  be  mother's,  and 
we  w^ere  no  longer  in  doubt. 

"I  w^as  wild  to  keep  at  the  search,  but 


the  others  persuaded  me  it  was  useless  for 
me  to  do  so,  that  these  savages  wandered 
over  the  whole  countiy,  and  would  cer- 
tainly carry  their  prisoners  to  some  post 
where  they  would  claim  a  reward,  esi)e- 
cially  if  they  thought  they  were  English, 
which  might  well  be  the  case;  and  in  any 
event  there  was  no  danger  of  their  lives, 
as  these  savages  never  illtreat  white  wo- 
men except  in  attack.  Anxious  as  I  was 
I  could  not  but  agree  that  they  were 
right,  and  so  said  no  more;  but  now  I  am 
content  to  remain  here,  as  I  have  a  better 
chance  of  hearing  news  than  if  exchanged 
for  some  French  prisoner,  as  we  were  hop- 
ing all  the  way  out.*' 

Although  I  had  not  the  same  confidence 
as  the  boy,  I  encouraged  him  in  his  hope- 
fulness, and  in  turn  told  him  of  my  own 
doings  since  I  had  left  their  roof  in  Lon- 
don. 

My  whole  existence  now  took  on  a  dif- 
ferent aspect;  my  duties  were  in  no  de- 
gree onerous;  and  Kit,  the  dear  boy,  so 
won  every  heart  that  he  was  looked  upon 
as  a  guest  of  the  whole  garrison  rather 
than  a  prisoner.  No  restrictions  were 
placed  on  his  movements,  and  we  roamed 
over  the  whole  country  with  our  fowling- 
pieces  or  angles,  and  many  a  fine  string 
of  trout  did  we  present  to  Madame  de  Dru- 
cour  and  other  fi-iends. 

We  explored  the  country  fi'om  Louis- 
bourg  to  Mire,  and  there  we  fell  in  with 
Sarennes  and  his  following,  with  whom 
Kit  was  delighted  beyond  measure;  and 
indeed  there  was  much  in  the  Canadian 
to  attract  those  who  did  not  look  beyond 
the  externals.  He  fairly  enchanted  the 
boy  with  his  tales  of  savage  life,  his  ex- 
hibition of  his  Avild  followers,  and  his 
skill  in  woodcraft  and  the  chase,  and  I 
soon  felt  that  Kit  was  revolving  some 
plan  for  discovering  the  whereabouts  of 
his  mother  through  his  aid. 

This  was  the  one  flaw  in  my  happiness. 
If  I  did  not  wish  for  her  death,  I  at  least 
hoped  never  to  hear  of  her  again,  and  in- 
deed there  seemed  but  little  likelihood  of 
it  in  this  remote  quarter,  but  every  in- 
quiry on  the  ])art  of  Kit  gave  me  fresh 
uneasiness.  This  he  was  quick  to  i)er- 
ceive  himself,  but  as  I  had  never  given 
him  an  inkling  of  the  reason,  lie  put  my 
holding  to  him  down  to  the  liking  of  a 
solitary  exile  for  one  of  his  ow^n  kind. 

Sarennes  too  saw^  my  fondness  for  the 
lad,  and  took  a  pleasure  in  attracting  him 
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from  me  on  every  possible  excuse;  but  it 
was  not  until  a  dinner  given  by  M.  de 
Drucour  at  the  New  Year  that  I  saw  how 
far  his  petty  cruelty  would  go. 

With  an  assumed  air  of  geniality  he 
said  to  the  commandant:  "  M.  de  Dru- 
cour, before  I  start  on  my  expedition  to- 
morrow, I  am  tempted  to  ask  for  a  volun- 
teer in  the  English  lad  Christophe.  He 
is  anxious  to  go,  and  I  shall  be  pleased  to 
liave  him." 

"But,  monsieur,  you  can  hardly  have 
liim  without  me,  for  I  am  responsible  to 
M.  de  Drucour  for  his  safe-keeping,"  I 
broke  in,  with  a  chilling  fear  at  my 
heart  that  my  one  treasure  in  the  world 
would  be  imperilled  in  such  treacherous 
hands. 

"  M.  de  Maxwell  seems  over-fond  of 
til  is  prisoner,"  sneered  M.  Prevost,  who 
was  an  unwelcome  guest,  but  could  not 
well  be  left  out  on  an  official  occasion. 
"  A  too-lenient  gaoler  may  be  even  more 
dangerous  than  his  prisoner  at  times,"  he 
went  on ;  and  I  saw  that  further  discus- 
sion might  only  precipitate  matters  when 
I  stood  in  so  delicate  a  position ;  for  a 
soldier  in  foreign  service,  no  matter  what 
his  merit,  is  ever  a  ready  object  of  sus- 
picion. 

However,  M.  de  Drucour  turned  mat- 
ters by  addressing  me  in  his  usual  cour- 
teous and  friendly  manner:  "  Witli  these 
rumors  of  war  in  the  spring,  have  you 
had  no  inspiration  for  your  Muse,  Cheva- 
lier?" 

"I  have  a  song,  if  you  will  not  hold 
the  end  a  reflection  on  our  suri'ounding, " 
1  replied.  "  However,  remember  that  it 
is  not  I  but  my  sword  that  sings,  and,  I 
am  afraid,  only  sti'ikes  a  note  common 
to  us  all." 

I  regret  I  cannot  give  the  graceful 
French  couplets  into  which  Madame  de 
Drucour  had  obligingly  tui-ned  my  verses, 
and  so  cleverly  preserved  all  the  fire  and 
strength  of  my  original,  which  must  now 
serve  as  it  was  written. 

hi  Spanisli  hands  I've  bent  and  swung 

Wn\\  Spanish  grace  and  skill ; 
I've  scoured  Lepanto  of  the  Turk, 

And  Spain  of  Boabdil ; 
I've  clanged  tliroughout  tlie  Low  Conntrie  ; 

I've  held  the  Spanish   Main. — 
Fcriara  made  and  fashioned  me, 

In  Cordova,  in   Spain. 

In  Scottish  liands   I've  saved   the  pride 
That  else  had  starved  at  home, 

Wlien   under  Bonrl)on's  l)anner  wide 
We  swept  through   Holy  Rome. 


In  private  fight  I've  stilled  the  slight 
That  Beauty's  brow  would  stain. — 

Ferrara  made  and   fashioned  me, 
In  Cordova,  in  Spain. 

At  Killiecrankie  with  Dundee 

I've  struck  for  James  the  King; 
The  blood-red  waters  of  the  Boyne 

Have  heard  ray  metal  ring ; 
Again   with  Mar  at  Sherriff-muir 

I  raised  the  olden  strain. — 
Ferrara  made  and   fashioned  me, 

In  Cordova,  in  Spain. 

Along  the  line  at  Fontenoy 

I've  flashed  in  wild  parade 
When  on  the  English  columns  fell 

The  strength  of  Clare's  Brigade; 
I've  stood  for  Bonnie  Charles  until 

Culloden's  fatal  plain. — 
Ferrara  made  and  fashioned  me, 

In  Cordova,  in  Spain. 

But  now  in  exiled  hands  I  rust 

Beside  the  salt  sea's  marge. 
And  though  I  dream  of  trumpet  call, 

Of  rally  and  of  charge. 
Of  screaming  fife  and  throbbing  drum 

As  troops  detile  in  train, 
I  wake  to  hear  the  wailing  moan 

Of  the  imprison inir  Main — 
Dead  is  all  Clory! 
Dead  all  Fame  ! 

Will  never  sound  that  song  again — 

That  great,  world-wakening  refrain  ? — 

P'errara  made  and  fashioned  me, 

In  Cordova,  in  Spain. 

There  was  a  spontaneous  outburst  of 
applause  as  I  ended,  for  I  had  seldom 
made  a  better  effort,  and  my  closing  lines 
but  echoed  the  sentiment  common  to  us 
all — that  is,  of  all  of  us  who  were  sol- 
diers. Such  a  creature  as  Prevost  could 
never  have  a  generous  impulse  stir  the 
weighing-machine  which  served  him  in 
lieu  of  a  soul;  and  Sarennes  was  spoiled 
for  nobler  aims  by  the  debasing  influence 
of  la  petite  guerre,  dear  to  all  Canadians, 
So  M.  Prevost  saw  fit  to  refrain  from  all 
applause;  and  Sarennes,  foolish  boy,  for 
boy  he  was,  in  spite  of  his  thirty  years,, 
was  ill-bred  enough  to  follow  his  exam- 
pie. 

"  M.  Prevost,  surely  you  are  over- 
critical  when  you  do  not  applaud,"  said 
M.  de  St.  Julliien,  banteringly.  ''  Re- 
member we  are  not  in  the  I'ue  St.  Hono- 
re,  though  I  would  trust  this  voice  e^^en 
there." 

"You  have  more  faith  in  that,  then, 
than  he  has  in  his  sword.  He-puts  it  in 
Spanish  and  Scotch  hands.  Why  not  in 
French?"  snapped  out  the  little  centi- 
pede, virulently. 

'' Possibly     there     are     some     French 
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liMiids  in  wliich  he  would  not  trust  it," 
retorted  M.  de  St.  Jul h ion,  to  our  great 
delig:lit. 

"  Do  your  words  bear  that  colistruc- 
tiou?"asked  tiie  nettled  commissary,  turn- 
ing" on  me. 

"Possibly,  too,  M.  de  Maxwell  may 
think  it  is  not  to  be  trusted  in  some  Ca- 
ivadian  bands."  broke  in  Sarennes,  with 
a  liGctoring"  air. 

"Now,  gentlemen,"  I  returned,  "you 
are  coming  too  quick  with  your  ques- 
tions. As  for  you,  M.  de  Sarennes,  I 
once  offered  you  some  good  advice  wdiich 
you  did  not  see  fit  to  follow,  and  now, 
even  at  the  risk  of  having  it  similarly 
disregarded,  I  will  proffer  more,  which 
is,  not  to  exi)ose  yourself  to  punishment 
for  the  impertinences  of  others.  As  for 
your  question,  when  I  have  had  some 
more  satisfactory  experience  of  Canadi- 
nns,  I  shall  know  better  how  to  answer 
it."^ 

"  And  has  not  your  experieuce  of  me 
been  satisfactory,  monsieur?"  he  said, 
pluming  up  again. 

"You  are  perfectly  qualified  to  an- 
swer 'hat  question  yourself,"  I  )'ei)lied, 
looking  "blank  requisitions"  at  him  so 
pointedly  that  he  simply  reddened  to  the 
roots  of  his  blaclv  hair  and  held  his 
toiL^ue,  to  the  amazement  of  all  who  had 
hoped  for  some  further  amusement. 

"As  for  your  question,  M.  Prevost,"  I 
continued,  rounding  on  him,  "I  made 
no  refiection  on  Frenchmen  in  general. 
They  are  my  comrades,  my  brothers-in- 
arms I"  I  said,  ])laying  to  the  company 
at  hirge,  by  whom  my  sentiment  was 
greeted  with  a  burst  of  applause.  "  As 
to  Frenclimen  in  })articular,  I  have  known 
some  who  were  so  dangerous  with  the 
])en  that  I  would  indeed  hesitate  to  trust 
them  with  the  sword."  N()w%  as  Prevost 
was  hated  and  di'eaded  for  nothing  more 
than  his  lying  r<^))orls  to  the  Minister  at 
home,  and  as  no  man  in  any  ])osition  at 
the  table  had  escaped  his  venom,  m\"  sally 
was  again  greeted  not  only  wutli  a])plause, 
but  also  with  a  I'oar  of  stentorian  laugh- 
ter. 

The  whole  atl'air  ended  in  nothing 
more  serious  than  the  hot  words  and 
laughter,  for  Sarennes,  though  a  brag- 
gart, was'uot  evil-tempered,  at  least  tow^- 
ards  me.  For  Pi'evost  I  cared  not  a 
maravedi,  and  would  have  spitted  him 
like  a  smoked  herring  at  any  time  with 
the   greatest  pleasure.      My   chief   disap- 


pointment was  that  I  liad  not  succeeded 
in  my  attempt  to  obtain  a  refusal  of  Sa- 
rennes's  request  for  Kit's  company,  an 
attempt  I  dared  not  renew%  and  was 
forced  to  give  a  reluctant  consent  when 
it  was  referred  to  me. 

My  heart  was  big  with  foreboding  the 
last  evening  w^e  spent  together,  and  it  re- 
quired an  effort  almost  beyond  my  pow- 
ers to  refrain  from  taking  him  into  my 
arms  and  telling  him  he  was  my  son.  I 
almost  persuaded  myself  that  my  life 
was  so  wretched,  so  lonely,  so  hopeless, 
that  I  would  be  justified  in  so  doing. 
But  for  some  reason  or  other  I  did  not, 
why,  I  cannot  pretend  to  say,  and  I  saw 
him  march  proudly  off  at  daybreak  the 
next  nu)rning  with  my  secret  still  untold. 
I  w'ondered  if  any  one  would  be  equally 
faithful  to  me. 

Such  a  weary  month  of  January  I 
never  passed,  for  no  one  knew  the  danger 
of  these  miserable,  skulking  little  war 
pai'ties  better  than  I;  and  to  add  to  this 
there  w^as  my  distrust  of  Sarennes  eat- 
ing at  my  heart  every  time  I  tried  to 
make  little  of  my  fears. 

What  wonder  was  it,  wiien  the  door  of 
my  room  opened  after  a  quiet  knock,  one 
stormy  afternoon,  and  the  dark  face  of 
the  Canadian  appeared,  that  I  sprang 
to  my  feet  and  demanded,  savagely  : 
"Where  is  he?  What  have  you  done 
with  him?" 

"He  was  taken,"  he  answered,  qui- 
etlv,  ''and  I  am  here  to  answer  for 
him." 

There  was  such  a  dignit}'  in  his  bear- 
ing, such  a  sensibility  in  his  look,  that  I 
was  melted  at  once,  and  my  murderous 
sus])icions  put  to  lliglit. 

"A  thousand  pardons,  monsieur,  for 
m\'  rudeness.  I  have  been  anxious  day 
and  night  for  the  boy.  Tell  me  what 
has  happened." 

He  told  the  story  simply,  and  I  could 
not  doubt  that  he  told  it  truly.  It  was 
the  ordinary  incident  comuu)n  to  these 
wretched  marauding  parties,  an  attempt- 
ed surprise,  a  coui)le  of  men  lost,  ni}' 
poor  boy  wounded  and  captured  before 
the  baffled  coureurs  des  bois  could  at- 
tempt a  rescue. 

AVhen  Sarennes  left  me  with  some 
words  of  sym})athy.  I  was  suffering  only 
what  hundreds  of  fathers  have  suffered 
before  me.  That  it  was  common  was  no 
alleviation  to  my  pain. 
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now  I  FALL  INTO  THE  MISTAKE  OF  DESPISING 
MY  ENEMY,  WHICH  COxMES  NEAR  TliOVING 
MY   UNDOING. 

Sarennes  had  taken  himself  off  again 
to  gather  fresh  laurels  in  ambuscade  and 
retreat,  the  alternatives  which  compose 
the  whole  science  of  la  petite  guerre, 
and  I  had  but  little  to  remind  me  of  my 
loss  save  the  constant  ache  at  my  heart 
when  I  was  alone,  a  condition  I  strove 
by  every  means  possible  to  avoid. 

That  Sarennes  was  desirous  of  making 
me  some  reparation  for  his  injury  tow- 
ards me  was  proved  by  a  letter  from  him 
dated  in  March,  and  written  from  his  mo- 
ther's house  at  Beaulieu. 

''Chevalier, — There  is  an  English 
woman  staying  here  who  claims  to  be 
your  wife.  What  do  you  wish  me  to  do 
in  the  matter?  I  am  ready  to  oblige  you 
in  any  way.  Sarennes.'' 

I  have  never  made  any  pretension  to 
a  fortitude  other  than  that  which  any 
honorable  gentleman  of  my  standing 
might  claim.  I  was  still  sore  under  this 
last  stroke  of  undeserved  misfortune 
which  had  so  cruelly  deprived  me  of 
Kit,  and  I  could  not  but  look  on  his  mo- 
ther as  at  least  the  indirect  cause  of  my 
loss.  Under  these  feelings  I  delivered 
the  following  to  the  Indian  ruiinei-: 

"Monsieur, — If  you  have  any  regard 
for  me,  keep  the  lady  claiming  to  be  my 
wife  at  such  distance  that  I  may  never 
set  eyes  on  her  again.  Should  she  be  in 
want,  I  will  gladly  reimburse  j^ou  for 
any  expenditure  you  may  make  on  her 
account.  Le  Chev.  Maxwell.'' 

We  now  come  to  events  on  which  the 
antiquary  and  the  student  miglit  demand 
a  larger  attention  and  notice  tiian  I  shall 
devote  to  them.  I  have  been  too  promi- 
nent an  actor  in  the  drama  of  the  down- 
fall of  New  France  to  write  on  the  sub- 
ject with  that  calmness  and  im])artiality 
with  which  I  try  to  view  all  matters,  and 
[  leave  it  to  the  gentleman  who  has  ])assed 
his  lifetime  at  his  desk,  undisturbed  by 
any  greater  explosion  than  that  of  wifely 
indignation  at  his  late  hours  and  waste 
of  otherwise  valuable  ink  and  paper,  to 
relate  the  battles  he  has  never  seen  and 
weigh  the  interests  he  cannot  under- 
stand. 


In  January  we  had  positive  intelli- 
gence that  the  English  would  make  a 
descent  in  force  at  the  earliest  possible 
moment  in  the  spring.  On  the  first  day 
of  June  we  saw  from  our  ramparts  the 
sails  of  their  lleet  spreading  over  the  ho- 
rizon, and  by  the  eighth  they  attempted 
their  descent  by  land. 

We  made  such  defence  as  seemed  pos- 
sible at  the  time,  but,  like  all  unsuccessful 
efforts,  it  has  been  severely  criticised  since, 
chiefly  by  "the  gentleman  at  his  desk." 
xA.s  we  lay  in  position  at  our  post  at  the 
Cormorandiere,  hourly  expecting  the  land- 
ing of  the  enemy,  it  was  reported  by  our 
surgeon-general  M.  Gut^.rin,  that  we  w^ere 
utterly  without  provision  of  lint,  brandy, 
and  other  necessities  for  the  wounded. 
A  messenger  was  instantly  despatched 
with  a  requisition  to  the  Commissary, 
but  he  returned  with  a  message  from 
Prevost  saying,  "  There  are  none  of  these 
articles  in  the  King's  magazines;  if  the 
English  force  our  intrenchments,  it  will 
be  their  business  to  take  care  of  the 
wounded;  if,  on  the  other  hand,  we  are 
successful,  we  shall  have  time  enough  to 
attend  to  them.'' 

Our  colonel,  M.  de  St.  Julhien,  read 
this  heartless  reply  aloud  amid  the  deep- 
est execrations  on  the  part  of  our  officers, 
and  then  turning  to  me,  said,  "Here, 
Chevalier,  1  understand  there  is  no  love 
lost  between  you  and  this  creature.  I 
commission  you  to  see  that  these  require- 
ments are  fulfilled  by  the  morning." 
And  he  sat  down  and  wrote  an  order  on 
the  commissary  to  "deliver  to  the  Cheva- 
lier j\[axwell  such  stores  as  he  may  de- 
mand for  the  use  of  the  Company  d'Ar- 
tois." 

Armed  with  this  authority,  1  set  forth 
at  once,  and  arriving  at  the  town  about 
eight  o'clock,  made  my  way  to  the  Com- 
missary's house  and  demanded  him  with 
scant  ceremony. 

He  appeared  with  but  little  delay,  and 
I  caught  sight  of  the  bright  face  of  ma- 
dame,  alight  with  curiosity,  behind  him, 
though  he  clai)i)ed  the  door  to  sharply 
enough. 

"  Well,  Monsieur  le  Ijieutenant" — he 
t(K)k  a  petty  spite  in  disregarding  my 
title  of  Chevalier—"  what  brings  you  here 
away  from  your  post?'' 

"  Only  tlie  detinite  intention,  M.  le 
C<Mnmissaire,  of  seeing  that  you  obey  or- 
ders. I  require  stores  for  my  colonel; 
there  is  his  order,  and  if  you  try  any  of 
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your  devirs  tricks  with  me,  sir,  I  will 
make  no  more  of  ruiiniiig  you  throng-b 
than  I  would  a  rat.*' 

He  turned  as  white  as  a  piece  of  dried 
plaster. 

''Come,  sir,  none  of  your  shuffling. 
I  want  an  answer  at  once." 

"You'll  get  no  answer  from  me,  sir, 
other  than  I  have  sent.  I  have  no  stores; 
the  magazines  are  empt^^'' 

''  I  know  you  to  be  a  thief,  M.  le  Com- 
missaire,  and  it  is  no  great  stretch  of  im- 
agination to  believe  you  a  liar.  Show 
nie  your  vaults." 

''  Very  ^vell,  very  well.      We  shall  see 
who   is   right.     We  shall   see  who   is   a 
liar,"  and  he  started  off  with  alacrity. 
'•  Wait,  sir  I     Where  are  you  going?" 
"Only  into  the  next  room  to  get  my 
keys.'' 

"Very  well;  I'll  go  w^ith  you,"  and  I 
followed  him  into  the  next  room. 

Here  we  found  madame  on  tiptoe  with 
excitement  and  curiosity. 

"Where  are  you  going?  What  is  the 
matter?"  she  asked,  quickly. 

"None  of  your  business!"  roared  her 
liusbard,  with  his  usual  brutality. 

"Only  into  the  vault  to  look  for 
stores,"  I  answered,  throwing  as  much 
feeling  into  the  commonplace  answer  as 
was  possible. 

Prevost  provided  himself  with  a  Ian- 
thorn  and  led  the  way  through  the  ])as- 
sage  and  down  the  steps  leading  to  the 
cellars,  muttering  and  scolding  to  him- 
self, for  he  dared  not  make  a  complaint 
to  which  I  might  reply,  until  we  reached 
the  outer  door.  This  he  unlocked,  and  I 
discovered  a  long  passage,  evidently  un- 
derground, for  the  air  struck  me  as  damp 
and  chill  as  we  traversed  it  to  the  en- 
trance of  the  principal  vault,  which  he 
opened. 

"  There!  See  for  yourself  if  I  have  not 
told  the  truth.  It  is  as  empty  as  death  !" 
and  as  he  spoke  he  held  the  lanthorn 
high. 

But  this  did  not  satisfy  me,  for  I  was 
determined  to  take  nothing  for  granted 
until  I  had  personally  proved  the  truth 
of  his  ])rotestations. 

"Give  me  the  light,"  I  said,  taking  it 
from  him  as  I  entered. 

"Willingly,"  he  replied;  but  I  had 
not  taken  a  dozen  steps  before  I  heard  a 
clang,  the  quick  turn  of  a  key,  and  found 
that  I  was  a  prisoner,  trapped  like  a  rat 
by  the  man  I  most  hated  and  despised. 


At  first  I  was  inclined  to  laugh,  for  the 
turn  was  not  without  its  cleverness,  but 
tlie  inclination  was  quickly  stiiicd  as  I 
realized  what  such  a  situation  might  lead 
to  in  one  of  my  position. 

A  foreign  officer  failing  to  be  at  his 
post  at  a  moment  when  about  to  meet 
his  own  countrymen  face  to  face  w^ould 
be  a  default  open  to  such  construction  as 
filled  me  with  dismay  —  a  construction 
which  the  w^retch  who  had  trapped  me 
would  use  every  means  to  convert  into 
the  blackest  of  certainties.  When  the 
first  feeling  of  dismay  had  passed  I  made 
a  careful  examination  of  my  prison,  but 
the  result  brought  no  encouragement. 
The  vault,  which  Avas  an  outer  one,  was 
only  provided  with  two  heavy  doors,  the 
one  b}^  wiiicli  I  had  entered,  and  the 
other  doubtless  leading  to  another  vault. 
There  was  not  a  sign  of  an 3^  window  or 
opening,  and  the  Avails  Avere  covered  with 
a  white  coating  of  fungus.  In  one  cor- 
ner Avas  some  useless  household  lumber, 
and  against  the  wall  stood  a  Avooden  coffer 
like  those  in  Avell-to-do  farmers'  houses  at 
home;  save  for  these  odds  and  ends,  the 
place  Avas  indeed  empty  ;  in  so  far,  at 
least,  my  gentleman  had  not  lied. 

I  ])laced  my  lanthorn  on  the  floor,  and 
seating  myself  on  the  chest,  tried  to  form 
some  ])lan  of  action.  There  Avas  no  use 
in  attempting  to  attract  attention  by 
raising  an  outcry,  for  I  was  certainU^  un- 
derground, cut  oil'  by  the  long  passage 
from  the  house.  If  I  made  a  fire  the 
smoke  could  not  escape,  and  I  should 
only  gain  sufl'ocation  for  my  i)ains. 
There  Avas  absoluteh'  no  escape  that  I 
could  further  by  my  unaided  eft'ort. 
Dreadful  as  tliis  thought  was,  I  Avas  tor- 
tured by  others  infinitely  worse  ;  by 
])hantasms  that  the  future  might  well 
convert  into  horrid  realities. 

With  a  too-ready  imagination  I  framed 
the  crafty  charges  Avhicli  my  enemy  Avould 
])refer  against  me.  No  sense  of  shame 
would  prevent  him  from  distorting  my 
innocent  relations  toAvards  his  wife  into 
a  treacherous  attempt  upon  his  honor; 
he  Avould  no  doubt  trump  up  some  sug- 
gestive story  of  my  presence  in  his  house. 
My  unsup])oi'ted  statement  of  my  impris- 
onment must  stand  against  his  s})ecious 
tale  — the  word  of  the  accused  against 
that  of  the  injured  husband,  and  he  an 
official  Avith  powerful  backing.  The  ri- 
diculous trap  into  which  I  had  so  stupidly 
fallen  would  be  difficult  to  explain  with- 
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out  derision  at  any  time,  but  now  it  was 
a  time  of  actual  war,  when  any  infraction 
of  duty  would  be  punislied  with  the  se- 
verest penalty;  nothing  short  of  death 
would  be  a  sufficient  excuse  for  my  failure 
to  return  to  my  post. 

I  pictured  myself,  an  alien  —  for  a  for- 
eig-ner  is  always  an  alien  no  matter  what 
his  merit  or  service  may  be — fig-hting  for 
life  against  the  malevolence  of  a  virulent 
enemy,  contending  too  against  that  mon- 
strous perversion  of  justice  ^vhich  so  often 
sways  a  court  martial,  composed  as  it  is 
of  men  little  qualified  by  training  for 
impartial  judgment,  towards  the  severest 
interpretation  where  an  officer  without 
influence  is  concerned,  to  win  a  cheap 
applause  from  outsiders  and  inferiors. 

My  blood  ran  cold  at  the  thought.  I 
stared  at  the  lanthorn  until  my  eyes  ached, 
and  when  I  looked  elsewhere  the  image 
of  the  flame  only  faded  to  give  place  to 
another  scene  in  the  drama  that  tried  my 
fortitude  almost  beyond  endurance.  It 
was  early  dawn  outside  the  Brouillon 
Bastion,  chilling  sheets  of  fog  swept  in 
from  over  the  dull  waters,  and  there,  with 
back  against  the  ramparts,  stood  a  coatless 
figure,  with  pinioned  arms  and  bandaged 
eyes,  facing  a  file  of  soldiers — the  dreadful 
waiting  in  the  dark,  the  wliispered  com- 
mands, the  sudden  movement  of  the  men, 
and  then—  I  jumped  to  my  feet  trem- 
bling in  every  limb,  and  with  shaking 
hand  wiped  the  gathered  perspiration 
from  my  forehead,  but  could  not  wipe 
away  the  vision  of  the  men  staring  at 
tlie  motionless  figure  lying  face  down- 
ward on  the  trampled  grass,  dishonored, 
never  to  be  spoken  of  until  the  Great 
Day  Avhen  all  the  injustices  of  the  ages 
shall  be  righted  and  made  clear. 

I  again  seized  the  lanthorn  and  re-exam- 
ined every  stone  and  corner  with  feverish 
hope,  only  to  have  despair  triumph  over 
it  more  completely  than  before.  Then 
came  a  season  of  mad  revolt.  It  was 
too  liorrible,  too  im])ossible,  that  I.  Hugh 
Maxwell,  a  gentleman,  who  had  lived  del- 
icatel3^  who  had  shone  in  society  which 
the  world  courted,  who  had  loved  fair 
women,  had  talked  and  smiled  and  sung 
to  them,  could  in  a  few  short  hours  be 
lying  a  mangled  corpse  in  this  obscure 
corner  of  the  world,  could  die  the  death 
of  a  dog,  of  a  traitor,  the  most  shameful 
that  can  come  to  a  man  of  honor.  I  was 
filled  with  a  vast  pity  for  myself,  so 
mighty  and  overwhelming  that  tears  filled 


my  eyes  as  for  another,  for  I  saw  myself 
apart,  as  it  were,  as  distinctly  as  I  saw 
that  pitiful  figure  before  the  ramparts; 
then  the  childishness  of  it  flashed  across 
me  and  I  laughed  aloud  ;  but  my  laughter 
was  no  more  real  than  my  tears,  for  neither 
brought  relief,  and  the  weary  round  began 
again. 

How  many  hours  this  continued  I  do 
not  know,  but  my  attention  was  suddenly 
arrested  by  a  sound  at  the  door,  and  I 
made  out  a  jingle  of  keys.  Quickly  blow- 
ing out  the  light,  I  drew  my  sword  and 
prepared  to  force  an  exit,  no  matter  what 
the  odds.  But  scarce  had  the  door  moved 
when  I  caught  a  low  whisper.  "The 
chest  against  the  wall!  Quick  1"'  Then 
followed  the  voice  of  Madame  Prevost 
raised  in  dismay:  "  Mon  Dieu,  Charles! 
My  candle  lias  gone  out!  Hurry,  bring 
a  light!"' 

The  moment's  delay  sufficed;  I  gained 
the  chest  and  squeezed  myself  in,  letting 
the  lid  down  over  me. 

In  a  moment  and  before  my  heart 
ceased  beating  I  heard  her  clear  accents 
again.  "  There,  Charles!  There,  An toine! 
Take  it  up  and  carry  it  to  my  room." 
And  I  felt  the  chest  slowly  lifted,  and  the 
men  staggered  out,  complaining  loudly  of 
its  weight. 

Up  the  stairs  we  travelled,  uncomfort- 
ably for  me,  then  on  a  level  again  along 
the  passage;  and  I  was  laughing  to  my- 
self at  the  probable  outcome  of  my  ad- 
venture when  I  heard, 

''  Where  in  the  name  of  all  the  devils 
are  you  lugging  that  thing?" 

It  was  the  Commissary! 

"To  my  room.  I  want  to  put. my  furs 
away."  came  the  soft  answer  from  ma- 
danie. 

"Blague!  Put  it  down!"  And  I  was 
jarred  on  the  stone  flags. 

Then  came  a  pause,  and  I  was  s])ecu- 
lating  on  the  best  mode  of  attack  for  a 
man  in  this  unauthorized  position  when 
the  chest  was  lifted  at  one  end  and  again 
dropped  heavily. 

Then  came  the  same  voice,  but  with  a 
tone  of  triumph  to  it: 

"  Well,  do  as  you  like;  but  there  's  a 
lot  of  old  rubbish  in  it.  Take  it  first  and 
empty  it  over  the  Princess's  Bastion!" 
And  once  more  the  chest  was  slowlv 
lifted. 

A  pretty  situation  surely,  and  clever 
on  the  part  of  M.  the  Commissary  again. 
A  tumble  down    on   those  rocks  or   into 
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the  moat  would  be  equally  effective,  and 
would  not  require  such  explanations  as  if 
my  body  were  found  in  the  King's  vaults; 
but  my  g-entleman  reckoned  without  his 
host. 

My  scheme  was  as  simple  as  his  own. 
Hardly  had  we  got  clear  of  the  house  be- 
fore my  mind  was  made  up.  When  I 
judged  we  were  at  the  open  space  be- 
tween the  end  of  the  barricaded  street 
and  the  ramparts  I  uttered  a  terrifying 
yell  and  flapped  the  lid.  It  was  enough. 
The  chest  went  crashing  to  the  ground, 
and  I  crawled  out,  bruised  but  otherwise 
unhurt,  and  my  valiant  porters  were  out 
of  sight. 

Without  delay  I  made  my  way  to  M. 
Bois  de  la  Motiie,  in  charge  of  the  fleet, 
and  stated  the  case,  carefully  suppressing, 
however,  all  mention  of  my  personal  ad- 
venture, and  by  morning  was  in  posses- 
sion of  the  desired  stores,  extracted  from 
the  Commissary  by  a  peremptory  threat 
to  put  him  in  irons  and  send  him  to 
France  if  they  were  not  forth-coming. 

Long  before  our  preparations  could  be 
made  for  leaving  the  town,  the  sound  of 
musketry  reached  us  from  La  Cormoran- 
diere,  and  we  knew  the  landing  was  at- 
tempted. I  was  all  impatience  to  be  off, 
but  our  scanty  stores  could  not  be  risked 
if  the  attempt  were  successful;  so  with 
the  others  I  anxiously  awaited  the  result. 
But,  alas!  our  stoutest  hopes  were  dashed 
by  the  sight  of  white  uniforms  straggling 
over  the  crest  of  the  hill  in  full  flight, 
and,  instead  of  a  hospital  train,  I  was 
soon  heading  a  sortie  to  su])]K:)rt  the  re- 
treat of  our  troops,  with  the  cannon  tliun- 
dering  over  our  heads  to  cover  their  en- 
trv  into  the  threatened  town. 


CHArTER    XI. 
"A  FRIEND  AT  ONE's  BACK  18  A  SAFE  BRIDGE." 

One  after  another  our  positions  Avere 
abandoned  or  driven  in,  until  our  plan 
of  defence  from  our  outlying  works  en- 
tirely failed,  and  we  Avere  forced  to  fall 
back  on  the  sorr\^  defences  of  the  town 
itself. 

Our  ships  did  little  or  no  eff'ective 
service,  and  though  we  succeeded  in  clos- 
ing the  mouth  of  the  harbor  and  were 
comparatively  safe  on  that  side,  the  Eng- 
lisli  cre])t  closer  and  closei*  until  they 
hemmed  us  in  between  their  ever -con- 
tracting lines  and  the  sea. 

On  the  evening  of  the  8th  of  July  the 


colonel  of  the  regiment  of  Bourgogne 
called  for  volunteers,  and  leaving  the 
town  by  night  six  hundred  strong,  we 
hurled  ourselves  upon  the  enemy's  south- 
ern line,  only  to  be  driven  back  with 
heavy  enough  losses  on  each  side,  and  at 
daybreak  we"  saw  the  English  General 
Wolfe  in  a  more  advanced  position. 

Among  the  prisoners  we  carried  in 
with  us  was  a  young  offlcer  of  the  78th, 
a  Highland  regiment. 

My  services  as  interpreter  were  not  re- 
quired, as  he  spoke  French  perfectly,  so 
that  it  was  not  until  after  his  interview 
with  M.  de  Drucour  that  I  met  him  in 
company  with  my  colonel. 

"Chevalier,  a  countryman  of  your 
own,  an  unwilling  guest  on  our  poor 
hospitality.  Captain  Nairn,  the  Cheva- 
lier de  Kirkconnel." 

W^e  bowed,  but  I  supplemented  the 
courtesy  by  extending  my  hand,  for  I 
was  in  no  doubt  for  a  moment  as  to  his 
identity,  his  likeness  to  his  sister  Mar- 
garet being  remarkable. 

"Captain  Nairn  is  well  known  to 
me,"  I  said,  laughing.  "I  could  even 
name  him  more  intimately.'' 

"  Indeed,  and  what  might  that  be  ?"'  he 
returned,  on  his  guard. 

"Archie." 

"God  bless  my  soul  !  Who  are  you, 
sir?  I  haven't  heard  that  name  for  ten 
years!"  he  exclaimed,  in  the  greatest  sur- 
prise. 

"  I  can  go  even  farther.  I  can  name 
a  certain  mission  which  ended  in  Fort 
William." 

"Sir,"  he  answered,  with  grave  dig- 
nity, "I  dislike  mystifications.  Who 
told  you  these  things?" 

"  One  Maxwell." 

"Have  a  care,  sir;  you  are  naming 
one  to  whom  I  am  under  deep  obligation." 

"I  am  naming  one.  Captain  Nairn, 
wlu:)  will  be  as  pleased  to  be  of  service  to 
you  now  as  then." 

At  this  his  face  fairly  flamed  with 
pleasure,  and  he  caught  my  hands  in 
both  his. 

"Chevalier,  I  know  you  now.  Max- 
well of  Kirkconnell  There  is  no  man  I 
would  rather  meet  in  this  world  than 
yourself." 

"I  cannot  make  out  a  word  of  your 
jargon,"  broke  in  M.  de  St.  Julhien, 
"but  you  seem  to  understand  each  other. 
Barbarians,  va  !  You  are  best  left  in 
charge  of  each  other.     You  are  on  pai'ole, 
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remembei',  Ca])taiu  Nairn,  and  you 
are  on  your  honor  as  liost,  renienibei-. 
Chevalier.  Do  not  disoi'ace  our  reputa- 
tion for  hos()itality.  Jf  your  cellar  is 
low,  I  liave  a  bottler  or  two  uncracked," 
lie  cried  as  he  bowed  aiul  walked  otV,  and 
we  took  our  way  to  my  (quarters. 

My  heart  was  burstinii'  foi*  news  of  my 
dear  Marg-ai'ct,  but  tliese  w(M'e  th(>  last 
tidings  I  could  ask  of  a  briMlier  whose 
sister  had  cast  him  off.  Jn  ordinai'v 
courtesy  I  had  to  abandon  my  ])(M"soiiaI 
<ifratification  and  feiuii  a  lively  inlert^st 
in  liis  adventures. 

These,  liowever,  T  have  no  inhMition  of 
inllicting-  upon  my  readers.  I  have  re- 
fi'ained  from  telling  mucli  of  interest  in 
connection  with  myself  through  a  reti- 
cence which  is  perhaps  blamable:  and 
Captain  Nairn,  although  i-elating  a 
tale  which  bore  every  impress  of  truth, 
was  bald  in  his  maniuM'.  lacking  that 
lively  sensibility  which  is  tlu^  charm  of 
all  cultivated  narratioji,  and  IxMug  un 
able  to  view  any  occuri-ence  savt>  from 
a  pei'sonal  stand,  was  utterly  lacking  in 
any  sense  of  humor. 
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At  length  I  felt  I  was  jiistili(>d  in  ask- 
ing for  tidings  of  her  who  to  nu^  had  al- 
ways been  th(»  dearest  and  best  of  women. 

"  Vou  are  awar(\  C;i])l;iin  Naiiai, 
that  when  with  my  cousin  Lady  Jane 
Druuimond  in  London  and  J'ai'is  [  saw 
much  of  your  sister  Margar(>l.  1  know 
of  the  unhappy  resolution  she  took',  on 
liearing  of  your  accei>tance  of  servic(^ 
under  King  (uM)rg(\  but  may  T  hop<^  that 
it  is  dissii)ated  evo  now.  and  that  you  can 
give  me  news  of  Ihm',  for  these  hostilities 
have  pr(^V(Mited  all  correspondence  for 
neai-  a  year  ])ast  '." 

"  Xo,'"  he  answered,  gravely  :  "my  })oor 
sister  has  never  brought  herself  to  for- 
giv(»  me,  aiul  I  have  nev(M-  had  woi-d  from 
\\oy  direct  since  1  informed  her  of  my  re- 
solve. 1  heard  before  sailing  that  Lady 
Jane  had  died  eai'ly  last  ycuv,  leaving 
her  well  |)rovided.  and  1  should  not  be 
surpris<Hl  to  learn  tliat  she  had  taken  the 
V(m1,  as  th<M"e  was  some  disa))poin tment 
in  connection  with  th(^  ViconUe  d(^  Trin- 
card<'l,  whom,  1  believe,  she  was  to  have 
mari'ied." 

And   witli  this  T  had   to  be  content,  for 
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Nairn  was  not  a  man  of  many  words, 
and  in  any  ('vent  liis  acquaintance  with 
Ills  sister,  whom  he  had  not  seen  since  a 
cliikl,  was  slio-ht  compared  with  mine. 

^Meantime  the  besieging-  line  crept  closer 
and  closer  about  ns.  Building  after  build- 
ing went  crashing  down,  or  was  swept 
lieavenward  in  a  tower  of  flame;  our 
weakened  ramparts  crumbled  day  and 
nig'lit  before  the  never-ceasing  storm  of 
shot  and  shell  breaking  on  them,  and  the 
very  earth  trembled  nnder  the  incessant 
thunder  of  the  bombardment. 

Our  one  hope  lay  in  the  api)earance  of 
Sarennes.  wlio  had  been  ordered  to  our 
relief  with  a  suflicient  foi-ce  of  Canadians 
and  Indians.  Not  that  the  latter  are  by 
any  means  the  formidable  foe  generally 
imagined,  but  the  terror  of  their  name 
w^as  great  in  European  eai's,  and  any  di- 
version on  the  ])art  of  so  dreaded  an  ally 
would  give  us  instant  relief.  This  was 
the  liope  that,  su])ported  us  ;  our  gallant 
fellows  stood  by  their  guns  on  their  ci'um- 
bling  I'amparts,  and  as  they  fell  ])eside 
them  moj'etlian  one  man  said:    "Our  turn 


next. 


Wait  till  thev  s(m;  the  savages!'' 


'■  CV)Ui'age,  my  children  I  Weonlyneed 
Sarennes  to  show  liinisclf,''  Drucour  I'e- 
peated  as  an  incentiv<;  when  he  market! 
the  lire  slacken. 

"There  is  another  signal  for  M.  de 
Sarennes  I"  cried  his  intre])id  hidy  un- 
dauntedly, as  she  daily  lired  lier  three 
cannon  with  her  own  brave  hands,  and 
day  by  day  men  and  oilicers  uncovered 
and  cheered  her  as  she  ])assed. 

Within  the  crowded  casemates  by  the 
King's  Bastion,  llie  only  place  of  safety 
now  left,  terrilied  Avomen  and  children 
we{)t  and  j)ra,yed,  and  wounded  men  cried 
and  raved  foi'  the  dela_yed  succor;  every 
time  the  enemy's  lire  slackened  for  an  in- 
stant, it  was  Sarennes  who  had  attacked 
them  in  rear;  oyevy  time  the  thunder  re- 
doubled in  the  vaulted  cliamb(^rs,  it  was 
our  support  of  Sarennes's  attem})t;  but  as 
day  after  day  came  and  went  without,  re- 
lief, the  weeping,  prayers,  crying,  and  rav- 
ings were  hushed  into  a  dull  despaii",  and 
on  the  ramparts  and  in  tlie  casemates  men 
cursed  at  the  very  mention  of  that  name 
which  had  so  long  been  their  sole  sup- 
port. 

One  night  in  the  middle  of  July, 
Nairn,  in  discussing  the  probable  length 
of  our  resistance,  said  to  me, 


''Chevalier,  what  will  you  do  when 
ihis  is  at  an  end  r" 

Although  it  was  a  question  which  had 
been  perplexing  me  constantly.  I  an- 
swered carelessly  enough,  "If  this  bom- 
bai'dment  keeps  up.  the  chances  ai-e  that 
I  sliall  not  be  called  upon  to  settle  so  im- 
portant a  point." 

"Chances  enough."  lie  responded, 
gravely;  "  it  is  never  the  number  of  men 
who  fall,  but  the  number  who  escape,  at 
which  I  am  astonislied.  But  that  is  not 
the  point.  I  have  been  tliinking  much, 
and  am  much  troubled  about  your  fu- 
ture." 

"So  am  I.  for  that  mattei*.  though  I 
have  never  found  that  I  liave  advanced 
it  by  a  hair's-breadth  by  losing  a  night's 
slee])  over  it.  No,  no.  Captain  Nairn, 
the  best  thing  that  can  happen  to  me  is 
to  do  the  grande  culbute." 

"  Chevalier.  I  am  not  only  under  heavy 
])ersonal  obligation  toward  you.  but  the 
memory  of  your  friendship  for  me 
and  mine  ties  me  closer  to  you  than 
you  kiu:)W.  I  stand  liigh  in  the  esteem 
of  my  general,  who  in  tui'ii  can  com- 
mand attention  to  ai»y  request.  You 
have  a))pr<)ved  of  my  own  conduct  in  ac- 
cepting sei'vice;  let  me  o])en  the  way  for 
you  to  the  same  honoi-able  career.  You 
liave  abundantly  ])aid  your  debt  to 
France;  give  your  arm  to  your  own  peo- 
))le.  Surely  thei-e  come  times  when  you 
dream  of  '  home.'  " 

"Captain  Naii'u."  I  answered,  "be- 
lieve nu\  I  can  })ay  you  no  higher  com- 
pliment than  ill  saying  I  i-eceive  your 
words  without  otl'ence.  I  am  sensible, 
deeply  sensil)le  of  the  kindness,  may  I 
say  the  atl'ection,  which  ])ronipts  your 
ott'er;  but  'my  peo])le'  are  wanderers  on 
the  face  of  the  earth;  my  lot  is  that  of 
the  soldier  of  fortune.  '  Home.' Nairn  I 
Though  I  have  never  set  iny  foot  on  my 
own  soil  save  as  an  outlaw  and  a  rebel, 
my  heart  at  times  grows  faint  for  it,  and 
the  turn  of  an  old  song  sets  my  bi'ain 
acliing    and    my   eyes    longing,    but    my 

Iv    inheritance    has    been    the    loyalty 
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which  has  robbed  me  of  it  all.  That  I 
am  on  the  other  side  is  my  misfortune; 
that  I  have  inspired  your  respect  and  af- 
fection is  my  rewai'd.  I  thank  you  from 
the  bott(nn  of  my  heart,  but.  do  not  men- 
tion the  subject  again  if  you  love  me." 

One    personal    gratification    the    siege 
brought  to  me  was  the  renewal  of  mv  in- 


} 


t/'.>^ 


/ 


■",V 


CHEVALIER,   I    KNOW    YOU    NOW. 


tei'course  with  the  fair  Madame  Prevost. 
Now  that  I  liad  liei'  li'uciihMit  ]insl)aiKl 
under  my  thumb,  for  I  iieUl  exposui'e 
over  hiin  like  tlie  sword  of  Damocles,  1 
was  free  to  see  as  much  of  her  as  I  chose. 

People  eat  and  sleep,  breathe  and  hope, 
though  danger  may  lie  down  with  them 
by  night  and  draw  their  curtaijis  with 
the  day;  at  such  times  tlie  most  marked 
ditfereiice  is  that  life  goes  with  a  faster 
foot,  so  that  my  intimacy  with  my 
charming  rescuer  grew  at  a  ])ace  alto- 
gether disproportionate  to  the  hours. 

On  the  evening  of  the  2-lth  of  .Inly, 
when  capitulation  was  unavoidable, 
when  our  lire  was  so  weak  that  it  was 
more  like  funeral  guns  than  a  defence, 
and  our  one  anxiety  was  to  obtain  hon- 
orable terms,  Madame  Prevost  came  to 
me  in  a  sad  state  of  distraction. 

'' Chevalier,"  she  said,  ''it  is  hoi)elessI 
No  matter  what  the  commandant  may 
resolve,  we  are  betrayed.  Prevost  will 
force  tiieni  to  accept  any  terms,  no  mat- 
ter how  great  the  humiliation.  It  is 
nothing  to  him  so   long   as  he  escapes; 


but  it  is  death  to  me.  I  luive  been  de- 
si)ised  all  these  years  on  account  of  my 
connection  with  him;  I  have  siillVi-etl 
tortures  of  shame  daily  through  the 
siege,  and  now  it  is  to  b{'  crowned  with 
this  height  of  infamy.  1  cannot  bear  it. 
I  cannot  look  upon  it."  And  tlu^  i)oor 
distracted  creature  fell  to  sobbing  and 
weeping  as  if  her  very  heart  would  break. 

When  she  had  recovered  somewhat  she 
revealed  her  design,  which  was  that, 
should  J^revost  succeed  in  forcing  the 
commandant  to  the  disgraceful  sui-render 
we  all  feared,  she  and  I  would  escape  to- 
gether. 

I  was  much  moved  by  her  generous 
offer,  for  generous  it  was  beyond  a  doubt. 
I  have  known  too  much  of  women  not  to 
recognize  when  full  credit  should  be  given 
to  theii'  virtues,  and  if  Madame  Prevost 
had  a  second  thought  beyond  escaping 
from  the  disgi'ace  of  the  capitulation, 
then  I  know  nothing  of  the  sex. 

"  ]\Iy  dearest  madame,''  I  answered, 
warmly,  "  'tis  quite  out  of  the  questitm." 

"Why?     I   have  seen  old   Gourdeau, 
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the  })il()i:  liis  t\YO  sons  have  a  boat  at 
iiiv  service.  They  know  every  hole  and 
cornel'  of  tlie  liarbor,  and  will  do  anything- 
foi'  nie.'' 

■•  Tlie  boat  is  not  the  question,  my  dear 
niadanie;  it  is  yourself  I  am  thinking-  of." 

••  Well.  I  am  ready.  I  will  have  every- 
thing in  readiness;  if  the  capitulation  be 
not  sig-ned  by  nightfall,  it  will  be  by  the 
morning,  and  the  moment  it  is  determined 
on.  you  are  free.  We  can  easily  pass  out 
by  the  wicket  near  the  P>rouillon  Bastion, 
and  the  G(nirde:iu  will  l)e  at  their  post. 
I  have  thought  of  everything-."' 

"Pardon  me,  madame;  you  have 
thought  of  everything-  save  youi'self. 
Have  you  thought  of  what  the  world 
will  say  to  your  flight  with  me?  It  will 
only  credit  you  with  motives  of  which  I 
know  y(^u  have  never  dreamed  f' 

''Oh  mon  Dieu,  monsieur!  thisiscruel  of 
you  I"  she  cried,  much  distressed.  ''  I  was 
thinking  as  much  of  you  as  of  myself." 

"You  were  I  a»n  sure,  thinking  more 
of  me  than  of  your.self,  and  for  this  I 
speak  plainly,  madame.  I  am  overcome 
with  your  g-enerosity,  but  my  appreciation 
of  it  i>.  too  high  to  allow  you,  an  honor- 
able woman,  to  wreck  your  g-ood  name 
for  my  sak'e.  I  cannot  g-o  among-  the 
English,  whereyou  might  be  unrecognized, 
but  where  I  am  still  a,  ])rosci-il)ed  i'el)el  ; 
you  cajinot  go  among  your  own  jx'ople 
to  Quebec,  where  you  would  but  sulVer  a 
martyrdom  for  your  couj'age  and  sacri- 
l\c(\  No,  no,  my  dear  madame,  believe 
me.  it  is  not  to  be  thought  of  I" 

Here  she  began  to  cry  again,  somewhat 
to  my  I'elief,  for  I  saw  that  her  resolution 
was  giving  way. 

"Oil,  mon  ami!  I  have  been  nothing 
but  a  silly  fool  of  a  w^oman  all  my  life  ! 
Since  my  husband  married  me  out  of  a 
convent,  no  man  has  spoken  to  me  l)ut 
to  Hatter  or  to  make  love,  until  you  came. 
You  are  the  only  one  who  has  treated 
me  as  an  equal,  and  l)ecause  of  this  I 
would  do  anything  for  you.  I  care 
nothing  for  wdiat  tiie  world  says  I" 

"Probably  not,  madame.  because  you 
have  no  idea  what  exti'emely  cj'uel  things 
it  can  say,"  I  i-eturned,  foi*  enthusiasm  is 
a  bad  beginning  for  argument.  "  Ihit 
suppose  I  were  willing.  I  have  only  my 
sword  to  depend  upon,  and  you  know 
how^  much  that  is  worth  nowadays!  If 
I  turned  it  into  a  s])it,  I  could  not  even 
provide  a  capon  to  roast  upon  it.  But 
long  before    we   came    to   that   pass    we 


would  infallibly  be  captured  or  starved, 
for  a  woman  cannot  put  up  with  the 
hardships  of  such  a  venture.  I  had 
some  months  of  it  in  Scotland  after  the 
Forty-five,  and  I  know  what  it  means. 
To  lodge  a  la  belle  etoile,  and  to  dine 
with  Duke  Humphrey,  as  we  English 
put  it,  may  be  the  highest  i-omance,  but 
I  assure  you  the  quai'ters  are  draughty  in 
the  one.  and  the  table  bai'e  with  the  other." 

As  I  spoke  her  face  brightened,  and  by 
the  time  I  made  an  end  she  took  both 
my  hands  and  said,  determinedly  :  "Then, 
mon  ami.  you  shall  go  alone.  I  will 
have  everything  in  I'eadiness.  and  I  do  it 
for  you  with  all  my  heart — the  more  so 
that  your  I'efusal  makes  it  better  worth 
the  doing,"  she  added,  with  an  attempt  at 
a  laugh,  and  then  turned  and  i*an  oti',  that 
she  might  notdiscover  her  feelings  furlliei-. 

It  was  a  sui'prising  outcome,  and  nnich 
as  I  regretted  the  seeniingly  ungracious 
])art  I  was  forced  to  l)lay,  I  could  not  but 
rejoice  at  the  ojjportunity  offered  of  es- 
caping from  English  hands,  ])articulai'ly 
those  of  such  regiments  as  Lee's.  Las- 
celles's.  or  AYarburton's,  my  old  o])])o- 
nents  in  Scotland.  Thei'e  was  no  diffi- 
culty in  cai-rying  out  the  sim))le  plan, 
for.  in  ])i'oviding  the  boat  and  the  men, 
Madame  I'revost  had  overcome  the  one 
obstacle.  Hostilities  would  be  sus])end- 
ed,  vigilance  would  be  i-elaxed,  and  if  the 
cai)itulation  wei'e  not  signed  before  night- 
fall, it  would  be  an  easy  matter  to  gain 
the  harbor,  and  under  cover  of  the 
night  to  pass  the  enemy's  batteries  and 
make  some  unguarded  point  on  the  coast 
beyond  their  lines  befoi'e  day. 

It  fell  out  much  as  we  had  anticij)ated. 
M.  de  Drucoui'  demanded  the  same  terms 
as  tiiose  extended  to  the  English  at  Port 
Mahon.  in  ^Minorca.  These  were  refused, 
and  he  resolved,  with  our  unanimous  con- 
S(mt.  to  abide  by  the  assault.  But  Pi-evost 
was  at  work,  and  so  artfully  did  he  ])lay 
on  our  commandant  that  by  eleven  o'clock 
the  same  night.  July  25.  1758.  the  terms 
of  the  harsh  capitulation  were  accei)ted. 

At  midnight,  the  ca})itulation  being 
completed.  I  passed  out  by  the  Brouillon 
Bastion,  fouiul  the  men  with  their  shallop 
in  readiness,  and  ste])})ing  in,  said,  in  an- 
swer to  their  query  : 

"The  ca])itulation  has  been  signed; 
the  Piiiglisli  entei"  in  the  morning." 

"  *  Dieu  seul  devine  les  sots,*"  quoted 
old  Gourdeau,  sadly.      "  Shove  otl'!" 

[to    BK    CO-NTINUKI).] 


THE     REPEISAL. 

BY   H.  W.  McVICKAR. 


T  was  tlie  17tli  of  Marcli,  vet 

tlie    sun    slioiie    brilliantly, 

and    the    air    was    soft    and 

balmy  as  on  any  July  day. 

Even   the   g-ood    Saint  Patrick 

could  have  found   no  possible 

cause  for  com])laint. 

Most   of   the  invalids   about 

tlie   hotel   had   ventured    forth 

upon    the    terrace,  and    sat    in 

gi-oups  of  twos  and  threes  baslc- 

ing"    in    the    sunshine.       Their 

more   fortunate  brethi*en    who 

were    sojourn  iiig    merely     for 

rest   after   the   arduous   duties 

of    a    social    season    had    long* 

'^]^       since  taken   themselves  off  to 

^'        V,™       the  pursuits  best  suited  to  their 

"""«''  !-    It     inclinations  and  livers. 

One  except'on,however, there 
was  to  this  general  rule.  A 
young  man  of  some  thirty  years  of  age, 
who,  seated  upon  the  first  step  of  a  series 
leading  from  the  terrace  to  the  road, 
seemed  quite  content  to  enjoy  the  warmth 
and  sunshine  in  a  purely  passive  way. 

To  some  of  those  seated  in  their  invalid- 
chairs  it  seemed  as  if  he  had  not  moved 
or  changed  his  position  for  houi-s.  and 
after  a  while  his  absolute  repose  rather 
irritated  them. 

Nevertheless,  he  sat  there  with  his  el- 
bows resting  on  his  knees  and  a  cigarette 
between  his  lips.  The  cigarette  hail  long 
gone  out,  but  to  all  ap})earances  he  was 
blissfully  unconscious  of  the  fact. 

A  pair  of  rather  attractive  eyes  were 
gazing  into  space,  and  at  times  there  was 
a  fine,  sensitive  expression  about  his  lips, 
but  the  rest  of  his  features  were  common- 
place, neither  good  nor  bad.  Ilis  face  be- 
ing smooth-shaven  gave  him  from  a  dis- 
tance a  decidedly  boyish  a])|)eai'ance. 

There  was  something,  however,  about 
him  which  miglit  be  termed  interesting, 
somethine:    a     trifle    diH'erent    from    his 


neighbors.  Even  his  clothes  had  that 
slight  difference  that  hardly  can  be  ex- 
plained. 

Aftei'  a  while  his  attention  was  drawn 
to  a  very  smart -looking  traj),  half  dog 
and  half  training  cart,  which  for  the  past 
fifteen  minutes  had  been  driven  up  and 
down  by  the  most  diminutive  of  grooms. 
Slowly  he  took  in  every  detail,  the  high- 
actioned  haclcney,  the  handsome  harness, 
the  livery  of  the  groom,  even  the  wicker 
basket  under  the  seat  with  its  ])adlock 
hanging  on  the  hasp.  Lazily  he  attempt- 
ed to  deci])her  the  nionogi-am  on  the 
cart's  shining  sides,  but  without  success. 
Five  minutes  more  passed,  and  still  uj) 
and  down  drove  the  groom.  AVas  its 
owner  never  coming?  he  thought.  Sui-e- 
ly  it  must  be  a  woman  to  keej)  it  waiting 
such  a  time.  Little  by  little  he  became 
moi-e  intei'ested  in  the  vehicle,  and  inci- 
dentally in  its  niisti-ess,  and  he  found  him- 
self conjecturing  as  to  what  manner  of 
])ers()n  this  was.  AVas  she  tall  or  short, 
fat  or  lean,  good  figure  or  bad.  On  the 
wiiole,  he  thought  she  must  be  "hoi-sy."' 
That  ])robably  ex})ressed  it  all. 

How  long  tiie.se  conjectures  would  have 
lasted  it  would  be  hai'd  to  say,  had  not 
just  then  the  owner  of  the  trap  and  hoi-se 
and  diminutive  gi'oom  herself  ])ut  in  an 
ai)peai'ance.  She  came  out  of  the  hotel 
entrance  di'awing  on  one  tan -colored 
glove  about  three  times  too  big  foi*  a 
rather  i)retty  hand.  She  woiv  a  light- 
coU)red  driving-coat  which  )'(\iched  to  her 
heels,  and  adornetl  with  mother  of-p(>arl 
buttons  big  enough  to  IxMised  for  saucers. 
As  she  passed  down  the  st(^])s  he  had  a 
good  opportunity  to  take  her  in,  and  when 
she  stopped  t(^  give  the  horse  a  luni])  of 
sugar,  a  still  b(Mt(M'  chance  foi-  observa- 
tion w\as  afforded, 

He  could  hardly  say  whether  she  was 
good-looking  or  not;  he  was  inclined  to 
think'  she  was.  She  had  a  v(M-y  winning- 
smile — this  he  noticed  as  she  gave  some 
instructions  to  the  groom.  On  the  whole 
his  verdict  Avas  rather  flattering  than 
otherwise,  for  she  impressed  him  as  being 
decidedly  smart,  and  that  with  him  cov- 
ered a  multitude  of  sins. 

At    last    she    took    up    her    skirts    and 
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stepped  into  the  cart,  galbei'ed  i\\)  the 
lines,  and  drew  tlie  whip  from  its  socket. 
The  iii'oom  scrambled  up  somehow,  and 
after  a  little  preliminary  })awino-  of  the 
ail',  the  hors(^  and  cart,  driver  and  groom, 
disappeared  down  the  road. 

' '  liel  lo.  Jack  !  What  are  yoii  doing-  here 
sitting  in.  the  sun:'  Come  along  and  have 
a  game  of  golf  with  me." 

"Thanks!  By-the-bye,  do  you  know 
who  that  youDg-  woman  is  who  has  just 
di-iven  ott':'"' 

"  Certainly  ;  Miss  Violet  Easton,  of 
Washingtoii ;  very  fond  of  horses:  keeps 
a  lot  of  hunters  :  rich  as  mud.  Would  you 
like  to  know  herf 

"Yes.  Much  obliged  for  the  informa- 
tion. Oh,  play  golf?  No;  it's  a  ver\^ 
overrated  game  ;  you  liad  better  count  me 
out  this  morning'." 

An  hour  later,  when  slie  returned,  had 
she  taken  the  trouble  to  notice,  she  would 
have  seen  him  still  sitting  at  the  top  of 
the  same  llight  of  steps,  seemingly  ab- 
sorbed in  nothing. 

II. 

Three  weeks  had  now  ])assed  since  that 
17th  day  of  March,  and  Jack  Mordaimt 
Ijad  been  introduced  to  Miss  Easton;  had 
walked  and  driven  with  Miss  Easton;  had 
ridden  Miss  Easton's  horses  to  the  hunt 
three  times  a  week  —  in  fact,  had  been 
seen  so  much  in  the  society  of  the  young 
woman  that  gossips  had  already  b(\L;uu  to 
cou])le  their  names. 

If,  however,  Miss  Easton  and  Mr.  Mor- 
daunt  were  aware  of  this  fact,  it  se<']ned 
in  no  wise  to  trouble  them,  nor  to  cause 
their  meetings  to  be  less  frequent.  A  very 
close  observer  might,  if  he  had  taken  the 
trouble  to  observe,  have  noticed  that  on 
these  various  occasions  Miss  Easton's  col- 
or would  be  slightly  accentuated,  and  that 
there  was  a  i)erceptible  increa.se  in  the 
interest  she  was  wont  to  vouchsafe  to  the 
ordinary  ])ublic.  But  then  there  wei-e  no 
close  observers,  or  if  there  were  they  had 
other  things  to  interest  them. 

On  this  particular  day— it  was  then 
about  2  I\M. — Jack  Moi'daunt  leaned  lazily 
against  the  othce  desk,  deeply  absorbed  in 
the  perusal  of  a  letter.  Tlu^  furrow  that 
was  quite  distinct  between  his  eyes  would 
seem  to  indicate  that  the  contents  of  the 
same  were  far  from  agreeal>le. 

Twice  already  had  lie  read  the  e[)istle, 
and  was  now  engaged  in  going  over  it 
for  the  third  time. 


He  was  faultlessly  attired  in  his  hunt- 
ing tliing-s.  this  being  Saturday  and  the 
i-un  of  the  week.  Whatever  disagreeable- 
ness  may  have  occurred.  Jack  Mordaunt 
was  at  least  a  philos(.)pher.  and  had  no 
intention  of  missing  a  meet  so  long  as 
Miss  Easton  was  willing  to  see  that  he 
Avas  well  mounted.  His  single-breasted 
pink  frock-coat  was  of  the  latest  cut,  and 
his  white  moleskin  breeches  and  black 
pink-top  boots  were  the  best  that  London 
makers  could  tui-n  out.  His  silk  hat  and 
gloves  lay  upon  the  office  desk  beside 
him. 

"You  seem  vastly  absorbed  in  that  let- 
ter, Mr.  Mordaunt;  this  is  the  .second  time 
I  have  tried  to  attract  your  attention,  but 
with  little  success.  I  trust  the  contents 
are  more  than  interesting." 

Jack  whirled  I'ound  to  find  himself 
face  to  face  with  ]Miss  Easton.  Try  as 
he     would,    the     telltale     blood     slowlv 
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mounted  to  his  tanned  cheeks,  suffusing 
his  entire  face  with  a  ruddy  hue.  In- 
stinctively he  crumpled  up  the  letter  in 
his  hand  and  thrust  it  into  his  coat  ])ock- 
et.  then,  with  a  |)0()r  attempt  at  a  smile, 
answered  her  question.     "  Yes;    the  letter 
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contains  disagreea- 
ble news,  at  least  so 
far  as  I  am  con- 
cerned. In  fact,  I 
will  have  to  return 
to  New  York  Sun- 
day mornino-." 

"  But  you  are 
coming-  back?" 

He  siiook  bis 
head.  "  "I  fear  it 
will  be  '  good  by.'  '■ 

Did  he  observe 
the  quiver  of  her 
lips?  Perhaps  so. 
Still,  no  one  would 
have  known  it  as  lie 
stood  there,  swing- 
ing his  hunting-crop 
like  a  pendulum 
from  one  finger. 

And  she  —  well, 
the  quiver  did  not 
last  long,  and  with 
a  little  laugh  and 
shrug  slie  contin- 
ued :  ''I  suppose 
most  pleasant  times 
come  to  an  end,  and 
perha])S  it  is  better 
that  they  sliould 
come  too  soon  than 
too  late.  But,  Mr. 
Mordaunt,  we  must 
be  going — that  is,  if 
we  are  to  be  in  time 
for  the  meet." 

"  Where  is  it  to 
be?" 

"  At  Farmingdtile,  and   that   i^ 
miles  away." 

Together  they  wallced  down  the  wid(^ 
corridor,  and  many  ;in  admiring  glance 
wns  bestowed  upon  them  as  they  passinl, 
and  many  an  insinuating  wink  and  shrug 
w^as  ^'iven  as  soon  as  their  backs  were 
turned. 

Together  they  })assed  thrc^ugh  the  hohd 
door  on  to  the  terrace  and  down  the  steps 
— those  same  steps  uj)on  whicli  Jack  Mor- 
daunt had  sat  just  tliree  weelcs  ago  and 
watched  lier  drive  away.  Thei'e  was  tiie 
same  trap  waiting,  the  same  diminutive- 
looking  groom  standing  at  the  horse's 
head.  He  helped  hei"  in,  a,  trilh^  more  ten- 
derly, perhaps,  than  was  absolutely  neces- 
sary. Then  he  mounted  to  the  soul  l)eside 
her,  and  away  they  (]rov(\  tlie  groom  be- 
hind hancins:  on  as  bv  his  evelids. 


4-#^ 


^/. 


cf'y  /A  J     '  /I,    J     I 


twelve 


THKTR    TIOMKWARD    JOURNEY, 

All  dai'ing  those  twelve  miles  they 
talked  together  of  anything  and  evei'v- 
tliing.  sav(^  on  the  on(^  sul)j(^ct  which  was 
uppermost  in  thcii'  minds.  Jieligiously 
they  abstained  from  discussing  them- 
selves, and  yet  they  knew  that  sooner  or 
later  that  subject  would  have  to  be  bi'oach- 
(h1.  Tnst  iiu't  i  vcly.  however,  tli(\v  both 
avoided  it,  as  if  in  tluMr  hearts  they  knew 
that  from   it   no  good  could  come. 

At  i'\inningdah\  as  they  drove  into  the 
stable-yard  behind  the  little  country  tiiv- 
ern,  all  thoughts  but  of  the  hunt  wvve 
banished,  at  least  for  the  moment.  They 
wer(^  both  too  keen  about  the  sport  not  to 
feel  their  pulses  quicken  at  the  familiar 
scene  and  sounds. 

All  the  hunters  had  been  sent  over  in 
the  morning,  and  stood  ready  in  the  ad- 
joining stalls  and    sheds  ;    grooms    were 
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taking-  off  and  fokling  blankets,  tighten- 
ing- girths  and  stra])S  preparatory  to  the 
start.  In  tlie  middle  of  the  stable-yard, 
O'Uoin'ke,  the  first  whip,  was  struggling 
willi  all  his  might  and  main  to  get  into 
liis  pink  coat,  which  had  grown  a  trifle 
tight,  and  was  giving  the  finishing  touch 


MIDNIGHT    IS    A    FRIEND. 


es  to  his  toilet,  gazing  at  himself  in  a 
broken  piece  of  looking-glass  that  a 
fi'iendly  groom  was  patiently  holding  up 
before  him. 

Gentlemen  and  grooms  were  going  and 
coming,  giving  and  receiving  their  final 
instructions.  The  baying  of  the  hounds, 
and  the  dashes  liere  and  there  of  coloi' 
from  ])ink  coats,  all  went  to  make  up  a 
most  charming  and  exhilarating  picture. 

Into  the  midst  of  this  noise  and  bustle 
came  Miss  Easton  and  Jack.  The  groom 
scrambled  down  from  his  perch,  and  the 
two  got  out.  In  an  instant  she  was 
surrounded  by  three  or  foni'  men,  all 
talking  at  the  same  time  and  upon  the 
same  subject:  ''  Was  not  the  day  superb f' 
"Did  slie  know  which  way  the  hounds 
were  to  run^''  "Was  she  going  to  ride 
Midnight?"  "What  a  beauty  he  was:"' 
and  a  great  deal  more  of  the  same  kind. 

She  was  gracious  to  all.  and  when  at 
last  Jack  returned,  followed  by  a  groom 
leading  her  horse,  not  one  man  of  that 
group  but  felt  that  Miss  Easton  was 
simply  charming,  and  any  one  who  mar- 
ried her  was  indeed  in  luck. 


Jack  stood  aside  to  let  young  Martin 
give  her  a  lift  into  the  saddle,  and  watched 
him  somewhat  wistfully  as  he  ari*anged 
her  straps  and  skii-t.  At  the  final  call 
every  one  sought  his  horse,  mounted,  and 
away  they  went,  chattering  and  langhing. 

The  run  was  one  of  the  best  of  the  sea- 
son, and  after  it  was  over  Jack  found 
himself  riding  by  Miss  Easton  on  their 
homeward  journey. 

Perhaps  the  others  had  ridden  quite 
fast,  or  perchance  these  two  had  gone  at 
a  snail's  pace,  but  when  half-way  home 
they  looked  about  them  and  found  that 
they  were  alone. 

As  far  as  the  eye  could  reach  along  the 
wooded  road  no  living  thing  was  to  be 
seen.  The  sun  was  setting  like  a  globe 
of  fire,  and  the  I'ed  shafts  of  light  pene- 
trated between  the  straight  ti'unks  of  the 
tall  trees,  bringing  them  out  black  against 
the  evening  sky,  while  the  soft  breeze 
moaned  through  their  bi'anches  laden 
with  the  odors  of  hemlock  and  pine. 

And  this  was  the  end.  Another  twenty 
minutes  and  the  hotel  would  loom  up 
befoi-e  them,  and  the  little  farce,  comedy, 
or  tragedy,  whichever  it  might  l)e,  would 
be  finished.  The  curtain  would  fall,  and 
the  two  principal  actors  would  disa])pear. 

No  art  could  have  given  a  liner  setting 
to  this  the  last  act. 

Neither  cared  to  break  the  spell,  and 
so  they  rode  in  silence  until  it  seemed  as 
if  the  intense  stillness  could  no  longer  be 
borne.      It  was  she  who  first  spoke: 

'*  And  so  it  is  really  good-by?" 

For  a  long  time  he  did  not  answer,  but 
gazed  steadily  ahead  of  him,  looking  into 
space. 

"Yes,"  he  said  at  length,  "  it  is  good- 
by ;  and  it  were  better  had  it  been  good- by 
three  weeks  ago," 

"Why?" 

He  gave  a  little  start,  merely  repeating 
the  word  after  her  in  a  queer  absent- 
minded  way. 

"  Yes,  why?'' 

"Oh,  I  don't  know." 

Again  silence  fell  upon  them  both. 

"  Violet,"  it  was  the  first  time  he  had 
ever  used  that  name. 

Violet  Easton  turned  in  her  saddle  and 
looked  straight  at  him,  trying  to  read 
something  in  those  dreamy  eyes.  He  met 
her  gaze  quietly. 

•*  Why  do  you  call  me  Violet?'' 

"  Because — because — "  He  di-ew  in  his 
breath  sharply,  and  hesitated. 
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"  Because — "  and  she  looked  inquiring- 
ly ill  his  face. 

"Don't  ask  me ;  please  don't  ask  me.  I 
believe  I  am  mad." 

Again  she  let  her  eyes  rest  upon  him 
with  the  same  earnest  look  of  inquiry. 

He  turned  away,  and  gazed  absently 
into  the  trees  and  underbrush. 

In  a  few  minutes  she  again  spoke.  "  Is 
this  all  you  have  to  say,  esf)ecially — es- 
pecially"— and  she  paused  a  moment  as 
if  searching  for  a  word — "if  this  is  tlie 
end?" 

Again  he  turned  and  looked  at  her. 
Tiieir  horses  were  now  walking  side  by 
side,  and  very  close;  one  ungloved  hand 
lay  upon  her  knee. 

He  leaned  over  and  took  it,  and  at- 
tempted to  draw  her  towards  him. 

"No,  no,  not  that;   please  not  that." 

"Why?" 

"  Can't  you  see— can't  you  understand? 
You  and  I  are  going  to  part — this  very 
night,  in  fact,  and — and —  Oh,  please  do 
not." 

He  paid  little  heed  to  what  slie  was 
saying,  but  drew  her  closer  to  him.  The 
blood  rushed  to  her  cheeks,  suffusing 
them  with  a  deep  red  glow.  Nearer  and 
nearer  he  drew  her,  until,  half-resisting, 
half-willing,  her  lips  met  his.  It  was  but 
for  an  instant,  and  then  all  was  over. 
She  drew  herself  away  from  him,  and 
the  blood  faded  from  her  face  until  it 
was  very  while.  Two  tears  welled  up 
into  her  big  blue  eyes,  overflowed,  and  ran 
down  her  cheeks. 

"Oh,  why  did  you  do  it?  Otherwise 
we  might  have  remained  friends.  But 
now,"  and  she  looked  him  fair  in  the 
face,  while  her  words  came  slowly  and 
distinctly,  "you  belong  to  me,  for  you 
are  the  only  man  that  has  ever  kissed 
my  lips." 

A  little  shiver  passed  over  Jack  as  lie 
heard  her  speak.  He  could  find  no  ex- 
planation for  the  feeling. 

The  next  day  Miss  Easton  found  on  her 
plate  at  breakfast  a  big  bunch  of  red 
roses.  Attached  to  them  was  a  card,  and 
on  it  the  single  word  "Adieu!" 

in. 

A  month  later  Violet  Easton  sat  at  the 
writing-desk  in  her  little  i)rivate  parlor. 
Her  elbows  were  on  the  table,  and  her 
head  rested  on  her  hands.  Scalding  tears 
were  in  her  eyes,  and  try  as  she  would 
they  forced  themselves  down  her  cheeks. 
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Before  her  lay  a  letter,  which   she   had 
read  for  the  twentieth  time. 

It  w^as  a  simple,  commonplace  note  at 
best,  and  seemed  hardly  worthy  of  call- 
ing forth  sucli  feeling.  It  ran  as  follows, 
and  was  in  a  man's  handwriting: 

"My  dear  Miss  Easton,— Remember- 
ing that  you  told  me  you  expected  this 
week  to  run  up  to  New  York,  I  write  in 
behalf  of  my  wife  to  ask  if  you  will  give 
us  both  the  pleasure  of  your  company  at 
dinner  on  Thursday  evening. 

"If  you  like,  we  can  go  afterwards  to 
the  play. 

"How  is  Midnight,  and  is  he  still  per- 
forming as  brilliantly  as  ever? 

Sincerely,  J.  Mordaunt." 

At  last,  with  a  great  effort,  she  stopped 
her  tears,  and  wi})ing  her  eyes  with  her 
soaking  handkerchief,  drew  out  a  piece  of 
note-paper  from  the  blotter,  and  began  to 
write. 

The  first  three  attempts  were  evidently 
failures,  for  she  tore  them  up  and  threw 
the  pieces  into  a  scrap-basket;  the  fourth 
effort,  however,  seemed  to  prove  satisfac- 
tory. 

"My  dear  Mr.  Mordaunt,  —  Many 
thanks  for  your  and  your  wife's  kind 
invitation.  I  have  altered  my  plans,  and 
no  longer  expect  to  go  to  New  York. 

"Midnight  is  a  friend  I  have  never 
found  wanting. 

Very  sincerely,        V^iolet   Easton." 

She  read  this  ovei*  carefully,  folded,  and 
placed  it  in  ar  en  velope.  Upon  it  she  wrote 
the  name  of  John  Mordaunt.  Esq.,  and 
the  address,  and  ringing  a  bell,  delivered 
the  letter  to  a  liall-bo\^  to  mail. 

Long  after  midnight  she  was  still  sit- 
ting there,  gazing  seemingly  into  space. 

Jack  Mordaunt  looked  for  an  instant  at 
the  calendar  which  stood  in  front  of  him 
upon  his  office  desk. 

In  large  numbers  was  printed  17,  and 
underneath,  the  month  of  March  was  reg- 
istered. He  stopped  writing  for  a  moment. 
Somehow  that  date  had  forced  his  mind 
back  just  one  year,  and  as  he  sat  there  he 
was  going  over  again  the  incidents  of  that 
time.  They  were  all  so  vivid — too-vivid, 
in  fact,  to  be  altogether  pleasing.  Had 
he  forgotten  Violet  Easton  ?  tie  had  tried 
to  foi'get  her,  but  his  attempts  were  vain. 
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Since  they  parted  lie  had  never  heard  from 
or  of  lier  save  that  one  short  note,  and  yet 
at  odd  intervals  her  renieni]>rance  would 
force  itself  upon  his  mind.  Her  parting 
Avords.  "You  helongto  me,"  haunted  him. 

And  now,  just  as  he  was  imagining  that 
the  little  incident  was  to  be  forever  for- 
gotten, that  date  had  brought  up  freshly 
and  distinctly  every  detail  of  those  three 
weeks.  After  all,  what  had  he  done?  A 
passing  llirlation  with  an  attractive  girl! 
To  be  sure,  he  had  omitted  to  say  that  he 
was  married,  but,  after  all,  it  was  not  abso- 
lutely necessary  for  him  to  proclaim  his 
family  history  to  every  passing  acquaint- 
ance. 

Somehow  to-day  the  recollection  of  it 
all  irritated  him.  He  felt  out  of  soi'ts  and 
angry  with  himself,  and  inclined  to  place 
the  blame  on  others.  He  shrugged  his 
shoulders  and  went  on  with  his  work. 
He  would  dismiss  it  all  now  and  forever, 
and  yet,  try  as  he  would,  it  Avould  persist 
in  coming  back. 

He  threw  down  his  pen  and  left  the  ta- 
ble, going  over  to  the  window.  The  out- 
look was  far  from  encoui'aging,  the  March 
wind  Mew  in  eddies  along  the  street,  and 
now  and  then  the  rain  came  down  in 
sheets,  so  that  the  opposite  buildings  were 
hardly  visible.  He  shivered  slightly  ;  tlie 
room  felt  cold.  He  went  back  to  his  desk 
and  rang  the  bell.  One  of  the  clerks 
answered  it  at  once. 

''Jones,  I  wish  you  would  turn  on  the 
steam  heat.      Th*^  room  seei  is  chilly." 

"Sorry,  sir,  but  the  steam  is  on  full 
blast.  Is  there  anything  else  that  you 
wisli?" 

"  No;  you  can  go." 

He  sat  down,  and  for  tiie  m^xt  hour 
again  tried  to  concentrate  his  mind  upon 
liis  work.  It  seemed  useless.  He  looked 
at  his  watch;  it  was  a  quarter  to  six.  '"  I 
think  I  will  have  to  go  home,"  he  mut- 
tered to  himself.  "  I  don't  feel  very  well, 
somehow." 

John,  the  olUce-boy,  here  ])ut  in  an  ap- 
])earance.  "I  beg  pardon,  Mr,  Mordaunt, 
if  you  don't  want  mo  any  more  to-night, 
may  I  go:'    All  the  other  clerksha  ve  gone." 

"Yes."  And  John  disa})[)eared  into 
the  outer  office. 

A  few  minutes  later  he  again  put  in  his 
head.  '*  Mr.  Mordaunt,  a  lady  wishes  to 
see  you;  shall  I  show  her  in?"' 

"  Certainly." 

The  door  was  flung  open,  and  Violet 
Easton  entered. 


So  sudden  and  unexpected  was  her  ap- 
pearance that  Jack  had  to  grasp  the  desk 
to  steady  himself.  Really,  he  thought, 
my  nerves  must  be  frightfully  unstrung. 
I  think  I  must  take  a  holiday.  Aloud, 
he  said  :  "  Why,  Miss  Easton,  this  is  a  most 
unexpected  pleasure.  AVon't  you  be  seat- 
ed?    Can  I  be  of  any  service  to  you?" 

He  drew  a  chair  up  for  her,  and  she  took 
it,  and  he  sank  back  into  his  own. 

And  now  for  the  first  time  he  had  an 
opportunity  to  look  at  hei*,  for  she  had 
pushed  up  the  heavy  veil  that  covered 
her  face. 

She  looked  ghastly  w^hite,  and  heavy 
black  rings  were  round  her  eyes.  "  Miss 
Easton,  you  look  ill.  Can  1  get  you  any- 
thing?" 

''Oh  no.     I  am  not  ill." 

He  said  no  more,  but  waited  for  her  to 
speak.  At  last  she  did.  ''  I\Ir.  Mordaunt, 
I  thought  a  long  time  before  troubling 
you,  but  I  decided  that  as  it  was  purely  a 
matter  of  business  you  would  not  object. 
I  desire  you  to  draw  out  my  will,  and.  as 
I  am  contemplating  leaving  the  city  to- 
morrow, it  would  be  a  great  convenience 
if  you  could  do  it  now  and  let  me  sign  it. 
Then  perhaps  you  would  be  good  enough 
to  keep  it  for  me.      I  have  my  reasons — " 

"  I  can  assure  you  that  I  shall  be  more 
than  pleased  to  do  anything  you  request." 

''Then  will  you  kindly  write  as  I  dic- 
tate? Of  course  I  wish  you  to  put  it 
in  legal  form,  as,"  and  she  smiled,  "  I 
prefer  to  avoid  litigation,"" 

He  drew  towards  him  several  sheets  of 
legal  cap,  and  began  to  write  a^  she  dic- 
tated. 

He  read  it  over  to  her  when  it  was  fin- 
ished, and  she  nodded  approval. 

"  And  now,  if  you  will  execute  it,  I  will 
try  and  get  the  janitor  and  his  wife  to  ac- 
knowledge the  instrument.  I  regret  to 
say  all  my  clerks  have  gone  home,"" 

He  got  up  and  left  the  room,  returning 
in  a  short  time  with  I,he  janitor  and  his 
spouse.  Miss  Easton  took  the  pen  from 
Jack's  hand  and  wrote  her  name,  Violet 
Easton,  in  a  clear,  distinct  manner.  The 
janitor  subscribed  his  natne  as  one  of  the 
witnesses,  and  his  wife  did  tlie  same. 

Jack  thanked  them  both  for  their 
trouble,  and  they  departed.  He  took  the 
document,  and  having  placed  it  in  an 
envelo])e,  sealed  it  with  his  own  seal,  and 
put  it  away  in  the  safe. 

"  I  don"t  know  how  I  can  thank  you, 
Mr.  Mordaunt.      If  vou  will  kindlv  send 
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your  account  to  me  in  Washing'ton,  it 
will  be  paid." 

Jack  protested.  "  I  could  not  think  of 
taking-  any  pay  for  sucli  a  trifling  ser- 
vice, I  assure  you." 

"Yes,  but  if  I  insist?" 

"  Oh,  very  well;  I  will  do  as  you  wish," 

"And  now  I  must  be  going-."  She 
rose  from  her  chair  and  began  drawing 
on  her  gloves,  while  he  sat  and  watched 
her.  Suddenly  an  irresistible  desire  seem- 
ed to  take  possession  of  liim.  A  desire 
in  some  way  to  make  amends  for  the  past. 

He  pushed  bade  his  chair  and  stood 
facing  her.  Several  times  he  attempted 
to  speak,  but  no  sound  would  come  from 
his  parched  and  burning  lips.  He  stretch- 
ed forth  his  hand  and  took  her  ungloved 
one,  the  same  as  he  had  done  a  year  ago. 
It  seemed  to  him  that  it  was  icy  cold. 
Again  he  tried  in  vain  to  say  something. 
Slowly  he  drew  her  close,  still  closer  to 
him,  until  their  lips  again  met  in  one 
long  kiss. 

Her  lips  were  cold,  while  his  were  burn- 
ing hot.  It  seemed  a  long,  long  time  be- 
fore she  gently  disengaged  herself  from 
his  embrace.  A  sweet  smile  flitted  across 
her  pale  face. 

"  Yes,"  she  said,  as  if  speaking  to  her- 
self, "this  is  the  second  time,  but  it  will 
])Q  the  last.  And  now  I  must  l)e  going. 
Adieu  !" 

He  went  with  her  into  the  hall  and 
down  in  the  elevator,  and  saw  her  into  the 
cab.  He  forgot  to  ask  her  where  she  was 
staying.      His  brain  seemed  to  be  on  fire. 

The  next  morning  he  felt  far  from 
well,  and  at  the  breakfast  table  his  wife 
remarked  upon  his  looks. 

"Oh,  it's  nothing,  dear;  I  think  I  am 
a  little  overworked.  As  soon  as  I  can 
dispose  of  the  Farley  case  I  shall  try  and 
get  away,  but  it  is  too  important  to  leave 
before  it  is  decided.  Is  there  any  news 
in  this  morning's  paper?" 

"Nothing  very  startling,  except  I  see 
the  death  of  your  friend  Miss  Easton.  in 
Washington." 

"  What !"  Jack  fairly  grasped  the  table 
for  support.  "Impossible  !  There  is  some 
mistake."     He  was  now  deathly  white. 

"Perhaps  there  is  some  mistake;  but 
here  is  the  notice,"  and  she  handed  him 
the  paper. 

Hurriedly  he  ran  his  eye  along  the 
death  notices  until  he  came  to  this  one: 

"  Easton,  Violet.— On  the  17th  day  of 
March,  at  the  residence  of  her  father,  K 


Street,  Washington,  of  diphtheria,  aged 
twenty -three  years.  Notice  of  funeral 
hereafter." 

For  some  time  he  sat  there  as  if  stunned, 
until  his  wife  broke  in  upon  his  thoughts. 

"  It  seems  to  me,"  she  said,  "  that  you 
take  this  matter  very  much  to  heart." 

He  did  not  answer  her,  but  soon  ex- 
cused himself,  and  left  the  table. 

He  went  straight  to  his  office  and  into 
his  private  room.  With  trembling  fin- 
gers he  made  out  the  combination  of  the 
safe,  and  opened  the  heavy  iron  doors. 
There,  where  he  had  placed  it  the  night 
before,  lay  the  sealed  envelope.  '  Beads 
of  perspiration  stood  out  upon  his  fore- 
head, and  he  was  shaking  like  an  aspen 
leaf.  Surely,  he  thought,  I  must  be  ill 
or  mad.  He  took  the  envelope  and  tore 
it  open;  his  hands  were  trembling  so 
that  he  found  it  difficult  to  unfold  the 
document.  There,  at  the  bottom,  in  her 
clear  handwriting,  was  the  signature  of 
Violet  Easton.  There,  also,  were  the  sig- 
natures of  the  janitor  and  his  wife.  In 
feverish  haste  he  read  the  will.  It  was 
just  as  he  had  written  it  tlie  night  befoi-e. 
It  left  all  her  money  to  her  father  with 
the  exception  of  a  few  gifts. 

Midnight  had  been  left  to  him.  He 
remembered  protesting,  but  she  had  told 
him  that  she  was  sure  he  would  always 
be  kind  to  the  animal. 

He  rang  the  bell,  and  JdIiu  appeared. 

"Did  you  show  a  lady  in  here  last 
night  just  before  you  went  home?" 

"No,  sir." 

"  Are  you  positive?" 

"  Yes,  sir." 

"Go  and  get  the  janitor,  and  tell  him 
I  wish  to  speak  to  him." 

In  a  few  niinutes  that  dignitary  put  in 
an  ai)pearance. 

*'Is  that  your  signature?"  and  Jack 
hand(Hl  him  the  will. 

"Yes,  sir;  I  signed  it  last  night  at  your 
request,  and  so  did  my  wife.'' 

"Was  there  a  lady  here  at  the  time?" 

"  No,  sir." 

Jack  put  his  hand  u\)  to  his  forehead. 
"  My  God!"  he  muttered,  "I  must  be  go- 
ing mad."  Suddenly  ever3'thing  be;van 
to  whirl  about  him.  and  he  sank  exhaust- 
ed into  his  chair. 

"John,"  he  said,  "send  for  a  cab;  I 
am  feeling  vei-y  ill,  and  must  go  home." 

Four  days  later  he  was  dead.  The 
family  doctor  pronounced  the  case  one 
of  malignant  diphtheria. 
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ri^HE  world,  as  it  now  stands,  is  the  re- 
X  suit  of  liinnan  struggle,  of  racial  com- 
petition cai'i'ied  through  countless  ages. 
The  essential  condition  of  international 
existence  is  rivalry — first  in  arms,  then  in 
arts,  and  then  in  arms  again.  Tlie  great 
races  of  the  world  have  not  even  ap- 
proached nnitual  equilibrium.  Industri- 
al competition  is  now  actively  engaged 
on  the  problem  of  the  survival  of  the  fit- 
test, and  there  may  be  many  ups  and 
downs  in  the  relative  positions  of  the 
nations  (.luring  the  coming  century. 

One  leading  result  of  the  secular  strug- 
gle among  the  Western  nations  has  been 
the  gradual  ascendency  of  the  Scandi- 
navian, Teutonic,  Anglican,  or,  as  we  may 
roughly  call  them,  the  blue-eyed  races, 
over  the  Keltic  and  Latin  races.  As  be- 
tween these  groups  the  trend  of  history 
has  been  pretty  steady  in  one  direction. 
The  great  unsettled  question  of  precedence 
seems  now  to  lie  between  the  Teutonic 
group  and  the  Slavs.  Of  the  former,  the 
most  important  is  the  English-si)eaking 
section:  the  latter  means  simply  Russia. 
The  United  States,  by  her  remoteness 
from  Eui'ope,  and  even  from  Asia,  has 
never  felt  tlie  pressure  of  either  racial  or 
international  competition,  and  has  been 
able  to  stand  judicially  aloof  from  Old 
World  polemics. 

It  has  fallen  to  the  English,  wliose  ex- 
panding empire  and  growing  commerce 
have  been  the  iirst  to  meet  the  more 
rapidly  expanding  dominion  of  the  Tsars 
in  Asia,  to  bear  the  In'unt  of  the  conllict; 
and  often,  in  the  delusive  hope  of  purchas- 
ing peace,  has  England  given  ground  to 
her  more  aggressive  antagonist.  The 
circumstances  of  the  huge  Oriental  em- 
pire of  China  have  brought  this  secular 
contest  into  an  acute  concrete  form. 
China  lies  before  the  world  almost  a 
derelict  empire,  w^hich  England  is  anxious 
to  preserve  intact,  while  llussia  is  intent 
on  absorbing  it.  The  superiority  of  the 
attack  over  the  defence,  of  the  active  over 
the  i)assive  policy,  is  as  marked  here  as  it 
usually  is,  and  so  far  the  honors  of  the 
contest  must  be  awarded  to  the  aggressor. 

There  is  more,  however,  involved  in 
this  contest  than  either  trade  or  territory. 
The  deep   interest  of  it  lies  rather  in  its 


ethnic  bearing,  its  possible  effect  on  the 
supremacy  of  the  Slav  or  the  Angle,  the 
influence  of  the  one  or  the  other  in  the  fu- 
ture development  of  the  world.  This  is 
a  question  which  extends  far  beyond  the 
limits  of  the  British  people  or  the  British 
Empire.  It  affects  the  destinies  of  mill- 
ions yet  unborn,  and  includes  every  na- 
tion and  community  that  inherits  the 
English  cult,  the  English  language,  laws, 
literature,  and  sentiments.  The  United 
States,  with  her  phenomenal  growth  of 
population  and  rapid  accumulation  of 
wealth,  is  no  less  interested  than  Great 
Britain  herself  in  these  present  struggles 
between  two  great  antithetical  systems  of 
government,  for  the  United  States  is  es- 
sentially the  nation  of  the  future.  She 
cannot  be  always  restricted  to  internal 
politics,  and  in  anticipation  of  the  time 
when  her  material  interests  will  be  ex- 
tended into  fields  which  she  scarcely 
touches  now,  and  in  which  her  people 
have  only  a  languid  interest  as  yet,  the 
leaders  of  American  thought  would  do 
well  to  turn  their  observation  to  what  is 
now  trans])iri]ig  in  China. 

Now  that  the  United  States  has  freed 
the  colonies  of  Spain,  the  xVmerican  peo- 
ple will  be  at  libei'ty  to  devote  attention 
to  that  great  problem  of  the  future,  the 
Paciiic  Ocean  and  its  Asiatic  shore;  to 
that  stupendous  question  of  the  future  of 
China  nujre  especially;  and  to  the  place 
Avhich  America  may  be  ex})ected  to  oc- 
cupy among  the  nations  of  the  world. 

Recent  events  have  made  it  clear  that 
two  great  Continental  powers — Russia  and 
France — are  actively  engaged  in  China 
on  a  ])olitical  cam})aign  which  is  intended 
to  shut  the  door  against  the  conimerce  of 
the  Anglo-Saxon  powers;  while  one  other 
state— Germany  —  is  tacitly  supporting 
that  dual  alliance  in  oi-der  to  obtain  spe- 
cial and  exclusive  advantages  for  herself. 
Some  of  the  minor  powers  (Belgium,  for 
instance)  already  show  signs  of  joining 
this  combination.  China  is,  in  fact,  un- 
dergoing "  lingchih"  (slicing  to  death)  at 
the  liands  of  a  league  of  certain  European 
protectionist  nations.  Under  this  process 
Great  Britain,  tlirough  the  absence  of  a 
clear,  determined  line  of  policy,  has  lost 
oround   to   an    extent   that  constitutes  a 
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grave  danger  for  her;  while  the  United 
States,  under  the  influence  of  a  deep-root- 
ed traditional  policy — that  of  non-inter- 
ference in  foreign  affairs  —  has  stood 
aloof,  and  seen  the  markets  of  Far  Asia 
closed,  one  after  the  other,  by  powers 
establishing  exclusive  domains.  From 
the  combination  now  at  work  in  China, 
England,  having  the  largest  stake  there, 
will  suffer  most  severely;  but  the  mate- 
rial interests  of  the  United  States  will 
also  be  seriously  injured  by  the  extinction 
of  the  commercial  freedom  of  China. 
China  is,  as  was  said  forty  years  ago,  "a 
world -necessity."  Without  advocating 
anything  in  the  shape  of  a  formal  al- 
liance between  the  United  States  and 
England,  I  believe  there  is  ground  for  a 
mutual  understanding,  for  spontaneous 
co-operation  based  upon  community  of 
interest,  which  would  ensure  China's  be- 
ing kept  open  as  a  field  for  the  commer- 
cial energies  of  the  Anglo-Saxon  and  oth- 
er industi'ial  peoples. 

That  it  is  necessary  for  the  United 
States  to  decide  upon  a  line  of  foreign 
policy  is  no  longer  a  mere  academical 
i)roposition.  She  has  entered  upon  a  "  for- 
ward movement"  from  which  there  is 
!io  turning  back.  Established  in  Porto 
Rico,  Hawaii,  and  the  Pliilii)pines,  iso- 
lation is  no  longer  possible;  she  can  no 
longer  lead  an  independent  existence. 

Two  chief  factors  seem  to  determine 
her  future  active  participation  in  a  world 
policy:  she  is  impelled  from  within  to 
move  outward  in  search  of  fresh  markets; 
and  geographical  remoteness  (no  longer 
isolation)  is  now  no  safeguard  against  ex- 
ternal attack.  However  that  may  be,  she 
iias  already  stretched  across  the  Pacific, 
Is  established  in  Hawaii,  a  half-way  house 
to  the  Far  East,  and  has  an  outpost  in 
the  Philip])ines,  at  the  very  gate  of  China, 
^he  must  now,  therefore,  take  her  place 
und  play  her  part  among  the  world  states. 

And  this  new  departure  of  the  United 
States,  as  regards  the  outer  world,  takes 
place  just  when  a  vast  transformation  is 
occurring  in  the  Far  East,  when  a  crisis 
is  afoot  which  may  alter  the  whole  bal- 
ance of  power  in  Asia,  an.d  gravely  affect 
not  merely  tlie  future  of  Great  Britain, 
but  also  that  of  the  United  States,  and,  in- 
deed, of  the  Anglo-Saxon  races  through- 
out the  world. 

The  problem  by  which  the  United 
States  is  confronted,  therefore,  is  whetlier 
she  will  merge   her  forces  with  those  of 


Russia,  and  thus  put  an  end  to  Anglo- 
Saxon  leadership  in  the  development  of 
the  world,  or  co-operate  with  Britain  in 
strengthening  that  ascendency,  so  mak- 
ing it  practically  unassailable. 

That  Russia  is  seeking,  by  means  of  the 
control  of  Asia,  of  which  China  is  so  im- 
portant a  part,  to  acquire  a  world-domi- 
nation, there  can  be  little  doubt — a  domi- 
nation that  would  necessarily  supersede 
Anglo-Saxon  civilization.  In  this  process 
she  is  at  present  utilizing  the  resources  of 
France— which  will  herself  fall  an  easy 
sacrifice  once  the  great  object  has  been  at- 
tained—while she  endeavors,  by  means  of 
what  Asiatics  term  "sweet  Avords  "  and  of 
politic  acts,  such  as  occasional  orders  for 
railway  plant,  to  cultivate  the  friendly 
sentiments  of  the  United  States.  The 
most  superficial  examination,  however,  of 
Russian  progress  will  convince  any  one 
that  it  is  only  while  their  interests  re- 
main far  removed  from  contact  that  any 
semblance  of  identity  in  aims  can  be 
maintained  between  the  two  powers.  But 
while  their  immediate  interests  do  remain 
so  widely  separated  as  to  give  no  occasion 
for  even  platonic  discussion,  it  will  be,  as 
it  has  ever  been,  an  object  of  Russian  di- 
plomacy to  keep  the  two  English-speak- 
ing nations  apart.  Indeed,  Russia  shows 
so  much  solicitude  in  the  attainment  of 
tills  object  that  it  may  be  almost  regard- 
ed as  a  principal  article  of  her  policy. 

No  longer  can  the  United  States  be  said 
merely  to  face  Europe  across  the  Atlantic. 
From  the  Pacific  slope  she  is  now  also  in 
close  communication  with  the  Asiatic 
world,  and  when  a  t.-ans-isthmian  canal 
is  made,  the  bonds  that  unite  her  with 
Asia  will  be  drawn  infinitely  closer. 

Of  great  value  to  tlie  people  of  the  Unit- 
ed States  generally,  the  Nicaragua  Canal 
is  a  matter  of  special  importance  to  the 
Pacific  and  Southern  States.  The  Pacific 
territories,  witli  an  area  of  nearly  800,000 
square  miles,  dependent  on  the  Pacific 
Ocean  for  access  to  the  oufer  world,  "im- 
perial in  extent,"  as  Blaine  called  them, 
ai-e  of  greater  extent  than  Germany, 
France,  Italy,  and  Spain  combined.  Their 
extraordinary  growth  need  not  here  be 
dwelt  on  at  length.  Enough  that,  with 
only  six  per  cent,  of  the  population,  they 
possess  ten  ])er  cent,  of  the  entire  wealth 
of  the  Union,  while  the  railway  mileage 
exceeds  that  of  any  European  country 
with  tlie  exception  of  France  and  Ger- 
many.     The    three    maritime    provinces, 
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California,  Oreg-on,  and  AVasliing-ton,  are 
the  I'ichest,  and  they  are  the  most  ex- 
posed to  attack— containing  57  per  cent, 
of  tlie  wealtli  of  the  Pacific  States.  The 
whole  Pacific  coast  as  yet,  however,  takes 
but  an  inadequate  share — only  5.69  per 
cent. — of  the  total  import  and  export 
trade  of  the  United  States. 

The  Southern  States  will  also,  by  means 
of  the  Nicaragua  Canal,  participate  large- 
ly in  the  development  of  the  Pacific  and 
of  the  Far  East,  In  the  South  are  com- 
bined the  advantages  of  all  tlie  otiier  sec- 
lions,  without  their  greatest  drawbacks; 
and  the  remarkable  progress  achieved 
there  in  the  ])ast  dozen  years  will  un- 
doubtedly be  sur})assed  in  the  future. 

But  this  is  much  more  than  a  sectional 
question.  The  commercial  development 
of  Asia  and  the  future  tralfic  of  the  Pa- 
cific Ocean  interest  not  the  Western  or 
Southern  States  alone,  but  the  whole 
Union.  Alread}^  the  East  and  the  West, 
the  North  and  the  South,  are  tied  together 
by  a  vast  net-work  of  railways  without 
parallel,  and  no  such  separation  of  inter- 
ests as  existed  a  generation  ago  can  now 
be  recognized  as  affecting  the  Federal 
policy  of  foi'eign  affairs.  The  national 
])olicy,  like  the  republic  itself,  is  one  and 
indivisilde,  and  the  course  of  events  can 
only  tend  still  further  to  consolidate  the 
union  and  assimilate  the  interests  of  the 
great  and  growing  po])ulation. 

China  and  the  Far  East,  facing  as  they 
do  tlie  Pacific  coast,  lie  ])ractical]y  at  the 
back  door  of  the  United  States.  No  de- 
velopment of  land  ti'aJlic,  eitlier  witliin 
the  boundaries  of  China  itself  or  between 
it  and  iieighboring  territories,  can  ever 
detract  from  the  importance  of  its  ocean- 
ic commerce.  Indeed,  it  is  obvious  that 
eveiy  stimulus  ap])lied  in  the  interior 
must  increase  the  flow  of  ti'atlic  to  tlie 
seaboard,  whether  l)y  means  of  new  rail- 
ways or  by  the  great  rivers,  which  all 
flow  from  west  to  east.  Whatever  ])ro- 
motes  enterprise  in  China,  or  enhances 
tlie  wealth  and  prosi)erit5^  of  the  people, 
must  react  most  forcibly  on  its  sea-borne 
trade,  of  which,  by  means  of  the  new 
vantage-ground  slie  is  about  to  enjoy, 
the  United  States  stands  to  reap  the  first 
fruit. 

Owing  to  the  form  in  which  the  returns 
are  com])iled  by  the  Chinese  Imperial 
Customs,  it  is  impossible  to  accurately 
estimate  the  extent  of  the  present  trade 
of  the  United   States  with   China,  which 


as  yet  is  merely  a  nucleus  of  what  it 
may  hereafter  become.  These  returns 
deal  only  with  goods  carried  directly  be- 
tween America  and  Chinese  ports,  Chi- 
nese goods  transshipped  at  an  English 
port  being  shown  as  exports  to  England, 
while  American  goods  thus  reshipped 
appear  as  imports  from  Britain  or  Brit- 
ish colonies.  The  net  total  value  of 
imports  and  exports  in  1896  was  333,600,- 
000  Haikuan  taels*  (£55.768.500).  and  the 
total  gross  value  £57,274,000,  of  which 
America  contributed  £3.850,000,  Japan 
£4,795,000,  European  states  (excluding 
England)  £4,585,000,  and  Russia  £2,- 
856,000,  Of  the  actual  American  share, 
however,  many  items,  as  already  indi- 
cated— including  cotton  goods,  oil,  flour, 
machinery,  iron,  lumber,  etc.  — are  set 
down  to  England  and  Hongkong,  The 
total  for  America,  it  has  been  estimated, 
should  more  probably  be  £6,000.000  than 
£3,850,000.  Between  them  the  United 
States  and  England  have  considerably 
more  than  75  per  cent,  of  the  foreign 
trade,  while  Britain  alone  carries  82  per 
cent,  of  the  external  trade  with  China, 
and  pays  76  per  cent,  of  the  dues  and 
duties  levied  on  that  trade.  It  is  thus 
clear  what  a  predominant  stake  England 
and  the  United  States  have  in  the  com- 
inerce  of  China,  While  the  Amei'ican 
imjiort  trade  from  China  has  increased 
slowly,  the  exports  to  that  country  have 
increased  126  per  cent,  in  ten  years,  and 
a>'emore  than  50  per  cent,  larger  than  the 
German  ex])oi'ts.  The  exi)ort  of  cotton 
cloth  in  1897  amounted  to  £1,497,000,  or 
nearly  one -half  the  entire  value  sent 
abroad  by  tlie  United  States ;  that  of  kero- 
sene is  rapidly  growing,  having  already 
trebled  in  value  in  the  past  ten  years;  the 
export  of  wheat  flour  in  1897  was  £678,- 
000,  and  of  chemicals  and  dyes  over  £200,- 
000.  The  trade  generally  is  restricted  to 
commodities  which  would  be  hard  to  sell 
in  aii\'  market  not  under  the  conditions 
of  ''equal  trade,'' and  almost  certainly 
impossible  to  dispose  of  in  any  market 
controlled  by  Russia  or  France — a  feature 
of  the  question  deserving  special  atten- 
tion. 

The  growth  in  manufactures  through- 
out the  States,  already  making  vast  strides 
— aggregating  in  value  about  230  millions 
of  dollars — should  receive  a  great  stim- 
ulus from  the  industrial  era  now  inaugu- 

*  The  Haikuan  tael  in  1896  was  worth  81  cents 
of  United  States  currenev. 
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rated  in  China,  if  only  the  fiekl  be  main- 
tained open.  Especially  in  sleel  rails  and 
engines,  and  railway  material  g'enerally, 
is  there  a  magnificent  opening. 

Japan  is  not  likely  to  prove,  as  has  been 
anticipated,  a  very  serious  competitor  in 
mechanical  manufactures,  except  in  ar- 
ticles where  artistic  skill  and  hand  labor 
l)lay  a  large  part.  Unsuited  for  agricult- 
ure, and  with  a  dense  population,  greater 
than  that  of  some  Western  nations,  Japan 
is  forced  to  find  her  future  in  industrial 
development  rather  than  in  agriculture. 
And  everything  possible  is  being  done 
by  Japanese  statesmen  and  publicists  to 
convert  Japan  from  an  agricultural  into 
a  manufacturing  country.  Enthusiastic 
politicians  and  writers  in  Japan — and  not 
there  alone — were  sanguine  enough  to 
predict  the  time  when  Japan,  "the  East- 
ern England,"  would  supply  all  the  mar- 
kets of  Europe  w^ith  European  articles; 
but  more  sober  views  now  prevail,  and 
the  counsel  to-day  given  to  Japanese 
manufacturers  by  their  leaders  is  to  culti- 
vate the  special  productions  in  which  Ja- 
pan excels  other  countries,  such  as  silk, 
tea,  artistic  manufactures,  and  articles  re- 
quiring great  expertness  of  fingers. 

China  is  the  greatest  market  open  to 
the  enterprise  of  the  American  manufac^ 
turer,  and,  it  is  well  within  the  mark  to 
say,  offers  a  much  more  promising  outlet 
i'or  him  than  does  South  Ameiica,  a  field 
on  which  so  much  energy  and  ingenuity 
ire  yearly  expended. 

But  in  order  to  achieve  success  in 
China,  in  the  United  States  as  in  Britain, 
commercial  enterprise  and  government 
|)olicy  must  go  hand  in  hand.  The  un- 
flinching support,  the  active  aid,  of  gov- 
j  ecnment  are  needed  .in  the  new  develop- 
I  ments  wdiich  are  taking  place  in  the  Far 
East.  The  out-of-date  plan  of  leav- 
ing the  manufacturer  and  the  merchant 
;o  shift  for  themselves  in  China  and  sim- 
ilar fields  must  give  place  to  an  intel- 
ligent co-operation  between  the  state  and 
;ue  individual.  Competing  nations  have 
i'ordially  embraced  this  principle  of  ac- 
lion. 

The  fact  that  Britain  has  in  the  i)ast 
few  years  lost  ground  in  Cliina  tu  a  most 
disastrous  extent  seems  not  to  be  appre- 
ciated in  the  United  States,  which  is  per- 
haps not  to  be  wondered  at  when  the  gov- 
ernment of  Great  Britain  itself  seems 
scarcely  to  realize  the  serious  position  in 
which  that  country  now  stands. 


Briefly,  the  events  of  the  past  nine 
months  may  be  thus  summarized:  Rus- 
sia is  firmly  ensconcing  herself  in  Man- 
churia, has  violently  vetoed  a  British  loan 
for  the  Northern  Railways  extension,  is 
arming  to  the  teeth  at  Port  Artliur  and 
Ta-lien-wan,  and  is  montlily  pouring  out 
re -enforcements  to  the  Far  East;  Ger- 
many, established  in  Shan-tung,  declines 
to  pledge  herself  to  any  liberal  commer- 
cial policy,  and  advances  claims  to  ex- 
clusive rights  as  regards  railway  con- 
struction through  the  Shantung  province, 
especially  the  trunk  line  from  Tien-tsin  to 
Ching-kiang  (the  most  promising  line  in 
China) ;  France  is  putting  forward  prefer- 
ential claims  of  a  comprehensive  charac- 
ter in  connection  with  her  leasehold  ac- 
quired in  southern  China — the  West  Riv- 
er, which  was  supposed  to  be  o])ened  long 
ago,  being  still  practically  unopened; 
France  and  Russia  are  actively  interest- 
ing themselves  in  the  sanctioned  trunk 
line  from  Peking  to  Han-kow.  and  its  pro- 
posed extension  from  Han-kow  to  the 
south;  Japan  is  in  Formosa,  with  a  re- 
versionary claim  on  Fo-kien  province,  a 
territory  of  great  value.  On  Great  Brit- 
ain's side  there  is  nothing  tangible  except 
the  acquisition  of  Kow-lung,  which,  as  it 
stands,  is  far  from  satisfactory. 

In  face  of  such  facts,  patent  to  all  the 
world,  we  may  rest  assured  that  the  po- 
litical control  of  Ciiina  by  means  of  rail- 
ways is  no  mere  nightnuire.  That  the 
recent  Anglo-Saxon  "diplomacy"  is  pow- 
erless to  arrest  the  process  of  ])artition  to 
which  China  is  now  being  subjected  is 
clear  from  the  occuri'ences  of  the  past 
nine  months.  The  dill'ei-ent  steps  taken 
from  time  to  time  now  begin  to  api)ear 
in  their  true  light,  the  counter- conces- 
sions obtained  by  Britain  mailing  but  a 
sorry  show.  A  brief  review  of  these 
will  suffice  to  exhil>it  theii*  shadowy  char- 
acter. 

The  indiscriminate  multi})lication  of 
mere  treaty  poi'ts,  though  it  gives  the 
appearance  of  ])rogress,  is  of  no  substan- 
tial value.  The  English  headship  to  the 
Imperial  Chinese  Customs  was  a  doubt- 
ful measure  to  j)re.'-s  for;  it  existed  in 
fact,  and  there  was  no  ground  to  claim 
it  of  right,  which  gave  it  the  appearance 
of  a  national  monopoly,  provocative  of 
reprisal.  The  control  of  tlie  sea-borne 
customs  gives  no  control  whatever  of  the 
trade.  The  non-alienation  of  the  Yang-tse 
provinces  is  entirely  in  the  air;   it  turns 
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out  to  be  a  mere  gloss  put  upon  some 
informal  ex])ressions  of  the  Chinese 
Tsnng-li-Yamen,  less  precise  tlian  even 
the  "assurance"  given  by  Russia  regard- 
ing Port  Arthur  and  Ta-lien-wan.  As  to 
tlie  riglit  of  navigation  of  all  inland  wa- 
tei'S.  it  yet  remains  to  be  seen  how  far  it 
is  realh'  operative.  The  lease  of  Wei- 
hni-wei  sounds  more  important  than  it 
really  is;  tlie  })]ace  is  useless,  except  at  a 
quite  proliibitive  cost  for  garrisoning. 
Actual  occupation  was,  in  fact,  nev(U' 
meant,  and  it  only  serves  the  purpose 
for  which  it  Avas  intended  —  namely,  to 
induce  the  people  of  Great  Britain  to 
believe  that  their  interests  were  being 
guarded.  The  lease  of  Kow-lung,  op})o- 
site  Hong-kong,  is  a  measure  which  has 
been  highly  lauded  by  the  British  gov- 
ernment, but  it  should  have  been  obtained 
long  ago,  and  it  has  the  serious  defect 
that  it  leaves  tlie  city  of  Kow-lung  under 
Chinese  jurisdiction.  The  Shan-si  con- 
cession is  valuable,  if  propei'ly  dealt  with 
and  strongly  su])ported.  It  is  noticeable 
that  it  was  obtained  through  the  inter- 
mediary of  an  Italian,  and,  through  wa-nt 
of  su  Ji)ort,  it  may  yet  lapse,  if  indeed  it 
does  not  pass  into  the  hands  of  the  Russo- 
Chinese  l)ank,  that  is  to  say,  into  the 
hands  of  the  Russian  govei'iiment. 

The  steps  taken  hy  Britain  to  maintain 
the  open  door  have  so  far  proved  to  be 
perfectly  futile,  and  something  more  than 
general  threats  and  vague  promises  is 
needed  to  achieve  any  success  in  China. 
In  the  opinion  of  a  small  but  dwindling 
section  in  England,  it  is  a  mistake  to  im- 
agine that  Russia,  is  at  the  back  of  cer- 
tain important  railway  schemes  in  China, 
or  that  the  control  of  railways  will  con- 
fer political  power — a  view  not  in  accord 
with  the  ex])ressed  oi)inions  of  Russian 
statesnuen,  of  all  military  authoi'ities,  or, 
indeed,  with  ordinary  common  -  sense. 
Russia  does  not  disguise  the  fact  that  she 
means  to  effect  the  conquest  of  China  l)y 
railways;  which  she  ivill  do,  unless  she 
is  met  by  a  solid  bari-ier;  and  this  can 
only  be  accom])lished  by  eifective  indus- 
trial occupation  of  the  Yang-tse  region, 
and  the  opening  of  commercial  commu- 
nications between  it  and  the  populous 
countries  to  the  southwest  as  well  as  tlic 
eastern  provinces  of  the  Chinese  Empire. 
The  term  "effective  occupation"  has  been 
perverted  by  some  critics  of  my  published 
views  to  signify  militar_y  occupation, 
which  was  opposed  to  the  plain  meaning 


of  the  context,  and  it  seems  therefore 
desirable  to  explain  that  no  other  kind 
of  occupation  than  commercial  and  in- 
dustrial was  referred  to— the  occupation 
which  Li  Hung-Chang  had  in  his  mind 
when,  addressing  the  London  merchants 
in  1896,  he  urged  the  inflow  of  British 
capital  and  enterprise  into  the  remotest 
recesses  of  the  Chinese  Empire.  There' 
is  no  way  in  which  central  China  could 
be  so  effectively  occupied  as  by  such  an 
infiltration  of  international  capital,  be  it 
English,  American,  or  German,  so  long 
as  it  is  free,  and  no  measure  could  be  so 
preservative  of  the  autonomj"  and  of  the 
material  prosperity  of  China. 

With  reference  to  this  question  of  rail- 
ways:— twelve  months  ago,  when  I  was 
at  Peking,  an  incident  of  great  signifi- 
cance occurred,  which  deserves  serious 
consideration  in  the  United  States  and 
in  Britain.  At  that  time  the  soi-disant 
"Belgian  syndicate"  attempted,  by  an 
audacious  "deal,"  to  obtain  control  of  the 
trunk  hues  of  China.  The  ministers  of 
England,  Germany  (which  till  then  was 
ready  to  work  with  us),  and  the  United 
States  at  once  entei-ed  a  concerted  protest, 
and  stopped  the  "deal."  There  was  no 
hesitation  whatever  on  their  part.  The 
movement  was  instinctive  and  automat- 
ic, growing  naturally  out  of  the  circum- 
stances. In  the  oi)inion  of  the  three 
ministers,  any  control  of  the  i-ailway  sys- 
tern  of  China  by  such  a  s^'iidicate  was 
inimical  to  the  interests  of  their  respec- 
tive countries.  This  promising  alliance 
of  the  three  commercial  powei's,  so  well 
calculated  to  promote  what  should  be  the 
Bi'itish  and  American  policy  in  China, 
pi'on)i)tly  fell  to  pieces,  because  the  Brit- 
ish government  withdrew  support  from 
its  minister  at  the  moment  when  his 
influence  was  provijig  itself  a  reality. 
Had  the  British  government,  still  more 
the  British  and  American  combined,  fur- 
thered the  scheme,  which  was  then  sub- 
mitted to  the  Chinese  authorities,  of  an 
imperial  Chinese  railway  administration, 
it  would  have  been  established,  and  the 
long  ti'ain  of  dangerous  consequences 
arising  from  "concession  scrambles" 
would  have  been  obviated.  But,  instead 
of  being  supported,  the  opportunity  was 
rejected,  and  thereby  was  sealed  the  fatal 
isolation  of  Great  Britain  in  China. 

The  proposal  of  a  government  loan  to 
China,  made  by  Sir  Claude  ]\Iacdonald 
about  the  same  time,  was  treated  in  pre- 
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cisely  the  same  manner — there  was  "no 
precedent,"  it  was  "unheard-of,"  and  so 
forth.  At  a  later  period,  however,  when 
the  scheme  had  become  impossible,  her 
Majesty's  government  entertained  a  sim- 
ilar proposal,  but  with  no  adequate  con- 
sideration of  the  conditions  on  which  it 
could  be  carried  throug-h.  And  to-day, 
after  all  that  has  happened  during-  the 
past  eight  or  nine  months,  we  are  still 
assured  by  the  Cobdenites  that  there  is 
nothing  to  be  objected  to,  rather  some- 
thing to  be  thankful  for,  in  all  these  rail- 
ways passing  under  the  control  of  a  syn- 
dicate financed  by  a  Russo-Chinese  bank 
and  supported  by  French  capital. 

The  United  States  government  also  ac- 
corded but  a  lukewarm  support  to  its 
minister  at  Peking,  it  is  true,  but  the  dif- 
ference between  the  positions  of  the  Unit- 
ed States  and  Britain  in  the  matter  was 
that  the  former,  though  possessing  enor- 
mous prospective  interests,  had  only  a 
small  actual  stake  in  China,  and  but  little 
relationship  with  that  country,  while  Brit- 
ain's realized  interests  were  very  large. 

The  failure  of  British  capital  to  flow  to 
China  and  the  absence  of  substantial 
British  syndicates  ready  to  apply  for  con- 
cessions in  China  have  been  commented 
on  in  an  unjustifiable  manner  by  the 
British  government  in  defending  its  con- 
trol of  affairs  in  China.  According  to 
it,  the  reason  for  its  failure  is  that  British 
capitalists  want  initiative,  and  the  gov- 
ernment would  have  it  believed  that  it 
has  been  looking  for  British  concession- 
naires.  But  is  there  any  wonder  that  en- 
terprise is  wanting,  considering  the  vacil- 
lation of  the  government?  and  is  there 
likelihood  of  improvement  in  this  respect 
until  there  is  a  radical  change  in  the  way 
of  dealing  with  the  question  ?  Britisli 
capital  has  not  been  seeking  investment 
in  China  because  there  is  no  confidence  in 
the  government— the  first  essential  to  any- 
thing being  accomplished  tliere — just  as 
we  stand  politically  isolated  in  the  Vnv 
East  because  no  power,  not  even  China, 
has  confidence  in  Great  Britain.  Once 
let  this  be  changed,  and  British  capitalists 
would  promptly  make  their  appearance. 
Precisely  the  same  argument,  of  course, 
applies  in  the  case  of  the  United  States. 

Whether  Russia  will  succeed  in  her 
scheme  of  world-domination  is  of  course 
open  to  question,  but,  as  I  have  already 
explained  elsewhere.*  her  })olicy  is  being 

*    CJiiua  hi  Traiisfonnatlon . 
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pursued  under  conditions  hitherto  with- 
out parallel.  Unless  she  should  break 
up  from  internal  commotion — not  a  like- 
ly contingency  —  she  will  attempt  the 
conquest  of  Turkey,  Persia,  India,  and 
China,  bit  by  bit,  and  according  to  fit- 
ting opportunity.  She  has  at  present  a 
docile  partner,  ready  to  be  used,  little 
realizing  that  the  ally  of  to-day  will  be 
the  victim  of  to-morrow,  when  no  longer 
needed.  Germany,  whose  policy  must 
of  necessity  be  opportunist,  is  ready  to 
tacitly  support  Russia  while  she  is  in  the 
ascendant.  Japan  is,  of  course,  a  most 
important  factor  in  the  future  destinies 
of  the  Pacific.  She  wisely  keeps  her 
own  counsel,  and  prepares  vigorously  for 
eventualities,  making  those  careful  and 
minute  studies  of  every  country  in  the 
world  which  have  already  yielded  such 
astonishing  results.  Her  future  course 
will  be  largely  influenced  by  the  action 
of  the  Western  powers,  and  it  need  not 
be  said  that  the  most  energetic  among 
them  will  gain  the  sympathies  of  the  Isl- 
and Empire.  Should  Russia  succeed  in 
becoming  mistress  of  Asia,  she  will  domi- 
nate some  eiglit  hundred  millions  of  the 
human  race — active,  hardy,  intelligent, 
and  requiring  only  direction  to  become 
a  formidable  force  in  any  competition, 
whether  in  commerce  or  in  war.  The 
reduction  of  the  Ih'itish  Empire  is  essen- 
tial to  the  accomplishment  of  her  scheme 
of  universal  dominion. 

It  requires  no  elaborate  argument  to 
demonstrate  that  the  death-knell  of  the 
British  leadership  in  the  world  would  be 
nearly  as  disastrous  to  America  as  to  Brit- 
ain. To  realize  the  posititni  the  United 
States  would  occu})y,  it  is  only  necessai'y 
to  study  the  conunercial  and  industrial 
policy  of  Russia  wherever  any  possibility 
of  rivalry  is  in  question.  The  power  of 
the  United  States  to  extend  her  trade  in 
Asia,  and,  in  a  lai'ge  measui-e,  to  expand 
as  a  nation,  depends  much  u})on  the  An- 
glo-Saxon supremacy.  Once  in  possession 
of  Turkey  and  Persia,  India  and  China, 
and  with  the  resources  of  xVsia  oi'ganized 
under  her  direction,  Russia  would  be  not 
only  su))reme  on  land,  but  would  be  also 
the  connnanding  sea  power.  With  the 
Pacific  Ocean  a  Russian  lake,  and  Europe 
dominated,  Amei'ica  and  South  Africa,  in 
addition  to  Australasia,  would,  as  a  natural 
consequence,  fall  under  the  ascendenc}^  of 
the  Slav. 

The  common  aims  and   aspirations  of 
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the  United  States  and  Britain,  the  bond  of 
race,  of  language,  of  religion,  and  of  gov- 
ernment, indicate  for  them  a  common 
destiny.  Between  the  free  people  of  the 
States  and  the  semi-Asiatic  despotism  of 
Russia  there  can  be  no  real  sympathy; 
these  nations  are  antipathetic  and  cannot 
unite.  The  danger  threatening  Britain  is 
one  threatening  the  Anglo-Saxon  race. 
May  tlie  democracies  of  Britain  and  the 


United  States  realize  in  time  this  common 
danger,  not  the  less  pressing  because  it 
may  not  seem  to  concern  to  day  or  to- 
morrow I  May  leaders  arise  who  will 
guide  both  nations  in  the  path  of  duty, 
of  honor,  and  of  prosperity,  and  bring 
them  to  submit  witliout  murmur  to  the 
sacrifices  which  will  enable  the  race  to 
maintain  the  ascendency  it  has  so  long 
held ! 


AN    ANGEL    IN    A   WEB. 


BY    JULIAX    RALPH. 


CnAPTEK    XII. 
THROUGH    A    BllEAK    IX    THE   WEr>. 

LAMONT  had  barely  reached  the  foot 
of  the  first  llight  of  stairs  when 
Laura  seized  a  chair  and  used  it  to  loosen 
the  window  and  fling  it  as  far  open  as  it 
would  go.  Darkness  was  settling  upon 
the  city,  the  jots  on  the  lamp-posts  were 
making  yellow  dots  up  and  down  the 
street,  crowds  of  working-folk,  shorteried 
into  manikin  figures  by  their  distance  be- 
low, were  pressing  westward  towards  the 
river,  and  a  fierce  howling  wind,  almost  a 
gale,  was  blowing  dust  in  clouds,  slam- 
ming shutters,  making  sign-boards  groan, 
and  stilling  all  other  noises. 

To  escape  at  once,  by  any  means,  how- 
ever dangerous,  was  the  only  thought  in 
Laura's  mind.  By  leaning  out  of  the  win- 
dow she  could  see  that  there  was  an  iron 
balcony  in  front  of  the  window  next  to  it. 
This  led  into  the  same  loft,  but  beyond 
the  office  enclosure,  and  therefoi-e  a  step 
nearer  to  possible  freedom.  It  seemed  a 
bare  chance  that  if  she  stood  on  the  sill 
of  her  window  she  could  i-each  a  foot  over 
to  tliis  balcony,  but  the  barest  chance 
tempted  her  in  the  condition  of  mind  she 
was  in.  She  carefully  worked  her  body 
out  of  the  window  and  managed  to  stand 
on  the  narrow  sill,  gripping  the  sash  to 
keep  a  footing  in  the  gale  that  dashed 
against  the  front  of  the  house  and  swept 
it  with  almost  the  force  of  a  wave.  Her 
skirts  snap})ed  in  the  wind  at  first,  and 
then  were  filled  with  it  until  they  almost 
lifted  her  off  the  sill  as  she  edged  her  way 
to  the  end.  and  reached  out  one  foot  tow- 
ards the  little  balcony.  Her  nerve  was 
strong.    Her  recklessness  was  in  itself  al- 


most a  guarantee  of  safety,  but  she  gave 
not  a  thought  to  that.  However,  often  as 
she  pointed  the  toe  of  lier  little  shoe  out- 
ward and  traced  a  semicircle  with  it,  in 
the  gale,  it  did  not,  and  it  would  not.  reach 
the  balcony  rail.  Therefore  she  slowly 
and  cautiously  turned  around  until  her 
back  was  against  the  window,  so  that  she 
could  fling  her.self  with  arms  outstretched 
across  to  the  pi-ojection.  The  feat  was  too 
foolhardy  even  for  her.  She  did  not  dare 
to  try  it.  She  might  succeed  in  catching 
the  railing — though  there  was  a  greater 
chance  that  she  would  not — but  if  she  did, 
would  hei'  arms  support  her  weight,  and 
had  she  the  strength  to  pull  herself  up  by 
them?  Never  mind,  she  did  not  dare  to 
try  it.  So  she  felt  behind  her  for  the 
window  opening,  and  put  a  foot  down 
thi'ough  it,  and  then  the  other,  and  was 
pi-esently  back  in  the  office  again. 

It  Avas  dark  in  the  office,  but  there  was 
a  gas-bracket  there,  and  she  found  some 
matches.  When  she  came  to  light  the 
gas,  she  discovered  that  the  bui'ner  had  no 
tip.  The  flame  flared  up  in  a  fierce  blaze 
two  feet  high  and  three  or  four  inches 
wide  at  the  fullest  pai't.  The  Avind  roared 
in  at  the  window  and  blew  the  flame 
about,  writhing  and  hissing  to  and  fro, 
and  straight  out  side  wise  like  a  demon's 
tongue.  She  had  never  seen  gas  burn  that 
way.  as  it  is  so  commonly  seen  in  west- 
ern New  York  and  Ohio.  She  fancied  it 
dangerous,  but  she  did  not  care,  even  a 
little,  whether  it  exploded  or  burned  the 
house  down.  What  did  anything  matter 
to  one  soconipleteh*  at  bay,  so  hai'ried,  so 
desperate  as  slie? 

A  young  man  in  a  window  of  the  tall 
flat-house  opposite  had  pulled  up  a  shade 


AN   ANGEL   IN    A  WEB. 


939 


and  looked  out  just  as  Laura  was  flatten- 
ed like  a  fly  against  the  front  of  her  win- 
dow, and  trying"  to  reach  the  balcony. 
He  looked  at  her  with  a  degree  of  amaze- 
ment tliat  the  average  New-Yorker  is 
schooled  to  feel  very  seldom,  and  never  to 
show.  If  you  fire  off  a  cannon  under 
a  true  New-Yorker's  window,  he  may 
lounge  across  the  room  in  a  leisurely 
way  to  look  out  of  it,  because  he  is  hu- 
man, but  he  will  be  ashamed  of  having 
done  so.  An  oflicer  of  the  Lifeguards 
was  lounging  up  Piccadilly  once  when  an 
overgrown  street  boy,  whose  back  was  to 
him,  suddenly  threw  up  both  hands,  and 
one  of  them  smote  the  guardsman  a  sharp 
blow  in  the  eye.  He  neither  dodged,  nor 
drew  back,  nor  paused  in  his  stroll,  nor 
looked  around.  He  must  have  been  an- 
noyed, and  he  must  have  been  surprised 
— possibly  the  blow  hurt  him — but  though 
no  one  could  have  seen  an  expression  of 
either  sensation, we  maybe  sure  he  regret- 
ted having  felt  a  little  of  both.  It  was  so 
with  Archibald  Paton  ;  for  he  was  the  man 
in  the  window  of  the  opposite  building. 
He  knew  he  could  not  be  blamed  for  look- 
ing at  the  uncommon  spectacle  the  girl 
presented,  but  he  would  never  have  owned 
to  the  shock  of  surprise  and  anxiety  that 
came  with  the  sight. 

"Well,  I  have  heard  of  trick-horses," 
he  said  to  himself,  "and  trick-mules,  and 
things,  but  I  never  heard  of  a  trick- wo- 
man before.  I  hope  her  husband's  down 
in  the  street  with  a  net." 

Mr.  Paton's  home  was  in  another  part 
of  town,  and  this  flat  from  out  of  which 
lie  was  looking  was  the  dwelling  of  a 
bachelor  friend  who  had  gone  abroad, 
exacting  from  Paton  a  solemn  promise 
that  he  would  look  in  occasionally  to  see 
that  nothing  went  amiss  with  the  bric-a- 
brac,  paintings,  and  silver;  of  which  the 
flat  was  a  rich  little  museum.  As  Paton 
had  been  there  on  the  previous  day.  he 
wondered  at  finding  himself  there  so  soon 
agai  n . 

He  walked  through  the  rooms,  and  then 
went  again  to  the  window  from  which  he 
had  seen  the  acrobatic  young  woman. 
Now  the  gas  was  acting  as  madly  as  she 
had  been  doing  before,  and  she  was  on 
her  knees  with  her  elbows  on  a  chair, 
evidently  p  ray  i  n  g . 

"By  Jove!"  Paton  exclaimed,  '"  I'd 
give  all  the  money  I've  got  in  my  pocket 
to  know  what  she's  up  to;  and  in  that 
building,  which  I  told  Billv  was  the  most 


unpromising  building  in  the  whole  street. 
I  begin  to  think  better  of  it  now." 

Laura  was  not  praying,  though  she  was 
trying  to.  Her  mind  was  too  excited, 
and  she  could  not  gather  her  thoughts 
even  upon  her  dire  need  of  help.  Reluc- 
tantly she  rose  to  her  feet  again,  and 
stood  still  without  any  impulse  moving 
her.  Then  it  was  that  Editha  came  to 
possess  her  brain.  When  Laura  realized, 
as  she  instantly  did,  that  this  affectionate 
friend  was  with  her,  she  endeavored  to 
surrender  herself  to  her  influence.  But 
even  that  proved  impossible.  She  was 
controlled  by  the  impulse  for  immediate 
freedom,  and  this  resolve,  adhered  to  in 
the  face  of  the  apparent  impossibility  of 
executing  it,  made  her  brain  whirl.  She 
found  that  she  could  not  calm  herself 
even  sufficiently  to  give  Editha  a  hold 
upon  her  mind. 

"  I  know  what  I'll  do,"  she  thought. 
"Here  is  paper  and  a  pen  and  ink.  I 
will  print,  in  big  letters  that  even  a  child 
can  read,  an  account  of  my  plight.  I 
know;  I'll  throw  it  down  to  a  policeman. 
I  imist  escape  from  here  before  morning." 

She  took  a  sheet  of  fool's-cap  paper,  and 
seating  herself  at  a  table,  began  to  write. 

The  spirit  of  Editha  rejoiced  at  the 
sight  of  a  pen  in  Laura's  hand.  For  days 
she  had  awaited  the  moment  when  Laura 
should  essay  to  write  even  a  word,  for 
only  at  such  a  moment  and  through  the 
medium  of  writing  could  she  give  Laura 
the  assistance  of  which  she  stood  in  great- 
est need. 

The  moment  Laura  strove  to  concen- 
trate her  mind  in  order  to  reflect  upon 
the  words  she  should  write,  her  fi'iend  be- 
gan to  gain  control  over  her.  Laura, 
commenced  to  yield  to  the  kindly  influ- 
ence, and  the  pen  felt  the  loss  of  her 
guidance  and  lay  loose  in  her  hand.  Sud- 
denly, to  Laura's  sui'pi'ise,  it  began  to 
move,  so  that  she  was  obliged  to  tighten 
her  hold  upon  it  lest  it  should  fall  upon 
the  sheet  and  blot  it.  When  she  grasped 
it  firmly  it  began  to  write: 

B-r-o 

Laura  lifted  it  from  the  paper,  and 
looked  with  astonishment  at  the  three 
letters  which  she  had  written  without 
either  intention  or  understanding. 

"Write  again — write,"  it  seemed  that 
the  influence  counselled  her. 

Again  she  held  the  point  of  her  pen  to 
the  paper,  and  this  time  allowed  it  freedom 
to  move  itself.     This  was  what  it  wrote: 
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Brown  and  Crossley,  280  Broadivay. 

'•My  father's  lawyers!"  Laura  cried. 
"  Ho\v  very  strange!  I  have  tried  for 
days  to  think  of  their  names,  and — I  did 
not  write  this,  for,  liard  as  I  have  tried,  I 
have  not  been  able  to  remember  even  the 
initial  of  the  first  name.  It  is  my  angel 
who  has  come  to  help  me.  I  felt  her  lov- 
ing presence  at  once.  It  was  when  I  be- 
gan to  grow  calmer.  Now  I  know  I 
shall  escape  from  that  hori-id  Mr.Lamont. 
Oh,  you  dear,  good  angel !  How  can  I 
ever  tell  you —  What  are  you  saying? 
For  me  to  write  again  ?  Wri te  more  ?  Yes, 
yes;   I  will.'' 

With  feverish  impatience  she  sat  up 
again  and  grasped  the  pen.  Now  it  wrote 
a  nnme  over  and  over  again : 

Itha  Edi  Editha  Edi-tha  Editha. 

"  Editha!  that  name  I  thought  so  love- 
ly at  the  great  house  in  Powellton,*'  mur- 
mured Laura.  "Then  it  is  the  name  of 
my  angel !  It  is  .she,  the  one  of  whom 
that  servant  spoke  as  so  good  and  sweet.  • 
My  angel,  write  again.  Is  Editha  your 
name,  and  are  vou  the  spirit  of  that  love- 
ly lady?" 

Edtha  Edith' a  Edi-tha  Editha. 

Thus  again  this  name  was  scrawled 
over  the  paper  b}'  the  pen  in  Laura's  limp 
hand. 

"  Yes,  yes;  it  is  she!"  exclaimed  Laura. 
"O  God,  how  good  you  are  to  me,  to 
give  me  sucli  a  friend!  She  is  an  angel, 
and  you  have  sent  her  to  me.  Oh.  how 
weak  and  sinful  I  have  been  to  feel  so 
despondent  and  so  angry  with  that  bad 
man.  as  if  he  could  hurt  me  wiiile  yoa 
and  the  angels  are  guiding  me !  But,  Edi- 
tlia,  tell  me.  dear  Editha,  am  I  to  stay 
hei'e?     Will  you  not  help  me  to  escape?" 

"Write,  write,"  slie  thought  the  silent 
urging  in  her  mind  seemed  to  command. 

She  took  up  the  pen  again,  and  this 
time  it  wi*ote  as  before: 

Brown  and  Crosdey,  280  Broadway . 

"  Your  pocket — kee])  it — save  it — pock- 
et," was  the  admonition  which  fastened 
itself  on  Laui'a's  comprehension.  She 
tore  off  the  address  and  put  it  in  her  emp- 
ty purse.  Tlien  she  took  u])  the  pen  once 
more,  and,  as  her  ally  made  no  offer  to 
cotnmunicate  further  by  it,  Laura  wrote 
in  her  own  language  an  appeal  for  rescue. 

Help!  The  lady  who  stands  in  an 
upper  li'indow  is  locked  in  an  empty 
building.  Notify  the  police  (piickly.  or 
find  some  one  to  free  her.  God  will  re- 
ward you. 


She  tore  off  the  fresh  leaf  on  which 
this  was  written,  and  wrapping  it  around 
a  piece  of  coal  from  the  stove  in  the  room, 
leaned  out  of  the  window  to  watch  for  a 
policeman.  Not  one  was  in  sight.  Paton 
Avas  looking  at  her,  but  she  could  not  see 
him  because  the  window  at  which  he 
stood  was  dark.  She  determined  to  toss 
the  missive  down  to  the  first  man  who 
came  in  sight.  It  was  futile  to  wait  for 
any  one  to  see  her.  The  wind  blew  so 
strongly  that  all  the  pedestrians  bent 
down  tlieir  heads  as  they  moved  by. 
When,  in  a  moment,  two  men  came  along 
together,  Laura  screamed  at  them,  and 
flung  dow^n  the  little  package  of  coal,  but 
the  gale  tore  her  voice  in  shreds  and  scat- 
tered them  in  tlie  upprr  air.  It  also  un- 
did the  paper  and  sent  it  whirling  over 
the  roofs,  while  the  bit  of  coal  dropped 
straight  down  towards  the  pavement  she 
could  not  see  on  her  side  of  the  street. 

Three  or  four  times  she  did  this  ^nth 
the  same  ill  succe.ss.  and  then  she  heard 
the  voice  of  a  man  from  across  the  street, 
and  saw  Archibald  Paton.  standing  in  his 
window,  gesticulating  with  one  hand  and 
holding  a  lighted  match  in  the  otlier. 

"What's  the  ma-a-a-t-ter?"  he  called. 

"Help!"  she  screamed  back.  But  the 
wind  was  dashing  against  her  side  of  the 
street,  and  she  was  certain  tliat  her  voice 
was  stifled  in  it. 

"Can't  he-e-e-ar  you."  Paton  called. 
"Can  I  help  you?" 

Again  she  tried  to  make  herself  heard 
and  failed. 

"  Can-n-n't  he-e-e  ar  you.  Nod — your 
head — if — you  want — nie-e-e  to — come — 
to  you." 

She  nodded  her  head  as  those  Chinese 
figures  do  which  have  theirs  balanced  on 
pivots  run  through  their  necks. 

''Drop  down  another  paper,"  Paton 
yelled."  when  I — am — in  the — stre-e-e-et. 
Drop  it  down — when — I  whistle.'' 

She  nodded  again,  to  show  him  that 
she  understood. 

While  Paton  was  hastening  to  the 
ground  in  an  elevator.  Laura  w^ent  back 
to  the  office  table  to  write  her  appeal  once 
more,  this  time  with  a  firm  hope  of  suc- 
cess. But  Laura's  unseen  com})anion  dis- 
suaded her.  It  urged  her  to  put  herself 
in  readiness  for  another  message,  and  this 
came  first  from  her  pen: 

Love  him. 

"What?  Who?  Dear  Editha.  what 
do  vou   mean?''     Laura  remained  seated 
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with  her  pen  and  her  mind  ready  for  a 
further  communication,  whichever  way  it 
might  come.  Suddenly  the  pen  beg-an  to 
slip  out  of  her  fingers,  and  she  caught  it 
and  held  it  firmly,  while  it  wrote  again; 

Love  him. 

"How  very  queer!  I  do  not  under- 
stand," Laura  murmured.  "  Slie  cannot 
mean  Mr.  Lamont.  No;  I  know  liow 
earnestly  she  warned  me  against  him. 
Love  whom,  then,  I  wonder?" 

As  nothing  more  came  from  her  spirit- 
ual mentor,  Laura,  for  the  fourth  or  fifth 
time,  wrote  her  short  appeal  to  the  public, 
or  the  street,  or  the  gale,  and  hearing  a 
shrill  whistle  below,  cast  it  awaj^  from 
her  as  she  had  done  with  the  others. 
She  thought  she  could  distinguish  a  man 
in  the  road  looking  up  at  her,  and  she 
tried  to  aim  this  last  projectile  of  paper 
and  coal  so  that  it  should  fall  at  his  feet. 
As  it  happened,  the  wind  beat  it  back 
against  the  building  she  was  in,  and  she 
felt  that  there  was  nothing  more  for  her 
to  do  except  to  wait  and  to  hope.  She  re- 
turned to  the  office  table,  and  tried  to  coax 
lier  pen  and  her  guardian  spirit  to  con- 
tinue their  disclosures,  but  the  one  lay 
idle,  and  the  other  did  not  counsel  her. 

"  My  angel,"  Laura  asked,  "  please  tell 
me,  are  my  troubles  over  at  last?" 

"Troubles!  troubles!"  the  soundless 
voice  seemed  to  repeat. 

Laura  tried  to  convince  herself  that 
Editha  had  not  thus  repeated  her  own 
words  in  a  manner  so  disappointing — or, 
perhaps,  so  ominous.  She  went  to  the 
window  and  looked  long  and  longingly  at 
the  one  in  which  the  man  who  had  called 
to  her  had  stood.  It  remained  black  and 
tenantless.  As  she  stood  there  she  thought 
tliat  Editha  whispered,  "  He  will  come," 
but  she  was  not  so  certain  of  that  as  of  all 
the  rest  that  had  taken  place.  The  words 
"Love  him,"  which  she  had  unwittingly 
written,  perplexed  her.  They  did  more. 
They  brought  a  slight  feeling  of  shame 
when  she  thought  of  the  chance  of  tlieir 
being  seen  by  other  eyes  -or  even  by  her 
own.  She  tore  them  out  of  the  sheet  of 
paper,  and  was  about  to  crumple  the  frag- 
ment up  and  throw  it  away.  But  she 
changed  her  mind,  and  straightened  out 
the  little  tatter  and  put  that  also  in  her 
purse. 

Presently  there  sounded  a  crash  at  the 
back  of  the  loft,  as  if  a  window  had  been 
blown  in  by  the  gale.  But  no!  Irregu- 
lar footsteps  were  next  heard  coming  the 


length  of  the  warehouse  floor.  The  man 
came  to  the  door  of  the  office. 

"Open  the  door,  please.  You  can't? 
No  key?  Well,  I  have  one,"  he  said,  and 
burst  the  frail  wood- work  in  with  a  kick. 

Then  in  walked  Archibald  Paton. 

Laura  saw  him  through  the  haze  of  her 
own  alarm  and  confusion — a  well-dressed 
man  of  thirty,  strong  and  nervous,  but 
yet  fine  in  every  detail.  His  feet  were 
small,  his  hands  were  long  and  slender, 
and  he  had  the  figure  of  an  active  and 
muscular  man,  yet  of  one  who  leads  a 
studious  life,  for  he  was  slenderly  shaped, 
and  his  face  showed  an  in-door  paleness. 

"I  got  your  message,"  said  he.  "And 
its  contents  are  noted,  as  they  sa^^  in  busi- 
ness letters." 

Even  in  his  own  ears  his  words  were 
uncouth,  and  he  realized  the  unnatural- 
ness  of  his  entire  manner.  This  was  his 
way  when  he  was  excited.  To  take  part 
in  so  sensational  an  adventure  and  sud- 
denly to  discover  that  it  was  a  beautiful 
young  lady — and  not  a  scrub-woman  or 
errand-girl — who  relied  on  him  for  rescue, 
was  too  much  for  his  perfect  mental  bal- 
ance. Whenever  anything  excited  him 
he  tried  to  hide  the  disturbance  with  af- 
fected jocularity,  and  his  friends  said  of 
him  that  when  he  was  in  a  temper  he 
talked  like  a  livecopy  of  Joe  Miller's  Jest- 
Book. 

"Oh,  sir,  please  take  me  away,"  Laura 
begged.  "I  have  been  so  frightened." 
She  would  have  said  much  more,  but  he 
stopped  her. 

"Not  a  sound,  please,  till  we  are  out 
of  the  woods,  as  tlie  deer  remarked  to  the 
rille.  Oh  yes,  one  word:  Were  you 
locked  in  by  accident  or  villany?  Vil- 
lany,  eh?  Good!  I  am  so  glad — I  mean 
villany  is  exactly  in  my  line.  I  make  a 
living  by  it — by  writing  about  it,  I  mean. 
I'm  a  writer — at  least,  that's  what  I  want 
the  dear  public  to  think.  But  we  must 
be  going.  Got  any  wra])s  or  rubbers  or 
baggage?  No?  All  thebetter.  Ou-u-ch! 
How  my  fool  of  an  ankle  does  hurt!" 

At  this  exclamation  it  occurred  to 
Laura  that  all  this  time  he  had  been 
standing  on  one  foot,  with  the  other  held 
high  above  the  floor.  His  face,  too,  was 
at  times  a  little  contorted,  as  if  by  spasms 
of  pain. 

"What  is  it,  sir?  You  have  hurt 
yourself.      You  are  pale." 

"It's  nothing,  as  the  man  said  Avho 
put  his  fortune  in  a  lottery  and  drew  a 
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blank.  Something  broken,  I  guess;  but  I 
wouldn't  care  for  that  if  it  didn't  hurt.  I 
told  the  Dutchman — keeps  the  restaurant 
on  the  ground-floor — I  wanted  to  call  on 
you — locked  in — that  sort  of  thing.  He 
said  a  watchman  comes  every  night  at 
eight,  w^lienever  he  does  come.  Probably 
won't  come  to-night,  Dutchman  said,  ac- 
count of  the  storm.  Poor  sort  of  w^atch, 
eh?  Like  a  sun-dial — doesn't  go  in  bad 
weather.  Couldn't  ^yait;  so  borrowed  a 
ladder  of  the  Dutchman — that  is,  I  took 
it.  Mean  to  ask  him  for  it  when  I  get 
back.  Climbed  to  the  first-story  balcony 
of  the  fire-escape,  and  had  just  put  one 
foot  on  it  when  the  ladder  fell  from  un- 
der me.  Foot  slipped  through  the  ii-on 
bars  and  I  fell  back  with  a  wrench — ugh  ! 
Don't  mention  it,  please  —  and  there  I 
swung  till  I  learned  the  trick  of  climbing 
up  my  own  leg  and  getting  right  end  up. 
I'd  no  idea  it  w^as  anything.  Felt  rather 
pleasant,  as  the  man  said  after  he  froze  to 
death.  But,  my  dear  3"oung  lady,  if  you 
stand  here  talking  much  longer,  I  shall 
be  like  the  bee  in  the  tar-barrel — unable 
to  tear  nn^self  away ;  it  hurts  so  confound- 
edly. In  two  minutes  I  shall  begin  to 
scream  as  a  baby  does,  you  know,  when 
you  pin  its  clothes  to  its  complexion." 

He  led  her  gallantly-  through  the  inky 
darkness  of  the  loft,  just  touching  the 
tips  of  her  fingers  and  chattering  all  the 
while.  Thus  they  reached  the  frail -look- 
ing series  of  open  iron  galleries  and  lad- 
ders tliat  ran  from  story  to  story  down  to 
1,1  le  ground  at  the  back  of  the  warehouse. 
The  topmost  ladder  w\as  loose  at  the  bot- 
tom,and  swung  likea  tra})eze.  He  climbed 
down  on  it  and  bade  her  follow  close  af- 
ter liim,  within  his  arms,  in  fact,  as  he 
pushed  his  body  away  from  the  ladder  at 
arm's-length. 

"Then  the  wind  won't  get  at  you,  and 
you'll  feel  me  close  b^-and  won'tbe  afraid," 
he  told  her.  "  Excuse  my  hopping,  won't 
you?  Look  out,  now,  I'm  going  to  make 
a  joke.  I'm  hopping  because  I'm  mad  at 
one  leg.  With  all  my  legs  I've  onh^  one 
I  care  to  ^valk  with.  The  other's  turned 
against  me.  Oh,  by-the-way,  my  name  is 
Archibald  Paton.  and  I  am  at  your  ser- 
vice, and  very  glad  I  met  you.'' 

When  they  had  battled  against  the 
wind  down  three  of  the  narrow  iron  lad- 
ders and  had  squeezed  through  the  tiny 
openings  in  two  of  the  balconies,  they 
stopped  to  collect  breath  and  new"  strength. 

"Are    you    a   hypnotists"    Mr.   Paton 


asked.      "You  must  teach  me  the  science 
w^lien  w^e  know  each  other  better.'' 

"I  do  not  understand  you.  Why  do 
you  ask  that?''  Laura  replied. 

"Because  you  dragged  me  to  you 
against  my  will.  When  I  got  up  this 
morning  I  had  a  queer  feeling  of  being- 
owned  by  some  one  else.  It  grew  and 
grew"  on  me  until,  by  early  afternoon,  I 
couldn't  think  coherently.  I  felt,  with- 
out knowing  w^hat  I  felt,  that  something 
was  in  the  wind.  Finally  I  was  literally 
dragged  to  that  house  across  the  street — 
not  of  my  own  accord,  but  of  yours,  I 
think,  for  I  wanted  to  go  to  another  part  of 
the  city.  If  you're  not  a  hypnotist  you're 
a  witch,  so  I  incline  to  the  former  view." 

They  completed  the  descent  without 
another  pause. 

"Now,  sir,"  Paton  said  to  the  man  at 
the  restaurant  counter,  "here's  my  card. 
I've  smashed  a  window,  and  a  door,  and 
a  leg,  and  if  there's  anything  to  pay, 
there's  my  address.  As  to  that  young 
lady,  I  want  you  to  bear  witness  that  I 
did  not  carry  her  off.  I  intended  to,  but 
she  had  two  feet  to  my  one  and  went  of 
hei*  own  accord.  I  did  intend  to  borrow" 
a  ladder  of  you,  but  on  second  thoughts 
I  don't  want  it.  Now,  miss,  continue  the 
process  of  abduction  by  giving  me  a  lift 
across  the  street." 

Laura  had  been  thinking  over  the 
course  to  pursue  once  she  escaped  from 
the  loft.  Since  several  offers  of  friend.ship 
that  had  been  nuide  to  her  had  brought 
her  fresh  misfortune,  she  determined  to 
thank  this  latest  friend  and  escape  from 
him  before  he  could  prove  himself  like 
the  others.  But  there  was  this  difference 
between  him  and  the  rest — she  could  not 
help  feeling  tliat  he  inspired  trust  and 
confidence  in  his  honor.  She  felt  that 
he  was  a  gentleman,  and  he  had  shown 
himself  brave.  His  manner  had  been  gal- 
lant, and  yet  deeply  respectful  beneath 
his  joculai'ity,  Tliere  was  in  his  voice — 
the  surest  criterion  of  our  natures — a  ten- 
derness which  suffused  it,  a  wholesome- 
ness  that  gave  it  full  body,  and  a  magnet- 
ism that  i-ang  through  it.  Though  she 
wus  sure  he  was  thirty,  she  thought  of 
him  as  a  big  and  happy  boy.  But  the 
more  she  summed  up  his  merits  the  more 
reason  she  gave  herself  for  parting  with 
him  quickly.  The  memory  of  this  quar- 
ter of  an  lK)ur  with  him  she  could  trea- 
sure. She  Avould  not  risk  his  nuirring  it. 
"Here's    my    home,"'  said   he,  as    they 
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readied  tlie  sidewalk  before  the  apart- 
ment-house; "at  least  it's  another  man's 
home,  but  he's  abroad,  and  won't  contra- 
dict me.  We'll  send  his  servant  for 
mine,  and  she'll  get  us  some  dinner, 
and — '" 

"  I  thank  you  so  much,  but  I  think  I'll 
g-o  —  g-o  —  I'll  ffo  along,''  replied  Laura, 
who  could  not  have  said  where  she  would 
go  if  a  Wellesley  B.A.  had  depended  on 
her  doing  so. 

"  Go?  Yes,  you'll  go  straight  up  stairs 
with  me,  that  is,  if  you  have  an  ounce 
of  pity  or  fairness  concealed  about  you. 
Have  I  hot  rescued  you  from  villany? 
You  said  so  yourself.  And  am  I  not  a 
writer  of  books,  dependent  upon  new  vil- 
lanies  and  stories  of  hapless  ladies  for  a 
living?  Why,  madam,  what  on  earth  do 
you  think  I  went  to  all  this  trouble  for 
except  to  get  your  story?  Come,  I'll  give 
you  the  book  with  my  autograph  in  it,  if 
you  will  give  me  the  story  to  make  it  of." 

"  I  really  thank  you  so  much,  but — " 

"  Desert  me  after  you  have  handed  me 
over  to  the  servant  upstairs,  if  you  must,'' 
said  Paton,  sucking  a  long  breath  through 
set  teeth;  "but  I  realh'  beg  you  to  help 
me  to  the  fiat.  I  am  afraid  I  have  bro- 
ken ni}^  ankle." 

"Oh,  forgive  me!  How  could  I  be  so 
thoughtless?  Please  lean  on  me,  and  I 
will  not  think  of  myself  until  you  are 
cared  for." 

"You'll  excuse  my  mentioning  my 
ankle,  won't  you?"  Paton  said.  "*It's 
taken  to  forcing  itself  into  my  thoughts." 

CRArTEK     XIIT. 
LAURA    HEARS   ILL    OF   HERSELF. 

When  they  were  in  the  picturelike 
parlor  —  I  use  that  honest  elastic  word 
rather  than  apply  the  noble  term  draw- 
ing-room to  any  bird-cage  apartment  in 
a  Ne\v  York  flat— and  Paton  was  at  rest 
upon  a  sofa,  the  negro  servant,  who  ap- 
peared wide-eyed  at  sight  of  Laura  and 
of  Paton's  suffering,  was  despatched  for 
witch-hazel  and  lint,  and  Laura  brought 
the  sufferer  a  sofa-pillow. 

"Thank  you,  ever  so  much,"  said  Pat- 
on. "Now,  will  you  please  pretend  you 
need  to  wash  your  hands?  You'll  find 
water  and  towels  in  the  tirst  bedroom 
down  the  hall.  Then  I'll  investigate  the 
wound  I've  got." 

''In  my  service.  I  am  so  sorry," 
Laura  said. 


"Rather  in  my  service,  in  pursuit  of 
material  for  a  story,"  Paton  corrected 
her,  waggishly.  "I  feel  as  a  clergyman 
does  who  goes  to  see  wicked  places  in 
order  to  preach  a  diatribe,  and  comes 
away  scarred  and  bruised  in  his  soul; 
only  he's  worse  otf,  for  witch-hazel  won't 
help  him." 

Laura  left  the  room,  and  presently 
heard  him  calling,  "Hooray!  hooray! 
I'm  all  right!" 

She  came  back  and  looked  at  him  in- 
quiringly. 

"Nothing  broken,  as  the  young  lady 
said  when  the  breach -of  -  promise  case 
ended  in  a  marriage  in  court.  Only  a 
sprain,  after  all.  A  wrench,  you  know, 
but  not  a  mere  monkey-wrench,  for  it's 
as  big  as  a  gorilla.  Now  come,  my  staff 
and  comforter,  sit  you  down  and  tell  me 
about  yourself,  but  not  the  whole  story 
yet — only  a  bare  outline,  please,  because 
my  pain  would  blur  the  fine  shadings  of 
the  whole  recital.  You  came  to  New 
York  when —    AVhat  for?" 

"  Last  night,  to  see  the  lawyers  through 
whom  my  father,  who  is  abroad,  sends 
our  support  to  my  mother.  My  mother 
is  very  ill  in  an  institution,  and  so  I  am 
quite  alone." 

"The  man  who  locked  you  in  that 
building,  how  did  you  meet  him?" 

'"In  the  little  town  I  had  just  come 
from  every  one  knew  of  my  misfortune, 
and  he  came  and  told  me  that  some  per- 
sons who  were  interested  in  me  had  asked 
him  to  bring  me  to  New  Yoi*k.  Pie  left 
me  at  a  hotel,  and  in  the  morning,  when 
I  had  gone  away  early  to  escape  him, 
because  he  had  frightened  me,  he  met 
me  and  told  me  that  in  the  afternoon  he 
would  take  me  to  the  law^^ers.  He  brough  t 
me  to  that  building  opposite,  and  locked 
me  in  there." 

"  What  for?  That's  the  main  thing  of 
all." 

"He  said  he — oh,  I  can't  tell  you — it's 
too  absurd.  He  wanted  me  to — that  is, 
he  pretended  he—  Really,  lie  is  a  very 
wicked  man,  and  it  (hK^sn't  matter  what 
he  said." 

"  Loved  you.  and  wanted  to  many  >ou, 
eh?  Yes,  yes,  I  see.  But  I  don't  under- 
stand why  he  should —  No,  I  don't  mean 
that.  What  I  mean  is,  if  he  is  such  a 
villain  as  he  is,  I  wonder  he  was  not  more 
villanous." 

"  ]\[ore  villanous?  How  could  he  be? 
Pretending  such  feelings  when  he  did  not 
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know  me,  and  when  lie  is  thirty-five  years 
old  at  least,  and  even  after  I  had  told  him 
plainly— and  oh,  so  rudely— how  I  hated 
—how  I  felt  towards  him." 

"Well,  perhaps  you're  right,"  Paton 
replied,  smiling  g-rimly  through  his  pain. 
'"NoAV,  one  thing  more;  how  did  he  in- 
veigle you  into  that  building?  Of  course 
you  don't  know  that  lawyers  never  have 
offices  in  warehouse  buildings,  but,  aside 
from  that,  how  did  he  get  you  there?  I 
might  wish  to  get  a  gii'l  in  such  a  place 
—in  a  novel,  I  mean  —  but  I  wouldn't 
know  how.  Oh,  I  ought  to  wait  for  this 
story  till  I'm  over  this  pain,  but  it's  too 
tempting.      Do  tell  me  now." 

Laura  repeated  with  pei-fect  ingenuous- 
ness what  Lamont  had  told  her  of  the 
guild  of  lawyers  and  its  central  office, 
and  made  it  appear  that  the  only  trick  of 
w^hich  she  was  conscious  wsLs  that  of  lock- 
ing her  in  after  she  reached  there. 

"My  word!"  Paton  exclaimed.  "The 
situation  you  were  in  !  You  are  a  very 
lucky  young  woman.  Don't  look  sur- 
prised, for  I  am  serious.  You  should 
thank  God  all  your  days  for  escaping  as 
you  have." 

"I  do  thank  Him.  I  was  so  fright- 
ened. I  warned  that  man  that  if  he — he 
didn't  go  away,  I  would  try  to  kill  him, 
and  he  would  be  obliged  to  kill  me.  I 
know  it  was  wicked,  but  it  seemed  to  me 
there  was  nothing  to  do  but  to  die." 

"  How  feai-ful !  Here,  in  Twenty-third 
Street,  in  this  time  of  the  world!  Such 
an  audacious  trick  could  never  have  been 
successfully  carried  out.  By -the -way, 
when  did  you  eat  last?" 

"Yesterday  noon,  sir." 

''What?  Yester—  Oh,  see  here."  And 
Paton  3um])ed  from  the  sofa  to  seize  a 
chair  for  use  as  a  cane,  and  hop])ed  into 
the  passage  and  along  it  to  the  kitchen. 
From  there  he  calted  to  Laura  to  come  to 
him.  He  had  ])()ured  out  a  glass  of  milk 
and  then  found  he  (H)uld  not  hop  l)ack 
with  it.  He  urged  her  to  drink  the  milk 
and  eat  a  biscuit,  to  ])re))are  herself  for  a 
dinner,  which  he  cautioned  her  ought  to 
be  of  the  lightest,  under  the  circum- 
stances. 

When  both  had  returned  to  the  parlor 
the  negro  servant  was  heard  to  let  her- 
self in  at  the  kitchen  door,  and  Paton 
called  to  her  to  come  to  him  at  once. 

"Rub  me  with  that  witch-haz(d,"  said 
he.  "Put  a  couple  of  towels  under  my 
ankle  so  as  not  to  spoil  Billy's  sofa,  and 


then  rub  as  if  you  had  hold  of  Aladdin's 
lamp.  There,  slop  on  plenty  of  the  witch- 
hazel.  Why  on  earth  didn't  you  buy  a 
gallon,  or  a  barrel?  How  cool  and  good 
it  feels!  Harriet,  you  don't  know  the 
first  thing  about  rubbing." 

"  I's  "fraid  o'  hurtin'  you'  so'  laig,  sir." 

"Afraid  of  doing  it  good,  you  mean. 
Oh,  if  my  Irish  girl  Annie  was  only 
here!" 

"I  didn't  i-eckon  de  Irish  was  particu- 
lar good  at  rubbin'.  I  alw'ys  thought 
dey  was  best  at  i)ullin'  people's  laigs, 
sir." 

"Do  you  hear  her?"  Paton  asked  of 
Laura.  "But  you  don't  understand  her, 
or  you  would  be  scandalized.  Harriet, 
you  Afro- Americans  would  joke  if  the 
heavens  were  opening  like  a  scroll  and 
the  firmament  was  tottering." 

"  I  ain't  no  Att'er-'Merican,  sir.  Ouah 
preacher  in  de  Bleecker  Street  church  once 
called  us  Alfer-'Mericans  in  his  sermon, 
an'  I  done  laid  for  him  after  church,  an' 
I  jist  give  it  to  him,  sir.  'You  kin  call 
me  colored  when  you  like  me,'  I  says, 
'an'  you  kin  call  me  nigger  when  we 
quar'l,  but  don't  you  never  dare  call  me 
no  Atl'er-'Merican — 'cause  dat  I  won't 
stand.'" 

"  There.  Now  soak  that  lint  with  that 
stuff,  sopping  wet,"  Paton  said,  "and  do 
up  that  ankle  as  if  it  was  your  own,  and 
the  only  one  you  had.  And — no,  no;  don't 
pii^  it.  Women  always  pin  everything; 
even  stick  })ins  in  their  skulls  to  keep 
their  hats  on.  Just  lay  it  gently  around 
as  if  it  was  an  ankle  that  cost  money. 
Now,  then,  wrap  both  those  towels  around 
it  and,  no — do  swallow  that  pin.  That's 
another  thing  women  do — swallow  ])ins 
so  as  to  put  their  fingers  in  their  mouths 
and  get  them  when  they  want  them." 

"You  does  know  a  lot  about  women, 
sure.  ]\Ir.  Paton,'' said  Harriet. 

•"Why  do  you  say  women,  merely? 
Say  I  know  a  lot  about  everything,  Har- 
riet; for  I  know  as  much  about  every- 
thing as  I  do  about  women.  But  what  a 
sex  it  is — to  produce  such  a  creature  as 
Laura  Balm,  for  instance." 

It  was  fortunate  that  Laui'a  sat  just 
back  of  Mr.  Baton's  head,  and  that  Har- 
riet's back  was  towards  her  at  the  mo- 
ment, so  that  neither  one  saw  her  start  as 
he  uttered  her  name — aiul  with  a  sem- 
blance of  bitterness  beneath  his  chaffing 
tone. 

"Patience'  name!    who's  Laura  Barn, 
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Mr.  Paton?"  the  servant  inquired.  "Is 
dat  de  woman  dat  killed  her  husban'  an' 
fb'  children  in  the  Ninth  Ward?" 

"Balm,  not  Barn,  Harriet,"  said  Paton. 
"No,  she  hasn't  killed  her  four  children 
yet;  but  she  will,  or  rather  she'll  have  six, 
eight  children  and  two  husbands,  and  do 
away  with  them  all.  At  present  she  is 
simply  a  marplot,  a  witch,  a  creature 
without  principle  or  ])roper  human  feel- 
ing." 

"May  I  ask  who  she  is?"  Laura  in- 
quired, schooling  her  voice,  which  even 
then  sounded  tremulous  to  her  ears. 

"You  have  a  right  to  know  my  trou- 
bles," he  made  answer.  "And  Laura 
Balm  is  my  greatest.  As  for  who  she  is, 
read  any  newspaper.  To-day  her  name 
appears  in  two  advertisements  in  every 
])aper.  Two  sets  of  lawyers  are  seeking 
her  because  aii  old  man,  my  uncle,  down 
at  Poweliton,  has  left  her  everything — a 
considerable  fortune.  Oh,  if  I  could  meet 
her  I'd — I'd  strangle  her;  in  fact,  I  don't 
know  what  I  wouldn't  do.  I  picture  her 
to  myself  all  day:  thirty  years  old.  if  an 
hour,  peak-nosed  with  blue  at  the  end, 
hollow-cheeked,  slab-sided,  big-eyed,  red- 
haired,  w^tli  long  skeleton  hands  and 
snaky  fingers  that  twine  around  every- 
thing, even  lands  and  buildings  she  never 
saw,  and  that  w^ere  to  have  been  mine. 
But  I  don't  hate  her,  really,  you  know. 
That's  more  of  my  nonsense.  As  a  mat- 
ter of  fact,  she's  a  sort  of  second  cousin  of 
mine,  sprung  from  nowhere;  at  least  she 
hasn't  sprung  yet;  that's  why  they're  ad- 
vertising for  her.'' 

"Perhaps  she  will  never  be  found,'' 
said  Laura,  urged  by  the  quick  shock  of 
a  generous  impulse. 

"I'll  tell  you  what  makes  me  care  about 
it,  in  a  moment.  There,  that's  a  good  job, 
Harriet;  thanks  to  me.  Now,  here's  lialf 
a  dollar.  Ring  for  a  messenger-boy.  Put 
liim  in  the  kitchen,  and  clap  on  your  hat 
and  go  and  get  my  Annie.  Tlien,  if  you're 
quick,  I'll  let  you  rub  my  ankle  again." 

When  the  servant  had  gone  out  of  the 
room,  Paton  said  to  Laura:  "  I  don't 
know  why  I  tell  you,  Miss —  Why,  I've 
forgotten  to  ask  you  your  name." 

He  took  her  completely  otf  her  guard, 
just  when  a  wildly  generous  thought  was 
fluttering  in  her  brain.  The  moment  she' 
had  realized  that  a  fortune  iiad  been  given 
to  her,  to  whom  the  words  meant  little, 
and  taken  from  him,  who  evidently  con- 
sidered them  so  important,  it  occurred  to 
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her  to  keep  her  identity  from  him.  Now 
that  he  sprang  at  her  with  an  unexpect- 
ed request  for  her  name,  her  natural  im- 
pulses wholly  controlled  her.  And  these 
were  always  generous  and  kindly. 

"  My  name  is  Nevill,"  she  said. 

"  Nevill?  A  proud  old  name.  As  I  was 
saying,  I'm  going  to  tell  you  because  you 
have  so  frankly  told  me  your  troubles. 
There's  nothing  so  consoling  as  an  ex- 
change of  troubles  among  friends,  is 
there?  I  have  asked  a  young  lady  to 
marry  me.  I  may  have  been  hasty  or 
silly,  but—  Really,  it  isn't  easy  to  tell  you, 
after  all.  Her  people  are  Southerners, 
l^oor  but  excessively  proud,  and — I  gather 
this  from  her— very  anxious  to  have  her 
marry  a  richer  man  than  I.  L'nfortu- 
nately,  there  is  a  richer  man  in  the  field; 
he  has  been  there  longer  than  I,  yet  I 
have  presumed  to  ask  for  her  hand.  and. 
have  had  a  strong  chance  of  inheriting  a 
fortune  to  back  my  suit.  Now,  as  I  say, 
my  uncle  Lamt)nt  has  made  his  will  and 
died,  and  I  am  only  a  second-hand  sort  of 
heir.  He  has  bequeathed  everything  to 
Laura  Balm,  though,  if  slie  remains  down 
whatever  well  she  is  hiding  in,  it  all  comes 
tome.  Whether  the  young  lady  will  throw 
me  over — I  mean,  whether  her  pai'ents  will 
forbid  the  match  if  this  cousin  be  found,  I 
do  not  know;  only  I'm  afraid." 

"  Surely,  ]\[r.  Paton,''  Laura  suggested, 
"no  young  lady  that  you  could  think  of 
so  highly  would  consider  money — " 

"Oh,  I  don't  say  such  ill  of  her;  Hea- 
ven forbid!  I  say  perhaps  her  parents 
may  influence  her.  xVt  all  events,  I  have 
written  her  frankly  that  Laura  Balm  is 
known  to  be  alive,  and  will  probably  take 
my  expected  fortune  from  me.  If  I  knew 
you  better.  Miss  Nevill.  and  we  were  the 
good  friends  that  I  ho])e  we  are  going  to 
be,  I  would  tell  you  that  this  question  of 
how  she  will  take  the  news  is  not  the 
gravest  one  with  me.  The  gravest  one  is 
—well,  you  see,  certain  little  things  of  late 
have  made  me  harbor  doubts,  doubts  that 
I  am  ashamed  of.  They  are  partly  doubts 
of  myself,  too,  so  that  altogether  I  am 
like—  Do  you  know  the  story  of  the  boy 
who  went  to  court  the  girl  and  lifted  ihe 
knocker  on  her  door,  and  then  changed 
his  mind  and  left  the  knocker  in  the  air 
and  ran  away^  You  don't  ^  Well,  the 
only  point  of  it  is  that  it  shows  how  queer 
men  are.'' 

"  I  am  sure  you  don't  quite  understand 
me,  Miss  Nevill,"  Paton  went  on,  after  a 
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pause.  "  I  only  hope  I  don't  frigliten  you, 
that's  all.  I  make  light  of  everything.  I 
do  it  on  purpose.  It's  the  only  way  to 
keep  young,  and  I'd  die  if  I  was  old;  in 
fact,  I  will  Avheu  I  am  old.  I'm  certain 
of  it.  But  there,  I  am  chatfing  again.  I 
speak  the  voice  of  Bohemia,  where  things 
are  quite  as  serious  as  in  any  other  set, 
but  where  we  train  ourselves  to  cover  up 
pain,  grief,  love,  sentiment— everything 
hut  actual  tragedy — with  a  veneering  of 
fun.  Our  motto  is,  'What's  the  use?'  We 
arc  not  bad,  we  zVmerican-Bohemians.  It 
is  only  those  who  say  we  ai-e,  in  cheap 
literature,  that  are  really  wicked.  We  are 
simply  dynamos  of  enthusiasm,  radiators 
of  optimism,  non-conductors  of  low  spirits. 
But  you  say  you  stopped  at  a  hotel.  Have 
you  no  relatives  or  friends  in  town?"' 

'"No,  sir.  I  have  but  one  friend  in  the 
country-,  my  mother.  I  was  brought  up 
in  Paris  partly,  and  when  I  was  younger, 
in  Antwerp.  There  we  knew  many 
friends." 

"  Tlien  I  was  right,  as  the  duellist  said 
when  he  killed  his  antagonist.  Why, 
then,  when  you  talked  of  going  out  by 
yoursilf  you  did  not  know  where  you 
Avere  going.  I  think  you  should  have 
been  more  frank  with  me.  Well,  to-night 
you  have  your  choice  of  two  homes  of 
mine.  I'll  take  the  one  you  leave.  I  am 
sure  you  trust  me.  There  has  to  be 
worthiness  on  both  sides  where  trust  is 
asked  and  given,  and  I  am  sure  of  your 
worthiness.  Oh,  I  have  studied  you.  I 
study  people  as  wiser  men  ])ore  over 
books.  I  judged  at  once  that  you  were 
from  the  country — not  fron]  your  clothes, 
for  they  don't  look  so.  I  thought  you 
were  either  from  a  village  or  a  very  quiet 
household  out  of  touch  with  its  neighbors. 
I  easily  guessed  that  you  knew  no  more 
of  life,  or  men,  or  (jf  the  world,  than  a  cat 
does  of  o})ening  oysters.  And  your  face 
and  heart— oh.  I  studied  them  too.  They 
make  me  say — do  ])ardon  the  presum])tion 
— that  I  would  thank  Heaven  if  it  had 
given  mo  such  a  sister." 

"I  do  trust  you."  Ijaura  said,  a  little 
shyly,  though  from  lier  heart.  "'I  Avant- 
ed  to  from  the  first,  but  though  I  have 
been  without  a  friend  or  home  less  than 
a  week,  in  that  time  every  human  being 
who  has  oifered  me  friendshij),  except  one 
beggar-man.  has  ])roved,  oh,  so  wicked!" 

'•"What  a  shame  !":\tr.Paton  said.  ''And 
liow  much  worse  to  think  that  a  young- 
lady  should  have  had  such  an  experience! 


Never  mind,^vhen  you  are  your  own  mis- 
tress, after  you  have  settled  your  affairs 
tomorrow^  do  as  I  do — make  your  own 
world.  Make  it  all  kindness  and  justice 
and  fair  dealing.  That's  how  I  do.  And 
every  now  and  then  I  get  swindled  and 
lied  to,  and — I  make  it  all  over  again.  Do 
you  notice  the  bits  of  i)aper  all  over  this 
flat  marked  '  Fiddle  and  I  '  on  every 
mantel-piece?" 

"  Why, yes;  I  had  noticed  them.  What 
does  it  mean?" 

''  It's  the  name  of  a  song." 

"  Oh,  yes;  I  know  the  song  vei'y  well.'' 

"Do  you?  How  much  better  all  that 
you  say  is  than  all  that  I  try  to  say  I  I 
was  going  to  tell  you  what  a  loveh^  song 
it  is,  fresh  and  sentimental,  and  yet  full 
of  health  and  country  odors.  Billy 
Wheeler, whose  flat  this  is,  heard  it  some- 
where with  me,  and  Avas  so  enchanted  by 
it  that  he  meant  to  get  the  music.  He 
has  no  more  memory  than  a  china  egg, 
so  he  wrote  the  name  down  a  dozen  times 
and  stuck  it  up  all  over  the  flat.  Before 
he  went  away  he  Avas  too  used  to  seeing 
the  papers  to  ever  give  the  song  a  thought, 
so  he  will  ncA^er  get  it.  You  say  you 
know  it.  Would  you— could  you  do  me 
the  tremendous  favor  to  sing  it  foi-  me?'' 

"I'll  try,"  Laura  said.  "  I,  too,  am 
very  fond  of  it." 

Slie  Avent  to  the  piano  with  no  more 
shyness  or  affectation  of  timidity  than  if 
she  had  been  alone  in  the  room.  Of  all 
that  she  owed  to  the  wisdom  and  strong 
character  of  her  mother,  th.ere  were  few 
things  of  greatei"  value  to  her  than  the 
training  by  which  her  self-consciousness 
had  been  obliterated.  Fi-om  little  girl- 
hood she  had  been  accustomed  to  do  her 
part,  to  contribute  Avhatever  lay  in  her 
power,  naturally,  and  as  a  matter  of 
course,  before  no  matter  how  large  a  com- 
pany or  how  many  total  strangers  it  con- 
tained. As  her  mother's  a})]:)roval  Avas 
Avhat  she  valued  most,  and  as  her  mother 
praised  her  sparingly,  her  nature  had 
not  been  aifected  by  the  compliments  and 
flattery  of  others.  These  came  to  her  al- 
ways in  her  life  abroad,  for  she  lived  in 
an  artistic  colony  there,  and  her  clear, 
flutelike,  simple  voice,  equally  with  her 
kindly  nature  anci  bright  intelligence, 
commanded  the  admiration  of  all.  Though 
she  now  Avent  to  the  ])iano  willingly,  she 
did  not  do  so  mechanically,  as  some  do  who 
X)lay  and  sing  Avhenever  asked,  yet  spoil  the 
very  promise  of  their  willingness  by  their 
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indifference.  Laura's  manner  was  tliat  of 
one  who  loved  what  she  was  about  to  do, 
to  whom  music  was  a  beloved  influence, 
whose  calls-  won  the  obedience  of  affec- 
tion. Archibald  Paton,  grinding'  his  teeth 
to  control  the  pain  in  his  twisted  ankle, 
watched  her  with  surprise.  He  thought 
he  had  studied  men  and  women  to  very 
little  purpose  now  that  he  saw  a  limpid- 
eyed  young  lady,  the  outlines  of  whose 
face  seemed  to  speak  of  no  world  wider 
than  a  mother's  glance  could  sweep,  ac- 
cepting an  invitation  to  sing  without  a 
tremor,  and  walking  to  the  piano  with  the 
confidence  and  grace  of  a  trained  per- 
former. The  Bohemia  whose  praises  he 
sung  in  speech  and  in  his  best  published 
work  had  poisoned  his  nature  to  some  ex- 
tent, surely.  It  had  rei)laced  part  of  his 
faith  and  innocence  by  distrust  and  super- 
wisdom,  and  therefore  he  thought,  as  she 
settled  herself  at  the  instrument,  "  This  is 
truly  wonderful ;  but  now,  when  she  comes 
to  sing,  shall  I  have  to  throw  myself  out 
of  the  window?" 

"  Whose  is  the  song?"'  he  inquired. 

''  Tlie  words  are  by  Weatherley,  and  a 
Mrs.  Arthur  Goodeve  wrote  the  music," 
Laura  said.  "I  think  it  is  an  English 
ballad;   at  least,  my  copy  is  English." 

She  played ^the  prelude  easily,  lightly, 
with  a  free,  quick  movement  and  a  train- 
ed touch.  And  then  she  sang,  with  a  lit- 
tle preliminary  thickness  of  voice  which 
had  to  be  cleared,  and  necessitated  one 
repetition  and  another  of  the  first  line. 
After. that,  the  simple,  bewitching  song 
flowed  on  as  even  its  composers  may  have 
imagined  it  might  be  rendered. 

There  is  a  part  of  this  song  where,  when 
it  is  well  sung,  it  vibrates  the  tenderest 
chords  within  us  by  the  perfect  concord 
of  the  simple  music  and  the  wandering 
minstrers  words: 

Down  by  the  willow,  suinincr  iiight.s  I  lie. 
Flowers  for  my  pillow,  und  for  roof  the  sky; 
Playing    all    my  lieart  remembers — old,  old    songs 

from  far  away. 
(Jolden  Junes  and  bleak  Decembers  rise  around  me 

as  I  play. 

Ah!    it  was  gay,  night  and  day, 

Fair  and  eloudy   weather; 
Fiddle  and  I,  wandering  by, 

Over  the   world   together. 

As  Laura  sang,  with  something  of  her 
own  recent  misery  tinging  her  voice  as  if 
it  came  direct  from  her  heart,  the  click  of 
the  kitchen  door  sounded,  and  presently 
the  commanding   figure  of   a   handsome 


woman  appeared  in  tlje  parlor  doorway. 
Hers  was  a  beauty  to  be  called  splendid, 
for  she  was  ''  fair  and  forty,"  with  ample, 
matronly  waist,  and  the  face  of  a  dame 
of  that  comfortable  type  which  Rem- 
brandt knew  best  how  to  glorify,  a  ma- 
tron requiring  to  be  pictured  with  three 
or  four  grown  sons  or  daughters  about 
her.  Her  atmosphere  was  magnetized 
with  the  high  spirits  that  emanate  from  a 
sterling  constitution,  a  quiet  conscience, 
and  lifelong  ease.  Her  figure  stood  for 
heartiness,  kindliness,  and  fun  personified. 
Neither  Laura  nor  Paton  saw  her. 

"  Bravo  I  Splendid  !"  he  shouted,  when 
the  song  was  finished.  "I  said  I  had 
heard  it.  I  never  had  before.  I  had  only 
heard  at  it,  as  the  man  said  who  went  on 
three  nights  to  a  Chinese  play  that  lasted 
four  weeks." 

"It  was  simply  exquisite,"  remarked 
the  lady  in  the  doorway,  "I  must  hear 
it  all,  Archie.  I  missed  half.  Introduce 
me,  won't  you?  Why,  wliat  on  earth's 
the  matter  with  you?" 

•'With  me?  Nothing.  It's  you,  Hel- 
en, who  will  i)lease  explain  what  brings 
you  here,  knowing  Billy's  away?  Miss 
Nevill,  let  me  make  you  acquainted  with 
the  best  and  dearest — " 

"That's  a  club  phrase,  Miss  Nevill.  We 
are  all  each  other's  dearests  and  bests  in 
the  club  to  which  we  belong."' 

'• — dearest  of  good  women,  Mrs.  Pttssell. 
You  si)oiled  an  introduction,  Helen,  wliich 
any  other  woman  would  have  been  })roud 
to  let  alone.  Before  you  ex})lain  win- 
vou've  come,  let  me  sav  that  I'm  glad  vou 
did." 

"Why,  we  are  all  coming.  Am  I  the 
first?  ■  The  Babe  '  is  following  with  '  the 
Other  Twin.'  The  others  will  all  be  here 
soon.  We  found  out  from  your  Annie  that 
you  were  here,  else  we  were  going  to  your 
flat.  'Sh-h-hl  It's  a  secret.  Mustn't  say  I 
told  you.  We  are  going  to  suffocate  your 
bad  luck  in  dinner  and  drown  it  in  wine, 
to  prove  that  when  adversity  conies  to  the 
Boozers'  Club  it  only  bind.s  us  tlie  closer 
together.  Oh  dear,  how  awful  it  sounds 
to  say  'Boozers'  Club  "  before  an  outsider! 
Has  he  ex])lained  everything  to  you,  Miss 
Nevill?  AVe  are  the  ^  Beaux- Arts  Club, 
but  we  give  the  name  a  Fi*encli  pronunci- 
ation, wliich  sounds  worse  than  it  is.  At 
least,  by  softening  the  French  we  make  it 
sound  so."" 

"We  call  ourselves  the  Beaux -Arts 
Brotherhood  to  deceive  and  impress  the 
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public,"  Ai'clnbald  explained.  "  Towards 
the  same  end,  we  hold  monthly  meetings 
of  the  Brotlierhood  in  winter,  and  enter- 
tain distinguished  artists,  poets,  generals, 
explorers,  and  tliat  sort  of  people.  The 
club  is  large  and  ponderous,  but  we  nine 
Muses — we  call  ourselves  the  Boozes — 
wlio  are  the  governors,  Iiave  an  inner 
club  to  ourselves.'' 

"Miss  Nevill  will  be  here  at  this  din- 
ner?" Mrs.  Russell  said,  half  interrogative- 
ly. "Why,  Archie,  then  she  will  see  our 
secret  rites.  Thus  she  will  become  one 
of  us.     It  is — '' 

"  It  is  the  JaivT^  shouted  Archibald  and 
Mrs.  Russell,  in  loud  unison,  in  pursuance 
of  a  custom  in  the  club. 

"Don't  be  alarmed,  my  dear,"  said 
Mrs.  Russell.  "We  are  all  nice,  if  I  do 
say  so,  who  shouldn't.      My  husband—" 

"The  Babe,"  interposed  Archibald. 

—  "is  an  architect,  in  a  way."' 

"  The  most  celebrated  one  in  the  coun- 
try," Archibald  put  in.  "Come,  now, 
Helen;  the  truth,  the  whole  truth,  and 
not  a  bit  of  lyin',  as  the  Irish  judge  said." 

"  And  then  Archie,  '  the  Brute  ' — there, 
I  got  mat  in  first — so  called  because  he 
is  a  bachelor,  is  the  novelist,  as  you  know. 
Then  there's  Mr.  Curran,  our  'Paddy,' 
who  is  at  least  a  leading  surgeon,  and  Mr. 
Wright,  wdio  is  the  Jay  Wright  who 
paints  so  splendidly.  Oh,  but  they  all 
consider  themselves  very  smart  men  ;  and 
we  women  admit  that,  in  a  way.  they  are 
fit  to  be  the  husbands  of  their  wives,  who 
are,  as  ^you've  heard,  the  bests  and  dear- 
ests  in  the  wliole  world.'' 

"  But  what  rot  it  all  is!  I  have  only 
sprained  my  ankle.  That's  not  worth  a 
spree  of  the  Boozers,  Helen." 

At  this,  which  was  news,  the  mother  in 
Mrs. Russell  came  uppermost  with  a  bound. 
She  demanded  to  know  when  and  how 
and  why  he  sprained  his  ankle;  how  he 
knew  it  wasn't  broken ;  what  had  been 
done  for  it,  and  what  was  to  be  done;  why 
he  did  not  show  it  to  her,  et  ccetera  and 
ad  infinitum.  At  the  end  of  this  tornado 
of  questions  and  exclamations  she  took 
Mr,  Paton  in  charge,  almost  bodily. 

"Witch-hazel  T  she  exclaimed.  "Witch- 
fiddlesticks.  What  you  want  is  kerosene. 
Come  with  me  to  the  kitchen  at  once.  I 
can't  touch  the  nasty  stuff,  but  Harriet  is 
there.  Come  along,  quick,  before  the 
club  swarms  in." 

Archibald  was  excused  by  Laura,  and 
repaired  with  Mrs.  Russell  to  the  kitchen. 


where  Mrs.  Russell  shut  the  door  behind 
them,  and  said,  "Of  course  witch-hazel  is 
best,  and  you  know  very  Avell  I  onh^  spoke 
of  kerosene  to  get  you  away,  and  ask  you 
who — why — what — where  did  you  find 
that  most  beautiful  girlT" 

"She's  a  Watteau  improved,  done  on 
ivory,  too,  isn't  she?''  Archibald  asked. 

"She's  adorable,  and  so  lovely  in  every 
other  way,  apparently.  But,"  Mrs.  Rus- 
sell urged,  "you  are  to  talk,  not  I.  Tell 
me  her  entire  history,  from  her  birth  un- 
til now,  in  one  minute." 

Mr.  Palon  told  the  history  of  one  hour 
of  Laura's  life  in  fifteen  minutes  instead. 

Mrs.  Russell  ran  back  to  the  parlor  to 
catch  Laura  by  the  h^nd,  and  pull  her 
into  her  arms  and  kiss  her. 

"You  poor  dear  child!''  she  cried. 
"You  dear,  sweet,  unfortunate  thing! 
Archie  has  told  me  everything.  I  never, 
never  heard  of  sucli  misfortune  in  m}" 
life.  But  it's  all  over  now.  I  am  going 
to  Archie's  flat  with  you  to  be  company 
foi'  3'ou  during  the  Jiight,  and  you  shall 
tell  it  all  to  me  for  myself,  and  we'll  have 
a' good  cry  together,  and  then  a  laugh  to 
go  to  sleep  on.  At  last  you've  fallen 
among  friends.  To-morrow  you  will  see 
the  lawyers  and  be  mistress  of  your  owui 
future.  And  listen,  dear,  Archie  and  I 
have  made  up  a  plan  to  put  3'ou  and  ev- 
ery one  else  at  ease  to-night.  You  are  to 
be  introduced  as  Archie's  cousin  who 
came  in  from  the  countr}'  and  was  with 
him  when  he  twisted  his  ankle.  I  shall 
say  he  was  jumping  out  of  the  wa^  of  a 
bicycle  if  any  one  pins  me  down.  There, 
now,  a  good  kiss  as  friends,  and  I  must 
run  back  to  Archie.  You  need  not  be 
ashamed  to  be  called  his  cousin,  for  he's  a 
true  man,  all  good  and  honest  through 
and  throush." 


CTIAPTER    XIV. 
LAUKA    SEES    EDITHA. 

The  dinner  of  the  Muses  of  the  Beaux- 
Arls  Brotherhood  was  like  no  other  that 
night  in  all  the  world.  When  Joseph 
Russell,  known  thei-e  as  "  the  Babe,"  and 
elsewhere  celebrated  as  the  cleverest  of 
the  young  architects  of  the  day,  came  to 
the  flat,  he  brought  not  only  a  servant- 
girl,  but  a  basket  containing  a  chafing- 
dish,  oysters,  sherry,  powdered  crackers, 
and  even  the  condiments  for  seasoning 
the  delicate  dish  he  was  to  cook.  In  that 
coterie  the  men  held  that  women  cannot 
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oook.  .-ind  llie  women  selHslily  abotled 
tlieni  in  tliat  t'oncliision.  Edward  Met- 
€a]tV,  a  wealthy  brokei-.  who  bad  grown 
rich  by  :i  l)()ld  railroad  transaction  wbicb 
the  rest  of  Wall  Street  did  not  under- 
stajid,  bronubt  aiiolbei-  cbatiiig- -  disb, 
})lenty  of  eg-o-s,  a  bottle  of  Parmesan 
cheese,  a  pot  of  cream,  and  half  a  pound 
of  butter.  He  was  called  '"the  Other 
Twin."  because  he  and  Philip  Lord,  an- 
other broker  known  as  ''  the  Twin,''  were 
so  much  in  (^ne  anotliei''s  com])any.  Lord 
could  not  come  that  nig'bt.  Arthur  Foid. 
a  physician,  and  James  Rigg's,  editor  of 
the  America}!  Qitarferlt/,  brought  wine 
—  a  bottle  of  cocktails  and  some  thirty 
year-old  claret  being-  the  doctor's  contri- 
bution, while  two  quarts  of  champagne 
of  'S9  and  a  bottle  of  brandy  comjwsed 
the  editor's  mite.  These  two  were  called 
''  Pard  '■  and  ''  Oully."  or  the  bar-tenders 
to  the  other  Muses.  Harold  Foster,  known 
as  "Shippers"  in  the  club,  because  of  his 
])artiality  for  his  own  fireside,  came  with 
the  cig-ars.  and  left  behind  him  his  celeb- 
rity as  the  chami)ion  of  Italian  opei'a 
against  the  half-dozen  so-called  musicians 
of  futurity  who  have  taken  a  )>rcsent 
lien  on  po))ular  taste.  There  came  also 
Charles  Kellogg-,  the  famous  i)leader,  who 
made  lawsuits  fanu)us  or  stupid  a.ccord 
ing-  as  he  was  in  or  out  of  thejn  ;  a  k'inght 
of  old  for  courag-e  and  championshi))  of 
justice,  whether  it  was  needed  by  miUion- 
aij'es  or  by  women  and  boys  without  a 
})enny.  He  was  known  as  "the  Worm," 
because  nothing"  could  be  more  I'idiculous 
than  to  dub  him  so.  These  were  all  who 
came,  but  two  brought  men  stn'vants  to 
wait  ui)on  the  table,  and  several  came 
with  maid  -  servants  to  cook  and  wash 
dishes.  Each  member  also  l)i-ought  his 
wife,  a  first  ))rinciple  with  these  ])ros])er- 
ous  bohemians  being-  that  a  wife  and  her 
husband  must  fig-ure  as  a  unit,  or  else  are 
not  worthy  to  be  included  among  tlu^ 
Muses.  And  the  wives  were  as  active 
and  bright  as  the  men.  barring  the  fact 
that,  being-  women,  their  sense  of  fun  suf- 
fered limitations.  Practical  joking,  for 
instance,  even  of  the  gentlest,  most  whim- 
sical sort,  formed  ])art  of  a  land  over 
who.se  wall  they  ofteji  ])eered  without 
even  faintly  coin])i'ehending-  the  genius 
of  what  they  saw. 

The  dinner  went  with  enough  spi'ing 
to  lift  the  safety-valve  of  a  students"  feast. 
The  Bal)e  cooked  liis  oysters  d  la  HicJi- 
mond  at  one  end    of  the    table,  and    the 


Other  Twin  buttered  his  chafing-dish, 
spread  its  bottom  with  a  })aste  of  Parme- 
san and  ci'eam.  and  while  that  was  cooic- 
ing.  in  the  melung-  butter  that  had  been 
lirst  put  there,  he  filled  the  dish  with 
beaten  eg-g-s.  and  heaped  on  more  cream 
and  cheese  just  at  the  monient  foi*  stirring- 
all  the  ing-redients  tog-ether  before  tlie 
eggs  were  cooked.  Archibald  Paton  had 
come  into  the  room  using-  a  table-leaf  for 
a  crutch,  and  declaring  that  he  would 
stand  up  and  look  on.  as  bis  i)ain  was  too 
great  to  pei'niit  his  silting-  at  the  table. 
Presently,  by  using  an  extra  chaii-  for  his 
wounded  ankle,  he  was  able  to  seat  him- 
self out  of  the  way  of  the  waiters.  That  he 
was  comfoi'table  under  this  ai-rangement 
became  evident  from  the  part  he  took  in 
the  badinag-e  and  hilarity  around  him. 

When  the  supply  from  the  chating'- 
dishes  was  exhausted,  a  roast  with  vege- 
tables, cooked  (dsewhere  and  newly  heat- 
ed in  the  kitchen,  came,  and  was  followed 
by  pudding  and  cheese.  Last  c^f  all.  cof- 
fee was  i»iatle  u))oii  the  tal)le  in  a  patent 
pot  brought  by  one  of  the  ladies,  and  all 
the  while  S})arkling-  i'e])artee,  comical 
stories,  and  witty  remarks,  like  that  of 
the  J5rut(\  who  said  he  was  '"looking  for 
a  Hat  with  an  elevator,  because  he  was 
tired  of  going  up  staii's  on  his  hands  and 
knees  every  night."  Hew  to  and  fro  like 
the  balls  in  a  tennis-match. 

When  it  lia})))ened  that  a  story  was 
(lemand(Ml  of  Airhibald.  he  turned  to 
Jjaui'a  Balm,  saying,  '"  1  will  speak  for 
Miss  Nevill,  if  she  will  allow  me."  thus 
illustrating-  a  singulai'  custom  of  the 
Poozei's.  whose  rule  was  to  tell  no  story 
and  mak'e  no  speech  exce])t  in  the  name 
of  the  I'aconteur's  wif(\  or.  in  the  case  of 
the  only  bachelor,  the  name  of  a  lady  he 
must  choos<'  for  the  pui'pose.  Thus  these 
bohemians  kept  out  of  their  fun  all  coarse- 
ness and  risque  story-telling,  agreeing  to 
indulge  in  none,  and  n)aking- the  women 
mother  evei'v  one  of  their  tales,  as  a  gnide 
to  all  strangers  who  came  to  their  feasts. 
"  What's  the  Usef"  was  tluMi'  motto  in 
regard  to  all  gravity,  and  this  form  of 
amusem(Mit  in  the  bargain. 

Anotbei"  club  law  was  to  announce  the 
motive  for  each  gathering  with  the  drain- 
ing of  th(^  coH'ee-cups.  It  was  the  part 
of  the  Other  Twin  to  make  the  announce- 
UKMit  on  this  occasion.  When  the  time 
came  for  the  toast,  the  men  lifted  Paton 
otV  his  cliaii-  aiul  laid  him  on  the  table- 
leaf  that  he  had  us(m1  foi"  a  crutch.     They 
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took  down  a  poi'iiei'e  of  claret -coloi'ed 
plusli  heavily  bordered  witli  gold  fi-iiig-e, 
and  wi'apped  it  around  liini  from  his 
breast  down,  so  tliat  he  lool^ed  as  if  lie 
was  in  a  gorgeous  bag.  Then  they  lifted 
him,  still  on  the  board,  to  the  centre  of 
the  table,  where,  with  an  inverted  wasii- 
bowl  under  the  head  of  the  board,  and  a 
silver  wine-cooler  under  the  end  of  the 
gaudy  wi'a])[)ing  wliich  concealed  his  feet, 
he  looked  like  a  carved  knight  on  a  high- 
ly colored  niediiieval  tomb.  Then  the 
men  poured  wine  down  his  tliroat  occa- 
sionally, at  the  peril  of  his  life. 

"  We.  speaking  for  the  Twin,  who  could 
not  be  here  to-night,"  said  Mr.  Metcalfe, 
"and  for  Mrs.  Lord  and  my  wife,  have 
now  to  state  the  i-eason  for  this  dinnei", 
and  I  propose  to  put  it  in  the  form  of  a 
toast.  Tlie  toast  is.  'Archie  Paton,  and 
may  he  never  need  sympathy  again,  or 
fail  to  find  it,  if  he  does  need  it,  as  al)un- 
dant  as  we  have  shown  here  to-night.'"' 

There  was  a  shulHing  of  feet  as  the 
men  and  womei]  pushed  back  tiieir  chaii's 
to  I'ise,  and  a  murmur  of  ai){)roving  voices 
around  the  tal)le. 

"One  moment,"*  said  the  Other  Twin. 
'"To  this  toast  I  w^ish  to  add  another: 
'Confusion  to  Laura  Balm  1'  "' 

''No'."  Paton  called  out,  struggling  to 
a  sitting  posture  and  upsetting  the  wine- 
cooler  that  had  raised  up  his  lame  ankle. 
"Withdraw  that  addition.  1  b(\g  that 
no  one  drinks  till  that's  withdrawn.  It 
sours  all  the  kindness  in  the  first  toast."" 

"Withdraw  it!  Withdraw  il  :""  half  a 
dozen  voices  called. 

"Neverl''  exclaimed  the  Otiier  Twin. 
"But  if  you  all  feel  that  way  Til  lay  it 
on  tiie  table,  to  be  cleared  away  witii  tlie 
debris  of  the  dinner.'" 

"  Now,  then,"  Archibald  began  his  j-e- 
spouse.  "I  thank  you  all  for  this  testi 
monial  of  your  willingness  to  eat  a  l)Oo/.- 
ers' dinner  in  my  behalf.  It  is  touching; 
perhaps,  thinking  of  how  I  saw  the  Worm 
attack  the  various  dishes,  1  should  say 
filling.  No,  but  I  really  do  think,  in- 
deed I  know,  that  you  are  the  very  best 
fellows — I  include  the  wonuMi  also— who 
ever  adorned  a  man's  path  in  lif(\  You 
men  shade  and  siu^lter  that  j^ath  in  hot- 
test sun  and  coldest  wind.  You  womiMi 
strew  it  with  tln^  flowers  of  your  beauty 
and  hedge  it  with  the  greenery  and  buds 
of  all  the  ever-fresh  chai-ms  of  your  dear 
womanhood.  B(^tw(>en  vou  all.  1  live  and 
walk  in  a  gre(Mi  and  blooming  bower.       1 


did  walk,  I  mean,  until  this  afternoon.  I 
thank  you  and  drink  to  you,  though  it 
re(iuires  heroism,  for  I  know  that  liquor 
will  quarrel  with  my  ankle. 

"But,  now  as  to  Laura  Balm.  I  want 
you  to  drink  her  good  health.  I  have 
heard  nothing  from  Powellton.  I  do 
not  know  why  my  uncle  thinks  there  is 
a  hidden  daughter  of  his  vanished  sister, 
or,  if  there  is,  why  he  thinks  she  is  alive. 
But,  dear  Boozers,  he  must  have  known, 
for  he  has  left  her  his  propei'ty.  She  is 
my  cousin;  but,  more  than  that,  she  is  a 
woman  ;  better  than  that,  she  is  a  lady. 
I  rather  think  she  is  poor.  Perhaps  she 
may  need  what  is  about  to  fall  in  her  lap. 
At  all  events,  she  has  not  injured  me;  for 
I  may  tell  you  that  my  uncle  offered  to 
nuike  me  his  heir,  but  as  he  insisted  I 
should  take  his  name  also,  I  declined  the 
honor.  It  went  to  Laura  Balm.  In  the 
mime  of  ]\Iiss  Nevill,  I  i-aise  my  glass  to 
the  health  of  my  cousin,  and  ask  you  to 
do  as  much  for  me — to  wish  her  the  quick 
])ossession  of  her  wealth  ;  to  think  of  her 
—  why  not? — as  of  the  best  type  of  Amer- 
ican womanhood,  than  which  the  sun 
shin(\soii  nothing  fairer  or  nobler  or  bet- 
ter. To  Laura  Bahn:  Good  health — good 
luck  to  her  1"' 

TIh^  dving  notes  of  the  u{)i'oar  of  ap- 
])roval  of  this  toast  w(M'e  jarred  by  a  con- 
vulsive sob  from  Laura.  Tears  had  burst 
from  hei-  eyes,  aiul  she  had  covered  her 
face  with  her  napkin  to  hide  them,  and 
to  smother  the  sounds  of  an  outburst  of 
emotion  that  she  could  m)t  ('ontrol.  ]\Irs. 
Hussell  ran  around  the  table  t,o  her  to 
soothe  hei'. 

"  NN'hat  is  it.  dear.'  W'hv  are  vou  erv- 
iugr  she  asked. 

"  r  don"t  know."  Laui'a  sobbed.  "  I 
am  so  ashamed." 

"  You  ai-e  tiled.  d(^ar.  aftei-  your  day's 
adventures/"  Mrs.  Hussell  said.  "We'll 
go  home  very  soon  now." 

A  wliis[)er  ran  around  the  table  that 
this  cousin  of  Archies  had  been  touched 
1)y  his  refei'ence  to  the  other  one  who  was 
missing.  The  Worm  was  for  distracting 
(niM'y  one's  attention  fi'om  Laura  by  a 
kiiully  stroke. 

"  Is  Billy's  cook,  Harriet,  here?"  he 
asked.  "  Then  let's  get  hei*  to  sing  one 
of  \\ov  .lersey  camp  meeting  songs." 

"She  won't  sing  before  so  numy.  but 
\v(^  will  ask  her,"  Archibald  said. 

Harriet  was  called  for,  and  came,  look- 
ing   like   a    })ersoniti('ation    of    the    tradi- 
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tioual  quiii'rel  between  wiiite  and  black, 
so  eboii-toned  were  lier  face  and  liaiids. 
so  snow-wliite  her  apron,  her  eyes,  and 
liei"  teeth.  The  men  gathered  around  lier 
and  urged  lier  to  sing.  She  wouUl  not 
even  discuss  the  ])roposiiion  until  they 
said  it  was  necessary  to  cheei*  up  the 
young  lady. 

'■  1  cain't,  no  use  a-talkin\"  said  she. 
"  I  nev^er  sung 'fore  so  many  white  folks." 
But  it  was  evident  she  was  yielding. 

"  You  sing, and  I'll  pass  the  plate/"  said 
the  Babe. 

"Slie'll  want  to  see  tlie  collection  first/' 
Ai-chibald  ventured.  "  Since  slje  went 
to  Newport  with  Billy's  sistei*.  and  got 
such  a  h)t  of  tips,  Harriet  has  large  ideas 
about  money." 

"Tips/'  Harriet  said  to  him.  "I's 
waited  on  you  a  long  time.  ]\lr.  Paton, 
and  I  never  s'picioned  you  k  no  wed  what 
tips  was.'' 

"Oh!  oh  1"  broke  forth  a  cliorus  of 
api)lauding  cries  from  the  men.  "  That's 
too  good.  That  will  stick  to  Archie  as 
long  as  he  lives." 


"Til  sing/'  said  the  cook:  "but  I'll 
have  to  stand  out  yonder  in  de  hall 
whar  nobody  cai/t  see  me.  And  it  won't 
be  no  cam})  nieetin'  song  neither,  "cause 
I  aii/t  feelin'  cam))  nuH'tin'y  to-night. 
I  warn  vou  I'll  sing  somelhin'  real 
ba-a-d." 

She  went  down  the  ])assage,  and  the 
con)[)any  waited  in  silence,  for  this  color- 
ed woman  had  a  gieat  fame  for  her  darky 
songs,  hei'  rich  dialect,  and  a  falsetto  voice 
of  indescribable  headiness.  Presently  she 
sung,  but  not  until  she  had  made  several 
feints  and  misstarts.  accompanied  by 
stagy  "asides/' such  as  "Icain't,"  "Dey's 
just  foolin'  with  you.  girl."  and  "Shorely 
"tain'l  no  use  o"  tryii/."" 

"  SiniR'   folks   sav   (iat    a    jircai-lier  can't    lie. 

Oh,  Ts   a-scckiir. 
Oiu-   of   \'\n   tol.l    lie   he   lirar.l   a   aiiircl   Hv. 

Oil.  r<    as.vkiii. 
Said   hv  was  lookiiT  lor  him   in  niv  liau  o"  meal: 
The  ii'ood  Lonl  knows  dat  a  preaeher  won't  steal. 

SL'ekiiT   de   jironiuss   land. 

"Folks   do  >ay   dat    a    preacher   won't   steal. 

Oh,   I's   a  si'ekin". 
hut    I   colched   one   of  'cm   in    ni\    corn-tit-r. 

Vcs,  I's   a->eekin'/ 
He  sail!   he  was  a  prayin'  whar  no  one  was  ni^li  ; 
The   u'ood  Lord   knows  dat  a  preacher  won't   lie. 

Si'ckin'   de   pronuiss  land/' 
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Mrs.  Russell  and  Laura  were  the  fii'st 
to  leave  after  Patou  had  been  lifted  fi'oiu 
the  table  and  carried  back  to  the  sofa  in 
the  parlor.  He  exacted  from  Lanra  a 
pi'otnise  that  she  would  call  u])()n  him  the 
next  day  with  the  news  of  her  visit  to  the 
law -office. 

*■  I  can  never  thank  you  enoug'h  for  all 
your  kindness,"  said  she. 

"Come  with  good  news  of  yourself  to- 
morrow, that  is  all  I  ask  of  you,"  said 
Paton. 

Li  the  bedroom  in  which  she  slept  that 
night  with  Mrs.  Russell  a  large  oil-paint- 
ing of  an  extremely  beautiful  lady  hung 
opposite  the  foot  of  the  bed.  The  face 
was  that  of  a  dainty,  high-bred  woman 
of  little  more  than  girlish  age,  and  of  the 
deepest  brunette  t3'[)e.  Thoug-h  the  face 
was  of  this  type,  it  yet  symbolized  deli- 
cacy and  purity  in  as  high  a  degree  as 
any  blond  visage  which  paintei-s  have 
used  to  typify  the  same  standards.  The 
head  was  small,  but  proudly  poised.  The 
forehead  was  high  and  rounded.  The  eyes 
were  softly  brown,  with  jet  lashes  under 
blackest  brows,  which  contrasted  strongly 
with  the  fair,  peach-tinged  complexion. 
Tlie  slender  nose  was  distinguished  by 
sensitive  nostrils,  and  the  mouth  suggest- 
ed two  rose  leaves  rolled  together. 

'*0h,  Avhat  a  beautiful  face!"  Laura 
called  out,  as  she  stopped  befoi'e  the  ])ic- 
ture.  She  stood  and  continued  to  gaze 
at  it,  conscious  that  an  uncommon  force 
riveted  her  before  it. 

"  It's  a  picture  of  Archie's  aunt  Editha."" 
Mrs.  Russell  explained.  "It's  a  copy  he 
had  made  of  a  painting  in  his  uncle's 
house  in  Dutchess  County.  He  i-aves 
over  it.  He  has  sent  it  to  many  loan  ex- 
hibitions, and  it  is  quite  famous." 

An  inexpressible  delight  dominated 
Laura  as  she  heard  this. 

"It  is  Editha!"  she  murmured  inau- 
dibly, to  herself.  "I  might  have  known 
it.  I  instantly  felt  a  fascination  such  as 
no  picture  ever  exerted  upon  m<'."  Aloud 
she  said,  "What  a  beautiful  woman  she 
must  have  been  I" 

She  forced  herself  to  keej)  awake  until 
she  thought  her  C()m));uiion  was  asleep. 
and  then  she  crept  out  of  bed  and  went 
noiselessly  to  a  d(\sk  in  the  fi-ont  room. 
Eagerly  she  searched  for  pen  and  ]viper, 
and  then  waited,  courting  a  written  mes- 
sage from  Editha.  There  presently  came 
an  indescribable  sense  of  a  caress  that 
was  warm  without  warmth,  and  that  was 


not  tangible  and  yet  made  itself,  felt. 
Howevei",  no  im[)ulse  to  use  the  pen  came 
to  her." 

"Have  you  nothing  to  write  to  me?'' 
she  asked,  with  her  mind.  She  fancied 
that  her  beloved  Etherian  whispered  to 
her  to  sleep,  but  slie  was  disinclined  to 
return  to  bed  without  another  celestial 
message  in  writing.  As  she  sat  wishing 
for  a  communication,  there  came  to  her 
consciousness  an  impi-ession  that  to-mor- 
row held  new  and  sei'ious  trouble  in  stoie 
for  her,  and  that  Editha  would  be  with 
her.  She  I'eturned  to  the  subject  again 
by  mental  questioning  of  her  unseen 
friend,  but  with  no  other  result  than  that 
the  warning  remained  with  her,  and  ))i*es- 
ently  Mrs.  liussell  came  stumbling  into 
the  i-oom. 

''My  dear  child,"  she  said,  "you  will 
get  your  death!  What  are  you  doing- 
clad  like  that  in  this  I'oom.'  I  missed 
you.      Do  you  walk  in  your  sleep?" 

"  I  was  trying  to  think— that  is,  I  could 
not  sleep,"  Laura  re])lied.  allowing  her- 
self to  be  led  back  to  the  bedroom.  Soon 
afterwards,  just  as  she  felt  her.self  ])ass- 
ing  from  wakefulness,  the  exti-aordinary 
appearance  of  the  painting  op[)osite  the 
bed  caused  her  to  concentrate  her  gaze 
u])on  it,  and  to  I'ub  her  eyes  and  stare  at 
it  again.  Though  the  I'oom  was  dark  and 
nothing  else  was  visible,  the  picture  shone 
u[)on  the  wall.  It  grew  brightei*  as  she 
looked,  foi'  her  Etherian  friend  had  raised 
hei'self  to  a  place  before  the  painting. 
l^y  a  great  etfort  Editha  in  ten  si  lied  the 
otherwise  invisible  ray  which  was  her 
soul— herself  really-  and  Ijaura  saw  this 
against  the  frame  and  canvas.  To  Laui-a's 
imagination,  at  least,  the  portrait  was 
vaguely,  faintly  visible — so  faintly  that 
no  part  of  it  was  as  distinguishable  as  the 
golden  frame,  and  owm  that  was  lighted 
rather  by  a  luminous  mist  than  by  any 
light  to  which  human  eyes  are  accus- 
tomed. 

"Are  you  awake?"  l^aura  asked. 

"Yes,  dear,"  Mrs.  Russell  answered. 

"Look  at  that  pictur(\  It  is  lighted 
up."  said  Laura. 

M  I's.  Russell  o])ened  her  eyes  and  slight- 
ly j'aistnl  hei'self  to  see  b(>tter.  On  the  in- 
stant the  luminous  etl'ect  disa])peared. 

"■  r  can  see  nothing,"  Mrs.  l^ussell  an- 
swered. 

"It  is  not  so  m)w,"  Ijaura  said. 

A  few  minutes  later  tlie  light  a])peared 
again,  aiul  now  Laura  believed  that  it  be- 
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gan  to  I'eveal  the  features  of  the  portrait. 
Pi-rseiitly  slie  was  sure  she  saw  the  face 
and  the  loose  white  under- i-obe  flaring- 
open   lil.e  a   lily  beneath  the  heavy  blue 

g'OW  II. 

••  Now  look  I  Look  at  the  ))icture!"  she 
ealhul  to  lier  companion. 

Again  the  g'ood  -  natui'ed  matron  rose 
up  in  bed.  and  again  the  vision  instantly 
disai)peared.  Mrs.  Russell  felt  impelled 
to  pass  her  hand  ovei*  Laura's  face  and 
arms,  and  wasastonislied  to  detect  no  signs 
of  feverishuess.  She  threatened  quinine 
and  a  bottle  of  liot  water  for  Ltiura's  feet, 
and  declared  lierself  pojsilive  tiiat  Laura 
was  going  into  an  illness.  ''The  day's 
excitements  have  been  too  nujcli  for  you." 
she  remarked,  "and  I  don't  wondei*," 

Laura  yielded,  as  her  affectionate  com- 
panion took  her  in  her  arms  and  tried  to 
put  her  to  sleep  with  motherly  caressing', 
but  she  was  wildly  impatient  that  slum- 
ber should  come  iirst  to  Mrs.  Russell,  in 
order  that  she  might  watch  the  portrait. 
She  was  not  so  dull  as  to  fail  to  see  that 
the  Etherian  had  no  intent  to  be  seen  by 
other  eyes  than  hers. 

In  ♦inicMrs.  ivusscirs  embrace  loosened 
and  liei-  louder  breatliing-  apprised  Laura 
that  she  was  asleep.  The  younger  woman 
turned  st(>altliily  over  in  the  bed  and  was 
U-(H\  Then  it  cam<>  to  pass  that  the  light 
reapi)eared.  and  the  picture  was  ag"aiu  re- 
vealed. [More  than  that,  the  portrait  began 
to  draw  nearer,  as  if  it  was  coming-  out  of 
the  frame,  and  yet  this  was  not  so,  for,  as  it 
unmistakably  moved  towards  her,  slow- 
ly, very  slowly,  Laui-a,  saw  behind  it. 
yes,  and  through  it,  to  the  canvas  and  the 
frame  at  the  back.  Neai'er  and  nearer  it 
canu'.  until  there  stood  l)eside  the  bed,  not 
two  feel  from  Jjaiira.  the  figure  of  a  beau- 
tiful y(^ung  lady  with  a.  tnass  of  jet-black 
hair  caught  up  behind  her  head,  with 
kindly  brown  eyes  and  a  rosy  ripe  mouth, 
a  lady  in  a  dark'  blue  wrapper  open  above 
the  waist,  and  disclosing  the  same  Daring- 
white  under-i'ob(i  that  I^aura  had  remarked 
in  the  painting. 

By  an  e.xti-aordinary  elfoi't,  called  forth 
from  hergreat  love  for  Laura. — as  it  must 
be  by  sonu^  intense  emotion  in  all  such 
cases — Editha  was  revealing  a,  spiritual 
suggestion  of  her  foi'mci*  earthly  appear- 
ance. She  stretched  out  her  beautiful 
i"ounded  and  rosy  arms  towards  Laura, 
and  \n'v  face  became  glorilied  by  an  an- 
gelic smi  le. 

"Ediihal    I^'.ditha!      'y\y  angel  1"  Laura 


called,   reckless    of    the    presence    of    her 
earthly  companion. 

As  she  spoke  ihe  vision  melted  away; 
but  Laura  quickly  feh  the  loving  pres- 
ence of  the  Etherian  caressing  and  final- 
ly' enfolding  her,  and.  in  an  ecstasy  of 
satisfaction,  she  fell  asleep. 

CUAPTEK  XV. 
THE  WKB  DESTROYED. 

After  they  had  breakfasted,  Mrs.  Rus- 
sell took  leave  of  Laui'a,  who  was  to  go  on 
her  second  quest  of  Brown  and  Crossley's 
law-otlices.  She  was  still  without  even 
the  money  foi'  car  fares  in  her  pocket,  but 
her  heart  was  too  l)ig  with  hope  for  her 
to  heed  her  penniless  condition.  Aftei* 
she  had  found  Jh'oadway  it  was  an  easy 
matter  to  determine  the  direction  in  which 
the  numbei's  diminished  towai'ds  their 
beginning,  and  to  follow  them  down  to 
Chambers  Street,  at  the  corner  of  which 
was  280,  the  number  sIh^  sought.  Her  visit 
created  in  the  little  Pullman  like  sei'ies  of 
glass-walled  coni])art nients  inhabited  by 
the  attorneys  and  their  clei-ks  so  much 
stir  as  to  st  rain  the  circumspect  and  dig- 
nilied  i-outine  of  those  gentleinen.  The 
words  s))okeii  to  the  boy  at  the  door, 
"Please  say  that  Miss  Balm  is  here,"  ran 
like  electricil  \'  from  boy  to  ty])ist  and 
junior  to  senioi'.  tingling  thi'ough  them 
all  to  such  pui'pose  that  each  made  an 
e.\cus(^  to  pass  through  the  wait  i  ng-i'oom, 
and  to  cast  a  furtive  glance  at  the  slight 
girlish  ligure  in  gray,  straw  reticule  on 
laj).  seated  before  a  formidable  wall  of 
books  in  yellow  leathei". 

^Ir.  Ih'own.  upon  whom  fell  the  duty 
of  waiting  upon  hei-,  was  an  oflice  lawyer 
and  a  bacheloi'.  who  aj)|)eai'ed  to  I'egard 
women  as  exceedingly  fragile  creations 
ill  egg  sludl  poi'celain  oi'  blown  glass,  re- 
quii'ing  the  most  delicate  handling  and 
the  lowest  audible  tones  in  con  vei'sation. 
He  (|uici<iy  got  behind  ]jaui'a,  and  walked 
on  tiptoe,  with  his  hanils  outstretched  be- 
iK'at  h  her  elbows,  touching  them  occasion- 
al ly  as  if  to  prevent  hei'  falling"  over  fi'ont- 
wards  oi'  backwai'ds  and  smashing  herself 
into  as  many  bits  as  a  t  umbler  comes  to  at 
a  Jewish  wedding.  Having  thus  guided 
h(M'  without  mishaj)  into  his  ollice,  he  ])ur- 
sued  her  until  she  was  in  front  of  a  great 
l)added  U>athei'  chair,  when  he  gras])e(l  her 
elbows  as  lightly  as  a  fancier  of  N'enetian 
glass  handles  that  ware,  and  by  a  firmer 
pi'essure    bi-ought    Inn*    without    disaster 
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<l()wn  upon  tlie  soft  seat.      Then  lie  ques-  throw  water  in  his  face,  he  rose  up,  and 

tioned  lier  in  hushed  and  awesome  wliis-  feebly  struck  a  bell  that  was  on  his  desk. 
))ers,  appearing'  startled  at  the  fulness  of  "  It's  a  case  for  Mr.  Crossley,"he  whis- 

lier  voice  each  time    that   she   repTuHl  to  pered,      "  He  has  a  wife  aj/r?  a  daug-hter. 

him.  lie  will  know   how  to  meet  this— extraor- 

'' ]\rore  than  anythinn-  else."  she  ven-  dinary — whim." 
tared.  "1  want  to  ask  you  if  you  have  Mr.  Crossley  was  a,  very  little,  very 
any  money  from  my  father  to  send  to  nervous,  very  restless  man,  of  the  height 
my  mother,  and  lind  out  wlx^ther  they  and  slender  sha])e  of  a  hoy.  and  di-essed 
will  allow  me  to  g-o  and  see  her.  Tliey  in  a  boy's  short  coat  and  little  collarless 
told  me  it  would  be  weeks  before  she  waistcoat.  Tlie  energy  he  spent  in  putting- 
would  be  calm  enoug-h  to  receive  me,  but  his  g'lasseson  his  nose,  in  taking  them  ott' 
I  do  so  want  to  see  her."  and  whii-ling  them  around  one  fore(ing(>r, 

"1  will  telegraph,  and  you  shall  know  and  in  replacing  them  on  his  nose  and 
today,"  the  lawyer  I'eplied,  reserving  in  taking- them  off,  and  whirling  them  again, 
liis  thoughts  the  necessary  condition  that  would,  if  uschI  to  g(Mierate  lu^at.  have 
J^aura  should  first  prove  herself  to  be  his  warmed  an  ordinary  hall  bedroom  in  mid- 
client's  daughter.  wintei*.      His  possession  of  a  wife  "(Oid  a 

Mr.  Brown  was  a  shrewd   man  beneath  daughter"  i'(mi(1(M'(h1   him   so  at  ease  with 

all  his  shyness,  and  yet,  after  the  greatest  their  sex    that   he  us(h1  <\\treme]\-  violent 

pains  in  his  cross-examination  of  her.  she  lang'uage  the  moment  the  case  was  whis- 

convinced  him  of  hei' genuineness.   When  ])ered  in  his  ear  by  his  ])artiier. 
he  f(dt    no   doubt    remaining-,  he    led   Ikm'  "Can't   have    it.  matlani,"  ]\c  shouted; 

back   to  the  story  of  her   misadventui'es,  "not  for  on(^  instant." 

and  listening- now  as  if  for  th(^  lirst  time.  "I  haviMi't  told  you  all   my  I'easons  — " 

was  greatly  ag-itatiul   and  distressed.       lie  l^aui-a  ventiu'tHl.  but  got  no  further, 
assumed  that  she  would  command  him  to  "There  can  be  no  reasons.    Il'^  infei-nal 

have  Tjamont  ai-rested.  and  Ikm*  refusal  to  nonsense — childish,    sentimental,    I'oppy- 

<lo  so  ])ut  him  extrenudy  out  of  sorts,      lie  co(dcish   nons(Mise!      W'oi-se.  il  "s  dist  inet  ly 

was  at  lirst,  disincdiiuul  to  I'egard   her  re-  and  undeniably  eiiminal.  and  we'll  have 

fusal  as  seriously  intiuided.  no  ])art  in  it.  " 

"It    is    a    ci'ime   to  condone   a.  crime."  "1  must  t(dl   yow,  ])|(^ase."  l^auia  said: 

said    1h\  in    a  sepuUdiral    \vliisp(M'.       "Do  "  T  am  so  soi-rv    vou  think  as  you  do.  but 

you  know  that  we  g-o  so   fai-  as  to  call   it  sui'(dy  it's  my  ))roi)eity  to  tak(>  or  to  l(^av(\ 

Compounding-,'   miss:*       ( Vimpoujuliug  a  And  I  only  ask  to  keej)  hidden  a  f(^w  days 

crime,  that's  what  wc^'all  it."  until   I\Ir.    l^aton   receives  an  answiM-  to  a 

"  ]\o    is    niy    cousin."    Laura    (l(>(dai'ed.  ctM'tain  letter  he  has  written  to  a  lady." 
"and  that  plc^ids  for  him.       1  could  never  "Tut.  tut:   but    go  on.       It's   idl(\  but    1 

begin  my  existence   in  that   housidiold  by  will  lu^ar  you."  Mr.  C'rossU^y  growUnl. 
making-  a  i)nl)lic  scandal."  "He  savtul   my   life,  sir,  and    hurt  liim- 

'' Purely  a  woman's  reason."  ]\lr.  Ih'own  s(d  f  tei-i-ibly.       And    he  is  a   man.  sir.  and 

whisptM'ed.      "]\Iy  partner  will  call  it   fan-  would  k'uow  how    to  manage  tlu^  property 

tastic.      How(^V(M'.     in     considering    it,     1  IxMterthan   1." 
will   look  at  it   from  your  i)oint  of  view."  "Oh-h  li-h  !"      ^Ir.     t'rossh^y      roared. 

\Vhen  Laura   refused   to  have  him    an  "Only  a    moment   ago  it    was  to   be   for  a 

nounce  to  her   uncde's  attorn(\\s  the  fact  ftnv    days,  and    now  you    propose   to  give 

of   ]\or    having   been    found,  the    blow    to  him  the  proi)ei'ty  I  ' 

Mr.  Brown's  scmse   of  ord(M'  j)roved    fear  "Truly,    I     would    ratluM-."    Laura     ac- 

ful.       It,  was  wIkmi  he  discovered  that  she  knowledg(Hl.       "  1      ni^ver     knew    tlu^    I^a- 

<'ould  give  no  belter  r(>ason  than  that  hei'  monts  or   luMi'd    of    tlaun.       I    have   been 

appearance   might    interfei-e    with    Arcdii  poor  al  ways,  and  would  b(>  better  cont(Uit 

bald  Baton's  success  in  a  love  ad  vtuit  ure  with  what   little  1   could   eai'u   for  myself, 

that   the   nu)uselike    man    was   overconu'.  Tlnui.  you    know,  sii'.    \\v   (^xpected    to    be 

Mo  tried  to  whisp(>r,  but  a  mer(>  gasp  fol-  theheii";    he  countiul  on  it,  and  made  plans 

Iow(h1.      ]{v    \y\vd    again,  and     lu)   sound  in  that  exp(M'tat ion." 

came.  lie  i-olhnl  hiseyt^sat  herasif  he  "  ^liss  Balm."  said  M  r.  Crossley.  whirl- 
was  expiring,  and  then  sank  ba(d<  iu  his  ing  his  glasses  undtM-  her  nos(\  and  then 
chaii"  iu  a  lini])  li(\ip.  lUd'ore  sh(>  kniMV  whipi)ing-  them  on  lo  his  own  ami  otf 
whether   [o  scream    or   rub   his   wrists   or  auam-"  M  iss  Balm,  t  his  is  vei'v  amusing-. 


infernal  falsehood.      It  is  verv  •nnm.ino    T  .     m^     ^'  ■'"'  "'   *^"^'*^   '*>  ^f^^^^''^-    Green 

lawyers.      Wliata.'e  I-hwpvs  r..          '  <>'<>'i<'I  LniDont-.s  osta!(>.- 

of  sett.Mo.  ,l,i„„.,  ,,,.^,i    ,  j;  "  ;:     , '     "■;'"'     l'<';-.-n,,,l,„.y.-  Mr    C,-„ssl.v 

11-     .S-no,.a,„,    ,,,.1     ,.,,nnv,lli    ;:;,'. ^  ';:.","■''■  ';.■■"""   ''■■'-I'-  '-t  I  .,„  ,„,,„.■ 

sentnneni,,!,   an.l     ,lis,„.,|,.,.,.,i     views     of  1           "'  ''l'-'^^'''- =""'  ■"  v"".' inleresl.-' 

"I  Lnnia.   q,„l,.   ovem„„e   In-   «    sense   of 
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extraordinary  misbehavior,  ventured   no 
farther  remonstrance. 

At  the  offices  of  Messrs.  Green  and 
Shipton  she  paid  a  more  satisfactory  vis- 
it. The  partners  were  elderly  men,  easy, 
paternal,  and  sympathetic.  They  hu- 
mored her,  and  while  seeming  to  allow 
lier  to  have  "her  own  head," as  the  horse- 
men say,  really  led  her  to  modify  her 
l)lans  so  that  possession  of  the  estate  was 
to  be  taken  in  her  name  on  the  follow- 
ing day.  A  man  was  to  be  sent  at  once 
to  relieve  Mr.  Borrowes  by  assuming 
charge  of  the  property,  but  the  newspa- 
per advertisements  concerning  Laura 
were  to  continue  to  be  published  for 
two  or  three  days  afterward.  Mr.  Ship- 
ton  proposed  to  call  for  her  at  her  lodg- 
ings that  afternoon  to  take  her  to  his 
home,  that  she  might  make  his  wife's  ac- 
quaintance. He  said  that  Madam  Ship- 
ton,  as  he  called  her,  would  prove  of 
great  service  in  supervising  the  prepara- 
tion of  aii  outfit  of  clothing  such  as  he 
was  sure  Laura  would  require  in  order 
to  take  her  place  at  the  head  of  her  new 
liome  and  in  the  neighborhood  circles. 
Both  these  lawyers  succeeded  in  making 
her  feel  that  they  were  her  friends  first 
and  her  agents  afterwards.  They  pi'om- 
ised  to  bring  her  that  afternoon  wliat- 
I  ever  news  of  her  mother  was  obtained 
'  by  Brown  and  Crossley.  They  also  ar- 
ranged that  her  indebtedness  to  Mrs.  Tur- 
lej  should  be  at  once  discharged,  and  her 
own  and  her  mother's  belongings  should 
be  removed  to  the  Clock  House.  Pocket- 
money,  as  they  called  it — though  Laura 
thought  she  could  never  use  as  much  as 
either  firm  gave  her — was  pressed  upon 
her  at  both  the  law -offices,  and  Messrs. 
Green  and  Shipton  urged  her  to  draw 
upon  them  freely  to  meet  any  needs  she 
incurred  while  in  New  York.  Accom- 
panied by  a  clerk  whom  Mr.  Shipton 
sent  with  her,  she  rode  back  to  Archi- 
bald's flat  in  the  state  of  mind  of  a  per- 
son under  enchantment.  So  poor  that 
morning,  so  friendless  only  twenty-four 
hours  before,  so  put  upon  and  persecuted 
during  nearly  a  week,  so  hopeless  and 
forlorn  when  dire  calamity  had  befallen 
her  mother  onl}^  a  fortnight  ago;  but 
now, with  ready  money  plentiful, deferred 
to  by  men  of  influence,  escorted  about 
the  cit}^,  treated  by  every  one  as  a  person 
of  wealth  and  consequence,  and,  more 
than  all,  again  in  communication  with 
her  mother— small  wonder  that  her  body 
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should  feel  light  as  air  and  her  feet 
should  seem  to  tread  the  clouds! 

"At  any  rate,  my  visit  to  these  law- 
yers will  not  be  known  until  Mr.  Paton 
receives  his  answer  from  that  lady." 
This  thought  rose  in  her  mind,  and  gave 
her  satisfaction. 

Eagerly  she  went  from  Archibald's  flat 
to  that  in  which  he  was  staying.  She 
tried  to  define  the  feeling  she  had  for 
him ;  the  cause  of  his  appearing  in  her 
mind  like  an  associate  in  well-established 
friendship.  Sometimes  she  thought  this 
the  natural  outcome  of  the  important  aid 
he  had  rendered  and  she  had  received. 
Truly,  if  politics  makes  strange  compan- 
ions, peril  works  quicker  with  all  com- 
panionships. Sharing  the  excitement  of 
the  rescue  from  the  warehouse — with  his 
pain  to  match  her  alarm  —  surely  this 
might  account  for  and  excuse  her  eager- 
ness to  see  him.  Then  she  recalled  his 
ease  of  manner  and  kindly  light-hearted 
way  in  sober  junctures.  True,  his  jocu- 
larity somewhat  belittled  even  her  own 
estimate  of  his  heroism,  but  —  how  elo- 
quent this  was  of  modesty!  And  he  was 
so  handsome  (here  she  was  descending  to 
girlish  sincerity).  And  such  a  gentle- 
man. And  a  great  writer  too!  And  in 
love.      How  romantic! 

Alas!  She  had  meant  to  be  romantic 
also,  until  Messrs.  Green  and  Shipton 
bluntly  assured  her  that  Ai-chibald's 
heart  could  not  l)reak  if  a  girl  showed 
herself  so  mercenary  as  to  consider  the 
claims  of  love  only  conditional  upon 
their  securing  her  a  fortune.  Messi's. 
Green  and  Slii})ton  also  declared  that 
Arcliibald  would,  in  all  likelihood,  de- 
cline to  assume  control  of  the  Clock 
House  estate  unless  proof  of  the  death  of 
the  alternative  heir  made  him  secure  in 
that  relation.  Dear,  dear!  what  a  silly, 
})ractical  world  she  had  fallen  into!  But 
it  was  not  a  bad  one,  she  felt  without 
formulating  the  acknowledgment,  where 
friends  and  money  and  kindness  thrust 
themselves  at  her  from  every  side. 

Should  she  tell  him  that  afternoon 
who  she  was?  She  might  as  well.  True, 
she  had  obliged  two  firms  of  lawyers  to 
pledge  themselves  to  bury  the  secret  for 
a  few  days;  but  what  of  that,  since  she 
must  so  soon  abandon  her  romantic  plan? 
It  would  be  inconsistent;  it  would  "seem 
queer."  was  the  way  she  put  it;  but  Ar- 
chibald had  spoken  so  loyally  and  gal- 
lantly of  her  as  his  cousin,  and  the  soon- 
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ei'  slie  told  him,  the  more  quickly  he 
would  feel  towards  her  like  a  cousin. 
On  the  other  hand,  it  would  not  be  very 
easy  to  make  the  announcement;  indeed, 
she  did  not  see  how  she  could  ever  ex- 
plain to  his  face  why  she  had  not  done  so 
at  first. 

She  decided  to  wait  until  he  had  heard 
from  the  lady. 

A  pleasant  hour  and  a  half  spent  at 
luncheon,  hearty  cong-ratulations  from 
Archibald,  and  a  song  or  two  by  her 
were  therefore  the  main  happenings  dur- 
ing her  second  visit  to  the  flat  where  the 
wrenched  ankle  imprisoned  the  light- 
hearted  man  of  letters.  As  he  was  ad- 
vised to  keep  upon  his  back,  and  found 
himself  as  comfortable  in  his  friend's 
quarters  as  he  could  be  anywhere,  he  in- 
sisted that  Laura  should  remain  in  his 
home,  with  his  servant  to  wait  on  her, 
adding  that  it  would  be  all  the  more 
pleasant  for  her  if  she  assured  herself  of 
sufficient  permanency  there  to  call  in  a 
dressmaker,  who  would  provide  compan- 
ionship as  well  as  further  the  work  she 
was  planning. 

She  returned  to  Archibald's  flat  in  time 
to  keep  her  appointment  with  Mr.  Ship- 
ton,  who  drove  her  to  his  reside!ice,  and, 
on  the  way,  gave  her  cheering  news  of 
her  mother's  condition.  The  dinner  was 
very  formal  and  elaborate;  but  Laura 
spent  a  pleasant  couple  of  hours  after- 
wards with  Mr.  Shipton's  motherly  wife 
and  two  daughters  of  about  her  own  age. 
She  came  away  charging  her  mind  with 
many  friendly  promises  of  shopping  tours 
with  these  ladies,  and  somewhat  astonish- 
ed by  the  contemplation  of  the  quantity 
of  di'esses  and  garments  of  numy  sorts 
which  they  had,  with  some  difficulty,  con- 
vinced her  that  she  needed. 

At  a  litile  after  nine  o'clock  that  night 
she  was  once  again  back  in  the  luxurious 
little  flat,  free  from  even  recollected  dan- 
gers, and  happier  than  she  had  been  at 
any  time  since  her  misfortunes  began. 

Suddenly  an  unaccountable  disquiet 
surged  upon  her.  She  noticed  it  flrst  in 
a  sensation  of  restlessness,  but  it  present- 
ly attacked  her  nerves,  and  then  a  name- 
less fear  seized  her.  It  was  as  if  she  had 
been  sufl'ering  an  intense  nervous  strain 
which  had  been  suddenly  released,  leaving 
her  in  a  state  of  physical  exhaustion.  But 
the  worst  efl'ect  was  upon  her  mind,  which 
w^as  seized  with  a  dread  of  approaching 
calamity.     The  premonitions  of  the  com- 


ing of  death  which  we  read  of  as  impress- 
ing men  at  times  are  mild,  if  they  have 
been  correctly  described,  when  compared 
with  the  sensation  Laura  felt,  for  hei'S 
was  rather  to  be  likened  to  the  panic  of 
a  gentle  animal  that  is  hunted  by  a  su- 
perior and  cruel  adversary.  The  quaking 
of  the  earth  under  the  feet  of  men  gives 
to  the  more  timid  among  them  precisely 
the  feeling  which  now  overcame  her. 
Afraid  to  remain  alone,  she  was  about 
to  call  the  servant,  upon  some  pretext  of 
needing  her,  when  the  girl  came  of  her 
own  accord. 

''I  doan't  loike  the  luks  of  him,''  said 
she.  '*The  vagabond  !  He's  handed  in 
this  at  the  dure.      Pl'ase  rade  it,  ma'am." 

She  handed  to  Laura  a  small  piece  of 
folded  paper,  and  Laura  read  it  aloud: 
"  Mr.  Paton  wants  Annie  O'Brien  to  come 
to  him  at  once.  He  will  need  her  about 
an  hour." 

"Why,"  Laura  exclaimed,  ''  this  is  not 
a  gentleman's  writing!  AnA  it  is  not 
signed !" 

"  Mebbe  that  nagur  \von)an  wrote  it, 
ma'am,"  Annie  suggested.  "  It  has  a  na- 
gurry  look  about  it.  Sure  I'd  mistrusht 
it  iutoirely,  excii)t  that  mebbe  she  wrote 
it.     Will  I  go,  miss?'' 

"  I  think  you  had  better,"  Laura  said, 

Presentl}^  the  rear  door  of  the  flat  closed 
behind  the  servant,  and  the  sound  it  made 
was  followed  by  a  knock  at  the  front  door, 
not  far  from  where  Laura  was  seated.  She 
answered  the  summons,  and  found  liex*- 
self  face  to  face  with  Bill  Heintz.  Before 
she  realized  his  purpose  he  had  pushed 
past  her  into  the  room,  and  another  loaf- 
erly-looking  num  had  taken  his  place  in 
the  doorway. 

•'What  do  you  mean  by  coming  here? 
Go  out,  sir!  What  do  you  want?''  Laura 
demanded,  bravely,  though  she  felt  her 
heart  gi'ow  ]   ilseless  and  heavy. 

"  By  thunder !  You  have  struck  it  rich, 
haven't  j'oii  ?"'  Heintz  exclaimed,  as  his 
eye  swept  tlie  hixury  around  him.  "  I've 
brought  back  the  bundle  of  letters  that 
was  in  your  basket.  They  ain't  no  good 
to  me.     How  much  will  you  give  for  'em?" 

"I  do  not  want  them,"  Laura  said. 
"But  I  will  give  you  one  minute  to  go 
away,  or  I  will  send  for  the  servants." 

"  What  do  you  want  to  lie  to  me  for?'' 
Heintz  asked.  "You've  only  got  one  ser- 
vant, and  I've  took  pains  to  send  her  away 
with  a  letter." 

The  full  force  of  the  situation  stagger- 
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ed  Laura,  yet  she  kept  up  the  appearance 
of  courage. 

"I  shall  g-iv^e  you  nothing,"  said  she, 
still  facing-  Heintz  bravely.  "  But  I  shall 
rouse  the  house  if  you  do  not  go  away  at 
once." 

"  Nick,"  Heintz  said  to  his  confederate, 
"shut  the  door  and  send  up  the  gentleman. 
Tell  him  he  kin  try  his  turn."  Then  he 
turned  to  Laura  and  said,  with  an  eager 

quickening  of  his  speech,  "By ,  miss, 

don't  lose  no  time.  The  gentleman  what's 
coming  is  going  to  do  you  harm.  I  want 
to  get  out  of  it.  Give  me  a  few  dollars, 
miss,  and  I'll  clear  out.  He  can't  carry 
you  away  without  me.  He  was  going  to 
use  chloryform  if  you  showed  fight,  but 
I've  got  the  bottle  in  my  pocket.  It's 
true;  don't  think  I'm  kidding.  I  ain't 
stuck  on  this  job  like  I  was.  Something 
queer's  come  over  me  since  I  come  here. 
Hand  over  a  few  dollars,  will  you,  and 
I'll  skin  out — and  my  pal  too.  The  gent 
can't  do  nothing  without  us." 

Laura  looked  him  up  and  down  with 
contempt.  Whatever  there  was  in  the 
atmosphere,  surcharging  it  witli  some 
mighty  influence,  was  causing  the  ruffian 
before  her  to  meditate  precipitate  flight. 
At  the  same  time  it  was  tautening  her 
nerves  until  they  felt  ready  to  snap. 

Three  Etherians — Editlia,  Mrs.  Isabel, 
and  Deborah — were  in  the  room.  The  ex- 
citement under  which  they  labored,  and 
the  gravity  of  the  situation  which  so  dis- 
turbed them,  made  itself  felt,  even  by  the 
wretched  tramp  with  whom  they  could 
have  no  intercourse. 

As  Lamont  came  with  strong,  firm 
tread  along  the  hall  and  opened  the  door, 
the  spirits  of  Mrs.  Lamont  and  Editlia 
confronted  that  of  Deborah  with  such  a 
concentration  of  their  indignant  displea- 
sure that  the  courage  of  the  mischievous 
Etherian  was  daunted. 

"Deborah" —  it  was  Mrs.  Isabel  who 
began  the  communication  —  "your  son 
is  at  the  door.  Disarm  his  mind  of  its 
present  shameful  purpose;  turn  him  back 
impotently;  withdraw  your  wicked  iiillu- 
ence  over  him  at  once,  or — " 

"Or  what,  Isabel?  You  do  not  dare 
to  utter  the  threat  which  I  read  in  your 
mind  as  clearly  as  if  you  had  spoken  it. 
You  will  not  bring  public  dishonor  on 
your  own  earthly  kin." 

Lamont  entered  the  room  boldly,  but 
on  the  next  instant  exhibited  embarrass- 
ment, as  he  bowed  awkwardly  to  Laura. 


He  w^as  about  to  advance,  and  appar- 
ently to  offer  his  hand,  when  a  shiver 
coursed  down  his  body,  and  he  paused, 
and  became  irresolute  and  confused. 

"  You  have  read  but  a  part  of  my  will, 
Deborah,"  Mrs.  Lamont  went  on.  "Prom- 
ise what  I  demand,  this  instant,  that  you 
will  dissuade  your  son,  and  that  you  will 
take  your  presence  from  among  these 
mortals,  or  I  will  call  out  that  Name  the 
mere  utterance  of  which  will  instantly 
bring  upon  you  the  penalty  of  your 
sin." 

"  Ob,  Isabel,  you  would  not  do  that? 
Not  that!  Not  that,  I  implore  you!" 
Deborah  cried,  with  impassioned  thought- 
utterance,  as  she  advanced  towards  her 
accusers.  "  I  imagined  I  read  in  you  a 
purpose  to  pursue  my  son  with  earthly 
misfortune.  In  my  concern  for  him  I 
was  ready  to  defy  you ;  but,  as  you  may 
want  mercy,  I  beg  you  not  to  have  me 
judged." 

"Do  not  delay.  We  are  both  deter- 
mined, Deborah,"  Mrs.  Lamont  replied. 
"Refuse  what  we  command,  and,  truly, 
your  son  shall  be  known  among  men  as 
a  felon.  We  will  influence  Laura  Balm 
and  her  advisers  to  accuse  him  before  the 
law  of  earth;  but,  this  instant,  we  com- 
mand you  to  promise  to  send  your  son 
out  of  this  room  without  new  sin  upon 
his  conscience,  and  to  warn  him  from  this 
girl's  presence  forever  on  this  earth. 
Swear,  too,  that  you  will  cease  your  mis- 
chief among  men,  or  I  will  now  speak 
that  August  Name  to  pronounce  which 
will  be  to  degrade  you  for  ages  if  our 
cause  be  just.'' 

"No,  no!  I  promise  all  that  you  com- 
mand. But,  before  I  go,"  Deborah  con- 
tinued, "  I  pray  you  to  believe  that  at  no 
time,  in  even  the  slightest  degree,  have  I 
given  my  son  otlier  counsel  than  to  mar- 
ry Laura  Balm  in  order  that  he  might 
obtain  control  of  his  uncle's  estate.  You 
must  know  I  speak  the  truth.  He  would 
have  outstepped  my  urging — he  had  even 
planned  her  ruin  inPowellton,  but  I  con- 
trolled him  against  his  inclination.  This 
I  will  swear." 

"It  is  true,"  replied  Mrs.  Lamont; 
"still,  you  have  wickedly  misused  your 
powers.  All  your  influence  has  been 
towards  encouraging  his  selfishness — one 
of  the  ugliest  of  sins  which  it  is  our  part 
to  do  our  utmost  to  correct.  And  what 
now,  if  you  have  your  way,  and  he  were 
to    carry  her  to    his    apartments?     How 
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certain  are  you  of  your  influence  in  that 
case?  What  of  her  good  name?  Deborah, 
you  have  abused  the  powers  given  to  us 
for  the  advantage  of  our  kin  on  earth. 
You  have  pursued  this  young  woman 
with  heartless  unconcern  for  her  peace 
and  innocence.  You  have  tortured  her 
feelings,  frightened  her,  thwarted  the 
course  of  justice.  You  cannot  deny  it. 
Take  your  son  away,  and  remove  your 
evil  influence  from  earth  at  once,  for  we 
are  both  in  earnest." 

Deborah  turned  and  faced  lier  son, 
transporting  herself  as  quickly  as  thought 
moves  to  a  position  before  him.  On  the 
ij]stant  she  assumed  a  form  which  was 
visible  only  to  him.  It  stood  between 
Laura  and  himself,  revealing  his  mother, 
terror-stricken,  and,  at  the  same  time,  in 
an  attitude  of  warning.  One  of  her 
hands  w^as  upraised,  and  in  her  face  he 
read  an  extremity  of  alarm.  Lamont 
shrank  from  the  spectre  with  a  stifled  ex- 
clamation. 

''Do  you  see  anything  before  you,  Miss 
Balm?"  he  cried,  adding:  "No;  it  has 
gone.  I  could  have  sworn —  But  I  must 
be  ill,  I  think.      I  feel  so  strangely." 

"Your  own  thoughts  have  frightened 
you,  Mr.  Lamont,"  Laura  said,  with  un- 
steady voice,  for  the  influence  of  the 
Etherians  had  not  yet  abated.  "You 
came  to  persecute  me,  but  I  am  no  longer 
afraid.  You  will  not  carry  out  your 
plans." 

"Will  you  be  reasonable  to-day?"  he 
asked.  "I  do  not  want  to  alarm  you.  I 
cannot  understand  what  has  come  over 
me.  It  is  too  ridiculous — but  I  feel  ill, 
Miss  Balm." 

His  appearance  confirmed  the  truth  of 
what  he  said,  for  his  face  was  pallid  and 
his  lips  were  bloodless. 

"  I  came  to  ask  you  once  again  to  do 
me  the  honor  to  be  my  wife.  If  I  have 
been  rude  and  frightened  you,  it  is  be- 
cause of  your  groundless  prejudice,  and 
because  you  will  not  see  how"  intense  is 
my  feeling  for  you." 

"Mr.  Lamont"— she  spoke  more  calmly 
than  before — "  you  came  to  use  violence, 
but  I  am  not  afraid  of  you.  I  am  a  dif- 
ferent woman;  I  feel  many  years  older 
than  when  I  came  here  with  you  only 
two  days  ago;  older,  and.  I  am  sorry  to 
say,  much  wiser.  Your  object  then — as 
it  is  now  that  you  have  hired  these  ig- 
norant men  to  carry  me  off' — was  to  se- 
cure the  fortune  that  has  come   to   me. 


How  can  you  be  so  wicked?  You  my 
cousin,  too?" 

"  Your  fortune?  You  know,  then,  that 
you  are  the  heir?"  Jack  exclaimed,  in  as- 
tonishment. "You  have  seen  the  ad- 
vertisements—  or  has  Archibald  Paton 
told  you?  I  was  told  he  did  not  know 
your  name." 

"  I  have  seen  my  lawyers  and  those  of 
our  uncle,"  Laura  replied.  "  Mr.  Paton 
knows  nothing;  but  many  friends  and 
protectors  have  sprung  up  around  me.  I 
am  no  longer  the  ignorant,  helpless  girl 
you  expected  to  find  me.  But  that  is 
nothing  beside  the  thought  that  we  are 
connected  b}^  blood,  and  I  had  a  right  to 
rely  upon  your  relationship  as  a  guaran- 
tee of  your  friendship  and  help.  I  am 
Sony,  Mr.  Lamont;  for  when  you  leave 
me,  as  I  am  sure  you  will  do  at  once,  we 
never  can  meet  again." 

"Hear  me,  please!  Let  me  plead  for 
myself.". 

"I  am  sure  it  is  best  for  you  to  go," 
she  said. 

At  that  moment  the  door  flew  w^ide 
open,  and  came  to  a  standstill  with  vio- 
lence against  the  body  of  Bill  Heintz. 
Christmas  had  flung  it  w^ide,  and  was 
now  entering  the  room  followed  by  two 
policemen,  one  of  whom  held  Heintz's 
companion  by  the  collar. 

"This  is  the  other  one,"  said  Christ- 
mas, pointing  to  Heintz.  "You  thought 
I  should  keep  my  talk  for  old  women, 
didn't  you?  But  you  see  what  I  was 
telling  you  in  the  country  has  come  true. 
How  d'  do,  miss  ?  Was  old  Christmas 
rigl]t  about  the  fairies,  too?  Was  he 
right  about  the  web  he  used  to  talk  about, 
when  you  smiled  as  you  listened?  Oh, 
don't  be  ashamed;  I  don't  blame  you. 
You  was  always  kind  to  Christmas.  Did 
he  lie  to  you  about  those  bad  hands!'' 
(He  pointed  at  Jack  Lamont.)  "Old 
Christmas  comes  with  good  news  this 
time,  miss.  The  web  is  broken.  Them 
bad  hands  is  ott'  you.  miss.  You  have 
passed  the  last  of  them  trouble-places  I 
seen  when  I  was  looking  yon  and  yon 
into  your  muddled  life." 

"  What's  up,  I'd  like  to  know?"  Heintz 
said,  when  the  heavy  hand  of  a  police- 
man fell  upon  his  shoulder. 

"Charged  with  attempting  to  obtain 
money  from  Brown  and  Crossley,  280 
Broadway,  in  the  name  of  one  Laura 
Balm,  by  the  use  of  stolen  letters  addressed 
to  that  person."     Thus  spoke  the  Law. 


SURE,   YE    FAINTED,    MA  AM,     SAID    IIIISH    AXXIK 


"It's  a  lie!"  said  ITpintz.  to  this  sofy  wIhmi  I  conic  back.      Are  ye 

"  Well,  prove  it's  a  lie,  that's  all  you'v(^  hettluM'  now  .-'" 
g-ot  to  do,'' said  Christmas,  as  the  ])olice-  '*  Yes.  thank    yon.      T   did   not  Icnow  I 

men    draggled   their   ])risoners   along-   tlie  fainted.      Thanlc  you    wry  much,  Chi-ist- 

liall.  nias — and  .Vnnic      1  am  all  I'ight  again." 

An  irresistible  impulse  to  obtain  ])en  and 

"Why.  where  am  TT'   Tjanra  askod.  as  paper  came  npon   b(M-.  and  sIk^  made  her 

she   felt   the   shocls    of   c<^ld     water    upon  way  a   tritle  lecbly  to  the  desk.      Hardly 

her  face,  and,  opening-  hei' eyes,  saw  only  had  sht^  s(Mted  hei-self  Ix^fore  it  when  the 

indescribable  confusion    in    a    room    tliat  ])en  all  but  h\ip(Hl  from  her  fingers.      She 

swam  and  s\vun<:c  around  ]\c\'.  controlled    it.  and  then    saw   thes(^    woi'ds 

"Sure,  ye   fainted,  ma'am."  said    Irish  spin  out  behind  it: 
Annie.      "And  this  ould  man.  who  says  "  GoivJ-bf/.  Tjturci.      Di  }>ain  and  sor- 

he's  a  fri'nd  of  yours,  was  cari-ying-  you  row,  call  0)1  Kdiiha.'^ 
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'THK    BIGGi:ST    THIN(;     IN' 

suaftkk"s  army  was 

MY    PACK.' 


I  APPROACH  this 
subject  of  tlie 
Santiago  canipaig-n 
with  awe,  since  the 
ablest  coi'i'es])ond- 
ents  in  tlie  comitrv 
were  all  thei-e,  and 
they  wore  out  h'ad- 
jxMicils  most  indus- 
triously, I  know  I 
c;innot  add  to  the 
facts,  but  I  renicm- 
hcr  my  own  enio- 
tions.  wlii(di  were  nu- 
merous, intei-est  ing, 
and,  on  the  whole, 
not  pleasant.  1  am 
as  yet  unable  to  de- 
cide whether  sh'^p- 
ino'  in  a  mud-puddle, 
the  conlinenuMit  of  a  troop-ship,  or  bcinii' 
shot  at  is  t.h(^  woi-sf.  They  ai'e  all  irri- 
tating-, and  when  done  on  an  empty 
stomacli.  with  the  ol)je('t  of  improving;- 
one's  mind,  they  ai'(^  extravng-antly  ex- 
pensive. However,  tiiey  satislied  a,  life 
of  lono'ing'  to  se(^  men  do  the  <;M'eatest 
thin;f>'  wliicli  Jiien  ar(^  called  on   to  do. 

The  creation  of  thinus  by  men  in  time 
of  peace  is  of  every  conseciuence,  but  it 
does  not  briiiii'  fortli  the  tumultuous  en- 
erfj-y  which  accompanies  the  destruction 
of  things  by  m<Mi  in  wai*.  If<'  who  has 
not  scM'u  war  only  iialf  comi)rehen(ls  the 
possibiliti<^s  of  his  race.  Having  thought 
of  this  thing  before,  I  got  a  cori'espond- 
ent's  ])ass,  nnd  ensconced  myscdf  with 
General  Shatter's  army  at  'ranii)a. 

When  Hobson  i)ut  the  coric  in  C/erv(M-a's 
bottle,  it  l)ecaine  necessai-y  to  send  the 
troops  at  once,  and  then  caine  the  (irst 
shock  of  the  war  to  me.  It  was  in  tiie 
form  of  an  order  to  dismount  two  squad- 
rons of  each  regiment  of  cavahy  and 
send  them  on  foot.  This  misuse  of  cav- 
alry was  com[)elled  by  the  national  ne- 
cessities, for  there  was  not  at  that  time  suf- 
ficient voliinl(MM'  infantry  e(iuip[)ed  and 
in  readiness  for  the  liehl.  It  is  without 
doubt  that  our  ten  regiments  of  cavalry 
are  the  most  perfect  things  of  all  Un<de 
Sam's     public    institutions.       More    good 


honest  woi'k  has  gone  into  them,  more 
enthusiasm,  more  intelligence,  and  they 
have  shown  more  results,  not  excepting 
the  new  luivy  or  the  ])()stal  system. 

The  lires  of  hatred  burned  within  me. 
I  was  nearly  overcome  by  a  desire  to  ''go 
oH'  th<^  i-eservation."  1  wanted  to  damn 
some  ollicial,  or  all  oiilcialism,  or  so  much 
thereof  as  might  be  necessary,  I  knew 
that  the  cavalry  otlicers  were  to  a  m:in 
disgusted,  and  thought  they  had  been  mis- 
used and  abused.  Tlu\v  recognized  it  as 
a  l)low  at  their  arm.  a  jealous,  wicked,  and 
ignorant  stab.  Besides,  the  interest  of  my 
own  art  I'equii'cd  a  cavalry  charge. 

(l<'iuM'al  Miles  appeared  at  Tampa  about 
thnt  tinu\  and  I  edged  around  toward 
him,  and  thi'ew  out  my  ''point."  It  is 
necessary  to  attaclc  (xenei'al  Miles  with 
great  care  and  understnnding,  if  one  ex- 
pects any  success.  "  (General,  I  wonder 
who  is  responsii)l(»  for  this  order  dis- 
mounting the  cavalry  :'■'  I  ventured. 

I  think  th(^  "old  man"  could  almost 
s(M'  me  coming,  for  he  looked  up  from  the 
reading  of  a  note,  and  in  a  quiet  mannei>, 
which  is  habitual  with  him,  said,  "Why, 
don't  they  want  to  go'<'"  and  he  had  me 
ilat  on  the  gi'ound. 

"Oh  y(>s,  of  coui'se!  They  are  ci'azy  to 
go  I  They  would  go  if  they  had  to  walk 
on  tlieii'  hands'."  1  said,  and  departed.  A 
soldier  who  did  not  want  to  go  to  Cuba 
would  be  lik(^  a  lir(^  which  would  not 
burn  —  useless  entir(dy.  So  no  one  got 
cursed  foi*  that  business;  but  it  is  a  pity 
that  our  initioti  linds  it  necessarj^  to  send 
cavali'y  to  war  on  foot.  It  would  be  no 
woise  if  some  day  it  should  conclude  to 
mount  "bluejackets''  for  cavalry  i)ur- 
])()ses.  though  doul)lless  the  "bluejackets'' 
would  "sit  tight."  But  where  is  the  use 
of  specialization  ^  One  might  as  well  ask 
the  nurse-girl  to  curiw  the  family  hoi'se. 

So  the  transports  gathered  to  Port  Tam- 
})a,  and  the  tro()i)s  got  on  board,  and  the 
correspondents  sallied  down  to  their  quar- 
lei's,  and  then  came  a  wait.  A  Sjianish 
war-ship  had  loomed  across  the  night  of 
sonu^  watch-on-deck  down  olf  the  Cuban 
coast.  Telegrams  Hew  from  Washington 
to  "  stop  where  you  are."    The  mules  and 
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the  correspondents   were   unloaded,   and 
the  whole  enterprise  waited. 

Here  I  might  mention  a  series  of  events 
which  were  amusiiig*.  The  exigencies  ot 
tlie  service  left  many  young  officei'S  be- 
hind, and  these  all  wanted,  very  natui'ally, 
to  go  to  Cuba  and  get  properly  shot,  as 
all  good  soldiers  should.  They  used  their 
influence  with  the  general  officers  in  com- 
mand; they  begged,  they  implored,  and 
they  explained  deviousl}- and  ingeniously 
why  the  expedition  needed  theii*  ])articu- 
lar  services  to  insure  success.  The  old 
generals,  w^ho  appreciated  the  proper  spirit 
which  underlay  this  enthusiasm,  smiled 
grimly  as  they  turned  "the  young  scamps" 
down.  I  used  to  laugh  to  myself  when  I 
overheard  these  interviews,  for  one  could 
think  of  nothing  so  much  as  the  school- 
boy days,  when  he  used  to  beg  ott*  going 
to  school  for  all  sorts  of  reasons  but  the 
real  one,  which  was  a  ball-game  or  a  lit- 
tle shooting-trip. 

Pi-esently  the  oHicials  got  the  Spanish 
war-ship  off  their  nerves,  and  the  trans- 
ports sailed.  Now  it,  is  so  arranged  in 
the  world  that  I  hate  a  ship  in  a  com- 
pound, triple -expansion,  forced  -draught 
way.  Barring  the  disgrace,  give  me  ''  ten 
days  on  the  island."  Do  anything  to  me, 
but  do  not  have  me  entered  on  the  list  of 
a  ship.  It  does  not  matter  if  I  am  to  be 
the  lordly  proprietor  of  the  finest  yacht 
afloat,  make  me  a  feather  in  a  sick  chick- 
en's tail  on  shore,  and  I  will  thank  you. 
So  it  came  about  that  I  did  an  unusual 
amount  of  real  suffering  in  consequence 
of  living  on  the  SegnrcoK^'n  dui-ing  the 
long  voyage  to  Cuba.  I  used  to  sil  out 
on  the  after-deck  and  wonder  why,  at  my 
time  of  life,  I  could  not  so  arrangt^  my  af- 
fairs that  I  could  kee})  otV  ships.  I  uscmI 
to  consider  seriously  if  it  would  not  b<>  a 
good  thing  to  jump  overboard  and  let  the 
leopard-sharks  eat  me.  and  have  done  with 
a  miserable  existence  which  I  did  not  seem 
to  be  able  to  control. 

Wlien  the  first  landing  was  ma(l(\  (mmi- 
eral  Shaftei*  kept  all  the  corres])ond(Mits 
and  the  foreign  military  attaches  in  his 
closed  fist,  and  we  all  hated  him  mightily. 
We  shall  [)r{)bably  forgive  him,  but  it  will 
take  some  time.  He  did  allow  us  to 
go  ashore  and  see  the  famous  interview 
wMiieli  he  and  Admii-al  Sampson  held  with 
Garcia,  and  for  the  tii'st  tinu^  to  bt^hold 
the  long  lines  of  r;igg(Hl  Cuban  patriots. 
and  I  was  convinced  that  it  was  no  mean 
or  common   impulse  which  kept  up   the 


determination    of   these   ragged,   hungry 
souls. 

Then  on  the  morning  of  the  land- 
ing at  Daiquiri  the  soldiers  put  on  their 
blanket  rolls, the  navy  boats  and  launches 
lay  by  ihe  transports,  and  the  light 
ships  of  Sampson's  fleet  ran  slowly  into 
the  little  bay  and  ''turned  everything 
loose  "  on  the  quiet, palm-thatched  village. 
A  few  fires  were  burning  in  the  town,  but 
otherwise  it  w^as  quiet.  After  severely 
pounding  the  coast,  the  launches  towed  in 
the  long  lines  of  boats  deep  laden  with 
soldiery,  and  the  coi'respondents  and  for- 
eigners saw  them  go  into  the  overhang- 
ing smoke.  We  held  our  breath.  We 
expected  a  most  despei'ate  fight  for  the 
landing.  After  a  time  the  smoke  rolled 
away,  and  our  people  were  on  the  beach, 
and  not  long  after  some  men  climbed  the 
steep  hill  on  which  stood  a  block-house, 
and  we  saw  presently  the  stai'S  and  stripes 
break  fi'om  the  flag-staff.  ''They  are 
Chinamen  I"  said  a  distinguished  foreign 
soldier;  and  lie  went  to  the  other  side  of 
the  boat,  and  sat  heavily  down  to  liis  read- 
ing of  our  artillery  drill  regulations. 

We  watched  the  horses  and  mules  being 
thrown  overboard,  we  saw  the  last  soldiers 
going  ashoi'e,  and  we  bothered  General 
Shaftei-'s  aid.  the  gallant  Miley,  until  he 
})ut  us  all  on  shore  in  order  to  abate  the 
awful  nuisance  of  our  ])resen('e. 

No  one  had  any  tr.'inspoitat ion  in  the 
('ani])aign.  not  even  colonels  of  regi- 
ments, ex('e])t  their  good  strong  backs. 
It  was  for  evei'y  man  to  ])ersonally  carry 
all  his  own  hoiel  accommodations;  so  we 
coi'i'espondents  laid  out  our  possessions  on 
the  deck,  and  for  the  third  time  sorted  out 
what  little  we  could  tak(\  1  weighed  a 
silver  ])oc]<et-ilask  for  some  time,  unde- 
cided as  to  th(^  ])ossibility  of  can-iiige.  It 
is  now  in  tlu^  woods  of  C^iba,  or  in  the 
i'agg«Ml  ]):ick  of  some  Cuban  soldier.  We 
had  tinally  three  days  of  crackers,  cott'ee, 
and  i)oi'k  in  our  haviM-sacks.  our  canteens, 
rubber  ponchos,  c;nneras.  :ind  six-shooter 
— or  i)ractically  what,  a  solditM'  has. 

I  moved  out  with  the  Sixth  Cavah'y  a 
mih^  or  so.  and  as  it  was  late  afternoon, 
we  W(M-e  ordiM'ed  to  bivouac.  I  sat  on  a 
hill,  and  down  in  th(^  in^ad  below  saw  the 
long  lines  of  troops  pi'c^ssing  up  the  valley 
toward  Sihoney.  When  our  ti'oops  got 
on  th(^  sand  beach,  each  old  soldier  ad- 
justtnl  his  I'oll.  shouldered  his  rifle,  and 
started  for  Santiago,  apparently  by  indi- 
vidual intuition. 
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Tlie  troops  started,  and  kept  TTiarcliing  "We  pressed  on;  but  as  the  Spanish  sol- 
just  as  fast  as  tliey  could.  They  ran  the  diers  did  not  seem  to  be  concerned  as  to 
Spaniards  out  of  Siboney,  and  the  cavalry  our  presence,  I  allowed  they  were  prob- 
brio-ade  regulai*l\'  niai'ched  down  their  I'e-  ably  Cubans  who  had  taken  clothes  from 
treating- columns  at  Las  Guasinias,  fouglit  dead  Sjxanisli  soldiers,  and  so  it  turned 
them  up  a  defile,  outflanked,  and  sent  out.  The  Cubans  seem  to  know  each 
them  flyiug-  into  Santiag-o.  I  think  oui-  other  by  scent,  but  it  bothered  the  North- 
army  would  never  have  stop})ed  until  it  ern  men  to  make  a  distinction  between 
ci'ncked  into  the  doomed  city  iu  column  S})anish  and  Cuban,  even  when  shown 
formation,  if  Shatter  had  not  discover<Hl  Spanish  prisoners  in  order  that  they 
this  unlooked-for  enterprise,  and  sent  his  might  recogiiize  their  enemy  by  sig'ht.  If 
personal  aide  on  a  fast  horse  with  positive  a  sim})le  Cuban  who  stole  Spanish  soldier 
oi'ders  to  halt  until  the  "  cracker- Hue  "  clothes  could  only  know  how  nervous  it 
could  be  fixed  u])  belli ud  them.  made  the  trigger  lingers  of  our  regulai'S, 

In  the  morjiing-  I  sat  on  the  hill,  and  he  would  have  died  of  fright.     He  created 

still    along"    the    road    swung    the    hard-  the  same  feeling  that  a  bear  would,  and 

marchiug-  columns.      The  scales  dropped  the  impulse  to  *' ])ull  up  and  let  go'"  was 

from  my  eyes.      I  could  feel  the  im))ulse.  so  instinctive  and  sudden  with   our  men 

and    still   the  Sixth   was  lu^ld  by  oi'dei's  that    I    marvel    more   mistakes  were   not 

I   }nit   on    my"litth>    hotel    equii)ment,"'  made. 

bade  my  friends  good  -  l)y.  and  ''hit  tlu^  At  night  I  lay  np  beside  the  road  out- 
road."  Tiie  sides  of  it  were  blue  with  side  of  Siboney,  and  cooked  my  supj)er 
cast-otf  uuiforms.  Coats  and  ovei-coats  by  a  soldier  (ire,  and  lay  down  uuder  a 
were  strewn  about,  while  the  g^ray  blank-  mango-tree  ou  my  I'ubber,  with  my  haver- 
ets  lay  iu  the  camps  just  where  the  sol-  sack  for  a  ])illow.  I  could  hear  the  shuf- 
diers  had  g-otten  uj)  froui  them  after  the  fling  of  the  marching-  troops,  and  see  by 
night's  j'est.  Tliis  I  kuew  would  happen,  the  light  of  the  lire  near  the  I'oad  the 
l\Ien  will  not  cai'ry  what  they  can  g'ct  white  blanket  rolls  g-liut  ])ast  its  tlame — 
along  without,  nuh'ss  they  are  made  to;  tired,  sweaty  men,  mysterious  and  silent 
and  it  is  a  bad  tiling  to  "make  "  American  too,  but  for  the  clauk  of  tin  cups  and  the 
soldiers,  because  they  know  what  is  good  monotonous  shutHe  of  feet, 
for  them  better  than  any  one  who  sits  in  In  \\\()  early  morning-  the  tield  near  nn^ 
a  roller-chair.  In  the  tropics  mid-da}^  was  covered  with  the  cook-fires  of  infan- 
marching  uiuler  heavy  kits  kills  more  try,  which  had  come  in  during  the  night, 
men  than  damp  sleei)ing-  at  night.  I  Presently  a  battei-y  came  dragging  np, 
nsed  to  think  the  biggest  thing  in  Shaf-  and  was  greeted  with  wild  cheers  fi'om 
ter's  army  was  my  pack.  the  infantry,  who  crowded  u])  to  the  I'oad. 

It  was  all  so  strange,  this  lonely  ti'opic  It  was   a  great  tribute    to  the   guns;    for 

forest,  and  so  hot.      I  fell  in  with  a  little  here  in  the  face  of  war  the  various  arms 

bunch  of  headquarters  cavali'y  ordei'lies,  realiztnl  their  interde])endence.     Itisasol- 

some  with   headquarters  horses,  and  one  ace  for  cavali'y  to  know  that  there  is  some 

with  a  mule  dragging  two  wheels,  which  good  steady  infantry  in  their  rear,  and  it 

I    cannot    call   a  cai't.  on  which  General  is  a  vast  comfoi't  for  infanti-y  to  feel  that 

Young's  stuff  was  tied.      We  met  Cubans  their    front  and    flanks  are  covered,  and 

loitering  along,  their  ])onies  loaded  with  both   of  tliem   like  to  have  the  shra])nel 

abandoned  soldier-clothes.       Statr-oflicers  travelling  their  way  when  they  '"go  in." 

on    hoj'seback    cauK^    back   and    said    that,  At    Siboney  I    saw    the    lirst  wounchnl 

there    had    been    a    fight    on    beyond,  and  Ixough    i\id(M-.s,  and  heard   how  they  had 

that  Colonel  Wood  was  killed  and  young  behaved.      From   this  time   ])eoi)le   began 

Fish  shot   dead— that    the  Rough   Ridei-s  to  know    who  this  army  doctor  was,  this 

were  all  donc^  to  pieces.      There  would  be  Colonel    Wood.      Soldiers    and    I'esidents 

more  lighting,  and    we    pushed    forward,  in    the    Southwest    had    known    him    ten 

sweating    under   tlu^   stifii ng  heat  of  the  years   back.      They  knew  Leonard  Wood 

jungle  -  chok'<'d    I'oad.       We   sto])])ed   and  was  a  soldier,  skin,  bones,  ami  bi-ain.  who 

cracked    cocoanuts    to    di'ink    the    milk,  travelbnl  unthu'  the  disguise  of  a  doctor. 

Once,  in  a  sort  of  savanna,  my  companions  and  now  they  know  more  than  this, 

halted    and    threw    cartridges   into    their  'J'hen  I  niet  a  fellow-correspondent,  Mr. 

cai'bines.      I    saw   two   or   three    Spanish  John  Fox,  and  we  connnuned  deeply.    We 

soldiers  on  ahead  in  some  hills  and  brush,  had  not  seen  this  fioht  of  the  cavalrv  bri- 
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jrade.  and  this  was  because  we  were  not  at  world,  as  any  one  will  know  who  under- 
tlie  front.  We  would  not  let  it  happen  stands  the  requirements  of  our  enlistment 
attain.  We  slung  our  i)acks  and  most  as  against  that  of  conscript  trooi)s;  and 
inchisti-iously  ])l<)dded  uj)  the  Via  del  Rey  they  were  exj^ecting  attack,  and  praying 
until  we  got  to  within  hailing  distance  devoutly  for  it.  Besides,  at  Las  Guasi- 
of  the  ])icket  i)osts,  and  he  said:  "Now,  mas  we  got  the  moral  on  the  Spanish. 
Frederic,  we  will  stay  here.  They  will  Then  came  the  "cracker  ])rob]eni.'' 
])ull  off  no  more  fights  of  which  we  are  The  gallant  Cabaiu\is  pushed  his  mules 
not  a,  ])arty  of  the  first  part."  And  stay  day  and  night.  I  thought  they  would 
we  did.  If  General  Lawton  moved  ahead,  go  to  ])ieces  under  the  strain,  and  I  think 
we  went  up  and  cultivated  Lawton;  but  every  "packer"'  who  worked  on  the  San- 
if  General  Chaffee  got  ahead,  we  wei-e  his  tiago  line  will  never  forget  it.  Too  much 
fi'iends,  and  gathered  at  liis  mess  fire.  To  credit  cannot  be  given  them.  The  com- 
be popular  with  us  it  was  necessai*y  for  a  maud  was  sent  into  tlie  field  without  its 
genei-al  to  have  command  of  the  advance.  ])roper  ratio  of  ])a('k- mules,  and  I  hope 

But  what  satisf\'ing  soldiers  Lawton  the  blame  of  thai  will  come  home  to 
and  Chatfee  are  I  Both  seasoned,  })ro-  some  one  some  day.  That  was  the  di- 
fessional  military  tyi)es.  Lawton,  big  rect  and  ouJi)  cause  of  all  the  })rivation 
and  long,  forceful,  and  with  iron  deter-  and  delay  wliich  became  so  notable  in 
mination.  Cliatl'ee,  who  never  dismounts  Shaffer's  operations.  I  cannot  imagine 
but  for  a  little  sleep  during  the  dai-kest  '.i  man  who  would  recommend  wagons 
hours  of  the  night,  and  whose  head  might  for  a  tro])ical  country  during  the  rainy 
liave  been  ])resented  to  him  by  one  of  season.  Such  a  one  should  not  be  cen- 
William's  Noi'man  barons.  Such  a  head !  sui'ed  or  re[)rimanded ;  he  should  be 
We  used  to  sit  around  and  study  that  spanked  with  a  slip))er. 
head.  It  does  not  belong  to  the  })e-  So  while  the  engineers  built  bridges, 
riod  ;  it  is  remote,  when  the  race  was  and  the  troo))S  made  roads  behind  them, 
young' and  strong:  and  it  has  "  warrior  "  and  until  we  got  '^  ihree  days  cracJi'ei-s 
sculptiu'ed  in  every  line.  It  may  seem  ahcad^'  for  the  whole  command,  things 
trivial  to  you,  but  I  must  have  })eo))le  st()p))ed.  The  men  were  on  half-rations, 
"look  their  ])art."  That  so  many  do  not  were  out  of  tobacco,  and  it  rained,  rain- 
in  tliis  age  is  |)r()l)ably  because  men  are  ed,  raintnl.  We  were  very  miserable, 
so  complicated;  but  "war  is  a  primitive  Mr.  John  Fox  and  I  had  no  cover  to 
art,"  and  tliat  is  tlie  one  objection  I  had  keep  the  rain  out,  and  our  determination 
to  von  Moltke,  with  liis  sim{)le  student  to  stay  u])  in  fi-ont  hindered  us  from 
face.  He  might  have  been  anything,  making  friends  with  any  one  who  had. 
CiiafTee  is  a  soldier.  Even  the  ])i'ivate  soldiers  had   their  dog- 

The  tr()oj)s  came  })ouring  uj)  the  road,  tents,   but    we    had    nothing    except    our 

reeking    under    their    ])acks,  dusty,  and  two  rubber   })onchos.      At  ev(Miing,  after 

with    their  eyes   on    the   gi'ound.      Their  we    had   "bummed"  some    ci'ackers   and 

faces     were    deeply     lined,    their    beards  coffee    from    some    good-natured    (officer, 

stubby,  l)ut  their  minds  were  set  on  "  the  we  repaired   to  our  neck   of   woods,  and 

front" — "on    Santiago."     There    was    a  stood  gazing  at  our  mushy  beds.      It  was 

suggestion  of  remorseless  striving  in  their  good,  soft,  soggy  mud,  and  on  it,  or  i-ather 

dogged  stepping  along,  and  it  came  to  me  in  it,  we  laid  one  poncho,  and  over  that 

that  to  turn   them  around  would  i-equii'e  we  s|)read  the  other. 

some  entei'pi'ise.      I  thought  at  the  time  "Say.  Fi-ederic,  that  means  my  death  ; 
that   the   Spanish  connnander   would   do  I  am  subject  to  malaria." 
well  to  assume  the  offensive,  and  march-  "  Exactly  so,  John.     This  cc^ld  of  mine 
ing  down  our  tlank.  pierce  the  centre  of  will    end  in    congestion    of  the    lungs,  or 
the  straggling  column  ;  but  I  have  since  ])ossibly    bronchial    consumption.       Can 
changed  my  mind,  because  of  the  superior  you  suggest  any  remedy?" 
fighting  ability   which  our  men   showed.  "The  fai'e  to  New  York,"  said  John,  as 
It    must    be    carefully    remembered    that,  we  tui-ned  into  our  wallow. 
\\\i\\  the  ex(;e])tion  of  three  I'egiments  of  At  last  I  had  the   good  fortune  to  buy 
Shaffer's     army,    and     even     these    were  a   horse   fi'om    an    invalided    officer.       It 
''picked     volunteers,"    the    whole     com-  seemed  great  fortune,  but  it  had  its  draw- 
niand    was    our   regular   army  —  trained  back.      I    was  ostracized    by   my   fellow- 
men,   physically    superior   to  any    in    the  correspondents. 
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All  this  tiin(3  tlie  recounoissance  of  the 
woi'ks  of  Sail  dago  and  the  outlying-  post 
of  Caney  was  in  progress.  It  was  ru- 
mored that  the  forwai-d  movement  would 
come,  and  being  awakened  by  the  bustle, 
I  got  up  in  the  dark,  and  went  gliding 
around  until  I  managed  to  steal  a  good 
feed  of  oats  for  my  horse.  This  is  an  im- 
portant truth  as  showing  the  demorali- 
zation of  war.  In  the  pale  light  I  saw  a 
staff -officer  wlio  was  going  to  Caney, 
and  I  followed  him.  We  overtook  oth- 
ers, and  tinally  came  to  a  hill  overlooking 
the  ground  which  had  been  fought  over  so 
ha  I'd  dui'ing  the  day.  Capron's  battery 
was  laying  its  guns,  and  back  of  the  bat- 
tery were  staH'-oflicers and  correspondents 
eagerly  scanning  the  country  with  lield- 
glasses.  In  rear  of  these  stood  the  hardy 
First  Infanti'y,  picturesquely  eager  and 
dirty,  while  behind  the  hill  were  the  bat- 
terv  lu)rses,  out  of  haian's  way. 

Th(i  battery  opened  and  k'noclced  holes 
in  the  stone  fort,  but  the  lire  did  not  ap- 
])ear  to  de))ress  the  ritle-j)its.  Infanti'y 
in  tli(^  jungle  bellow  us  lired,  and  were 
briskly  answered  from  the  trenches. 

I  h  d  lost  my  canteen  and  wanted  a 
tlrini;  of  water,  so  I  slowly  rode  back  to  a 
creek.  I  was  thinking, when  along  came 
anothei'  correspondent.  We  discussed 
things,  and  thought  Carney  woukl  easily 
fall  before  Lawton's  advance,  but  we  had 
noticed  a,  big  movement  of  our  trooi)s 
toward  Santiago,  and  we  de(;ide(l  that  we 
would  return  to  the  main  road  and  see 
which  promised  best.  Sure  enough,  the 
road  was  jammed  with  troops,  and  up 
the  hill  of  El  Poso  went  the  horses  of 
Gi'im(>s"s  battery  under  whip  and  sj)ur. 
Around  El  Poso  I'anch  stood  Cubans, 
and  along  tlui  road  tlu^  Rough  Riders — 
Roosevelt's  now,  for  Wood  was  a  briga- 
dier. 

The  battery  took  position,  and  b<'hind 
it  gathered  the  foreigners,  naval  and  mil- 
itary, with  staff-olIic(M's  and  corresi)ond- 
ents.  It  was  a  ])icture  such  as  may  be 
seen  at  a  maiuxHivre.  Grimes  lired  a  few 
sludls  toward  Santiago,  and  dii'ect  ly  caine 
a  shrill  screaming  shi'apnel  from  the  Span- 
ish lines.  It  biu'st  over  the  Rough  Rid- 
ers, and  the  manoeuvre  picture  on  the  hill 
underwent  a  lively  change.  It  was  thor- 
oughly evident  that  tiie  Spaniards  had 
th(3  I'aiige  of  everything  in  the  country. 
They  had  studied  it  out.  For  myself,  I 
fled,  dragging  my  horse  u[)  the  hill,  out 
of  rajige  of  Gi'imes's  inviting  guns.    Some 


as  gallant  soldiers  and  some  as  daring  cor- 
respondents as  it  is  my  pleasure  to  know 
did  their  legs  proud  there.  The  tall  fol'ni 
of  Major  John  Jacob  Astor  moved  in  my 
front  in  jack-rabbit  bounds.  Prussian, 
English, and  Japanese  correspondents, art- 
ists, all  the  news,  and  much  high-class 
art  and  literature,  were  flushed,  and  went 
straddling  up  the  hill  before  the  first  bar- 
rel of  the  Dons.  Directly  came  the  warn- 
ing scream  of  No.  2,  and  we  dropped  and 
hugged  the  ground  like  star-fish.  Bang  I 
rigiit  over  us  it  exploded.  I  was  dividing 
a  small  hollow  with  a  distinguished  col- 
onel of  the  staff. 

"Is  this  thing  allowed,  Colonel?"' 

"  Oh,  yes,  indeed  I"  he  said.  "I  don't 
think  we  could  stop  those  shrapnel.'" 

And  the  next  shell  went  into  the  bat- 
ter3%  killing  and  doing  damage.  Follow- 
ing shell  were  going  into  the  helpless 
troops  down  in  the  road,  and  Grnnes  with- 
drew his  battery  for  this  cause.  He  had 
been  ])r(Mnature.  All  this  time  no  one's 
glass  could  locate  the  fii'e  of  the  Spanish 
guns,  and  we  could  see  Capron's  smoke 
miles  away  on  our  right.  Smoky  powder 
b(d()ngs  with  arbalists  and  stone  axes  and 
United  States  ordnance  officers,  which 
things  all  belong  in  museums  with  other 
dusty  rust. 

Then  I  got  far  up  on  the  iiill,  walking 
over  the  prostrate  bodies  of  my  old  friends 
tiie  Tenth  Cavalry,  who  were  hugging  the 
hot  ground  to  get  away  from  the  hotter 
shrapmd.  There  I  met  a  clubmate  from 
New  York,  and  sundi'y  good  foreigners, 
notably  the  Prussian  (Von  Goetzen),  and 
that  lovely  *'old  British  salt''  Paget,  and 
the  Jai)anese  major,  whose  name  I  could 
never  rememi>er.  We  sat  there.  I  lis- 
tened to  much  expert  artillery  talk, though 
the  talk  was  not  (juite  so  impressive  as  the 
practice  of  that  art. 

Bui  the  heat — let  no  man  ever  attempt 
that  after  Kipling's  ''and  the  heat  would 
make  your  blooming  eyebrows  crawl." 

This  hill  was  the  point  of  vantage;  it 
overlooked  the  ilat  jungle,  San  Juan 
hills,  Santiago,  and  Caney,  the  whole  vast 
country  to  the  mountains  which  walled  in 
the  whole  scene.  I  heai'd  the  experts  talk, 
and  I  lov(3  military  science,  but  I  slowly 
thought  to  myself  this  is  not  my  art — 
neither  the  science  of  troop  movement  noi* 
tli(^  whole  landscape.  My  art  requii'es 
me  to  go  down  in  the  road  where  the 
human  being's  are  who  do  these  things 
which  science   dictates,  in    the   landscai)e 
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which  to  me  is  overshadowed  by  their 
])reseiK'e.  I  rode  sk:)\vly,  on  account  of 
the  awful  sun.  Troops  wei-e  standing 
ov<M\vwhei'e,  lying- all  about,  moving  reg- 
ularly up  the  jungle  road  toward  Santia- 
go, and  1  wound  my  way  along  with  tlieni, 
saying,  "  Gangway,  please." 

War  is  i)i'oductive  of  so  many  results, 
things  happen  so  awfully  fast,  men  do 
such  strange  things,  ])ictures  make  tliem- 
srlvesal  every  turn,  the  emotions  are  so 
Ircmendously  strained,  that  what  know- 
ledge 1  had  tied  away  from  my  brain,  and 
I  was  in  a  trance^;  and  do  you  know,  cheer- 
ful reader.  1  am  not  going  to  describe  a 
battle  to  you. 

War,  storms  at  sea,  mountains,  deserts, 
pests,  and  pu])lic  calamities  leave  me  with- 
out words.  I  simply  said  "  (Gangway  " 
as  1  wormed  my  way  np  the  fateful  road 
to  Santiago.  b'ellows  1  knew  out  West 
and  iij)  North  and  down  South  passed 
their  woi'd  to  me.  and  1  felt  that  1  was 
not  alone.  A  shra])nel  came  shi'ieking 
down  the  road,  and  I  got  a  drink  of  water 
from  Golonel  (iarlington,  and  a  ci'acker. 
The  soldiers  wein^  lying  alongsidf^  and  the 
staff  ollicers  wer(^  dismounted,  also  sto])- 
ping  quietly  in  the  shade  of  the  nearest 
hush.  The  column  of  ti'oops  was  work- 
ing its  way  into  th(i  battle-line. 

'■  I  must  be  going,''  I  said,  and  I  mount- 
ed my  good  old  mar(^  —  the  colonel's 
hor,>e.  It  was  a  t(Midei\  hand  -  I'aised 
trotting- horse,  which  came  fi-om  Colo- 
rado, and  was  p(M'fectly  jnannered.  We 
were  in  love. 

The  long  columns  of  men  on  the  i-oad 
had  nevei'  seen  this  condition  befoi'e.  It 
was  their  lirst  baby.  Oh.  a  few  of  the; 
old  soldiers  had.  but  it  was  so  long  ago 
that  this  must  have  come  to  them  almost 
as  a  new  sensation.  Rattles  ai'c  like  other 
things  in  nature — no  two  tln^  same. 

I  could  liear  noises  such  as  you  can  make 
if  you  strike  quickly  with  a  small  walking- 
stick  at  a  vei'y  few  green  leavers.  Some  of 
them  wei'c  Vi'i'v  nearaiid  others  moi'e  faint. 
They  W(M'e  the  ]\la users,  and  out  in  fi'ont 
through  the  jmigh^  I  could  hear  what 
sounded  lik(^  a  Fourth  of  duly  morning, 
when  the  boys  are  setting  olf  their  crack- 
ers. Tt  struck  me  as  new,  strange,  almost 
uncanny,  because  I  wanted  the  roar  of 
battle,  which  same  I  never  did  find.  These 
1  on  g-range.smok(dessboltsa  re  so  far-reach- 
ing, and  thej'e  is  so  little  fuss,  that  a  sol- 
dier is  for  hours  under  lire  getting  into 
tlie    battle.    i)ro))er,  and    he    has    tim(^    to 


think.  That  is  hard  when  you  consider 
the  seriousness  of  what  he  is  tliinking 
about.  The  modern  soldier  must  have 
moral  quality;  the  guerilla  is  out  of 
date.  This  new  man  may  go  through  a 
war,  l)e  in  a  dozen  battles,  and  sui'vive  a 
dozen  wounds  without  seeing  an  enemy. 
Tljis  would  l)e  unusual,  but  easily  might 
ha})i)en.  All  oui*  soldiers  of  San  Juaii 
were  for  tlie  n)ost  part  of  a  da\'  under 
lire,  subject  to  wounds  and  death,  before 
they  had  even  a  chance  to  know  whei-e 
the  enemy  was  whom  they  were  oppos 
ing.  To  all  ap])earance  they  were  a})a- 
thelic,  standing  or  marching  through  the 
heat  of  tiu'  jungle.  They  ilattened  them- 
selves Ix^foi'e  the  warning  scream  of  the 
shraj)n(d,  but  that  is  the  pro])er  thing  to 
do.  Some  good  -  natin'ed  fellow  led  the 
i-egiment,al  mascot,  which  was  a  fice,  or  a 
fo.x-terrier.  Really,  the  dog  of  war  is  a 
fox-terri(M\  Stanl(\v  took  one  through 
Africa.  ]  Fe  is  in  all  English  I'egiments. 
and  he  is  gi'adually  getting  into  oui's.  His 
Hag  is  short,  but  it  slicks  up  straight  on 
all  occasions,  and  he  is  a  vagakond.  Lo- 
cal ti(^s  must  set  lighth'  on  soldiers  and 
fox-teri'iers. 

TluMi  came  the  light  as  I  ])assed  out  of 
tlu'  jungle  and  forded  San  .luan  Rivei'. 
The  clicking  in  the  leaves  continued,  and 
the  lire  -  crack-ers  I'attled  out  in  fi'ont. 
''(Jet  down,  old  man:  you'll  catch  one!" 
said  an  old  alkali  friend,  and  I  got  down, 
sitting  ther(;  with  the  ollicers  of  the  cav- 
alry bi'igade.  Ihit  ])i'om))tly  sonu^  sur- 
geons canu*  along,  saying  that  it  was  the 
only  safe  ])lace,  and  they  began  to  dig  the 
sand  to  lev(d  it.  We.  in  consequence, 
moved  out  into  the  crackle,  and  I  tied  my 
hors(^  with  some  others. 

'■Too  bad.  old  fellow."  I  thought;  "  I 
should  have  left,  you  behind.  ^Modern  rille 
(ii'e  is  I'ough  on  horses.  'I'hey  can't  liedown. 
Rut,  you  dear  thing,  you  will  have  to  take 
your  (diances."  And  then  I  looked  at  the 
])reparat ion  for  the  held  hospital.  It  was 
altogether  too  suggestive.  A  man  came, 
stooping  ovei'.  with  his  arms  drawn  np. 
and  hands  ilaj)])ing  downwaitl  at  the 
wi'ists.  That,  is  the  way  with  all  ])e()i)le 
when  they  are  shot  through  lh(^  body, 
because  they  w  ant  to  hold  the  toi'so  steady, 
because  if  they  don't  it  liui'ts.  'I'hen  the 
oncoming  troops  ])oured  through  the  hole 
in  the  jungle  which  led  to  the  San  Juan 
River,  which  was  oui'  line  of  battle,  as  I 
sup])os(Ml.  1  knew  nothing  of  the  ])lan  of 
battle,  and  1  have  an  odd  conceit  that  no 
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one  else  did,  but  most  all  the  liiie-otR- 
cers  were  schooled  men,  and  they  were 
able  to  put  two  and  two  together  mighty 
fast,  and  in  most  instances  faster  than 
hcadciuai'ters.  When  educated  soldiers 
nre  thrown  into  a  battle  without  undei'- 
st.inding,  they  understand  themselves. 

As  the  troops  came  pouring-  across  the 
ford  they  sto()})ed  as  low  as  they  anatom- 
ically could,  and  their  faces  were  wild 
with  excitement.  The  older  otHcers  stood 
u))  as  straight  as  on  parade.  They  may 
]\a\'o  done  it  thi'ough  pride,  or  they 
m:iy  liave  known  that  it  is  better  to  be 
"drilled  cleaiT"  than  to  have  a  long  rang- 
ing wound.  It  was  i)i'ubably  both  ideas 
which  stirt'ened  them  up  so. 

Then  came  the  curious  okl  tube  drawn 
by  a  big  mule,  and  Borrowe  with  his 
s([uad  of  the  Rough  Riders.  It  was  the 
dynamite-gun.  Tlu^  mule  was  unhooked 
and  tui'ned  lo()S(\  The  gun  was  trundled 
u[)  the  road  and  laid  for  a  shot,  but  tiie 
cartridge  stuck,  and  foi'  a  moment  tiie 
cheerful  grin  left  the  red  face  of  Bor- 
ro\V(\  Only  for  a  moment;  for  back  he 
came  and  he  and  his  men  scraped  and 
wliittied  away  at  tbe  thing  until  they  got 
it  fixed.  The  })oor  old  mule  lay  down 
with  a  grnnt  and  slowly  died.  The  lire; 
was  now  incessant.  The  bullets  came 
like  the  rain.  The  horses  lay  down  one 
after  another  as  the  Mausers  found  their 
billets.  I  tried  to  take  mine  to  a  place  of 
safety,  but  a  shar[)-shooter  potted  at  me, 
and  I  gave  it  up.  There  was  no  place  of 
safety.  I'or  a  long  time  our  people  did 
not  nnderstand  these  shar[)  shooters  in 
tluMr  rear,  and  I  heard  many  men  mur- 
mui'  that  iheir  owji  comratles  were  shoot- 
ing fi-om  behind.  It  was  very  demoi'ali- 
zing  to  us,  and  on  tlie  Spaniards'  part  a 
very  despei'ate  entei'prise  to  lie  delibei'ately 
back  of  our  line;  but  of  course,  with  bul- 
lets coming  in  to  the  front  l)y  the  buclcet- 
ful,  no  one  could  stop  for  tin;  few  tailing 
sliots.  The  Spaniards  were  hidden  in  the 
mango-trees,  and  had  smokeless  i)owder. 

Now  men  came  walking  or  were  car- 
I'ied  into  the  temj)orary  hospital  in  astriug. 
()n«^  beautiful  boy  was  brought  in  by 
two  tough,  stringy,  hairy  old  soldiers,  his 
head  hanging  down  behind.  His  shirt 
was  oil",  and  a  big  red  spot  slione  l)rilliant- 
ly  against  his  marblelike  skin.  Tliey  laid 
him  tenderly  down,  and  the  surgeon 
sto(>j)ed  over  him.  His  ]:>reath  came  in 
gasps.  The  doctor  laid  his  arms  across 
his   bi-east.  and  shakin<>'  his   head,  turned 


to  a  man  who  held  a  wounded  foot  up  to 
him,  dumbly  imploring  aid.  as  a  dog 
might.  It  made  my  nerves  jump,  looking 
at  that  grewsome  hospital,  sand-covered, 
with  bleeding  men,  and  yet  it  seemed  to 
have  fascinated  me;  but  I  gathered  mv- 
self  and  stole  away.  I  went  down  the 
creek,  keeping  under  the  baiik,  and  then 
out  into  the  "scrub,"  huntiug  for  our  line; 
but  I  could  not  find  our  line.  The  bullets 
cut  and  clicked  around,  and  a  sharp- 
shooter nearly  did  for  me.  The  thought 
came  to  me.  what  if  I  am  hit  out  here  in 
the  bush  while  all  alone?  I  shall  never 
be  found.  I  would  go  back  to  the  road, 
where  I  should  be  discovered  in  such  case; 
and  I  I'an  quickly  across  a  space  that  my 
sharp-shooting  Si)anish  friend  did  not  see 
me.  After  that  I  stuck  to  tlie  road.  As 
I  jKissed  along  it  through  an  open  space  I 
saw  a  half-doz<'n  soldiers  sitting  under  a 
tree.  "Lookout — sharp-shooters  1"  they 
sang  out.  "  Wlieetl"'  came  a  Mauser,  and 
it  was  I'ight  next  to  my  ear,  and  two 
more.  I  dropped  in  the  tall  guinea-grass, 
and  crawled  to  the  soldiers,  and  they  stud- 
ied the  mango-trees;  but  we  could  see  no- 
thing. 1  think  that  episode  cost  me  my 
sketch-book.  I  believe  I  lost  it  during 
the  crawl,  and  our  friend  the  Sj)aniard 
shot  so  well  I  wouldn't  trust  him  again. 

From  the  vantage  of  a  little  bank  un- 
der a  big  tree  I  had  my  iii'st  glim[)se  of 
San  Juan  hill,  and  the  bullets  whistled 
about.  One  would  "tumble"  on  a  tree 
or  ricochet  from  the  earth,  and  then  they 
shi'ieked.  Onv  men  out  in  front  were  lii'- 
ing,  ])ut  I  could  not  see  them.  I  had  no 
idea  that  our  ])eople  were  to  assault  that 
hill — I  thought  at  the  time  such  an  at- 
tempt would  be  unsuccessful.  I  could  see 
with  my  })owerful  glass  the  wliite  lines 
of  the  Spanish  inti'enchments.  I  did  not 
understand  how  our  men  could  stay  out 
there  under  that  gruelling,  and  got  back 
into  th<'  safety  of  a  low  bank. 

A  soldier  said,  while  his  stricken  com- 
])anions  were  grunting  around  him, 
"  ]>oys.  I  have  got  to  go  one  way  or  the 
othei',  ])retty  damn  quick."  Directly  I 
heard  oui'  line  yelling,  and  even  then  did 
not  suppose  it  Avas  an  assault. 

Then  the  Mausers  came  in  a  contin- 
uous whistle.  I  crawled  along  to  a  new 
l)lace  and  finally  got  sight  of  the  fort, 
and  just  then  I  could  distinguish  our  blue 
soldiers  on  the  hill-top,  and  I  also  noticed 
that  the  Mauser  bullets  rained  no  more. 
Then  I  started   after.      The  country  was 
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alive  witii  wounded  men — some  to  die  in  makes  when  she  is  herding-  ciiickens,  Llie 

the  dreary  jungle,  some  to  g-et  tlieir  liap-  otticers    pushed    the   men    over  tlie   liill. 

py   liome-di-aft,  hut  all    to   he   miserahle.  They  went  ci'awling.      The  Spanish  were 

Only  a  liandful  of  men   got   to  tlie   toj),  trying  to  retake  tlie  liill.     We  were  sliort 

where  they  hi'oke  out  a  flag  and  cheered,  of  ammunition.      I  thi'ew  off  m}'  hat  and 

'"Cheer"   is    the    word    for    tliat   sound,  crawled  forwai'd  to  have  a  look  through 

You   have  got   to  hear   it   once  where  it  my  glass   at  the  beyond.      I   could   hai'd- 

means  so  much,  and  ever  after  you  will  ly  see  our  troops  crouching  in  the  grass 

grin  when  Americai]S  make  that  noise.  heside  me,  though  many  oflfcers  stood  up. 

San  Juan  was  taken  by  infantry  and  The  air  was  absolutely  crowded  with  Span- 
dismounted  cavalry  of  the  United  States  isli  bullets.  Thej-e  was  a  continuous  wliis- 
regular  army  without  the  aid  of  ai'tillery.  tie.  The  shra])nel  came  screaming"  over. 
It  was  the  most  gloi'ious  feat  of  arms  I  A  hall  struck  in  front  of  me,  and  filled  my 
ever  heard  of.  considei'ing  every  condi-  hair  and  face  with  sand,  some  of  wliich  I 
tion.  It  was  done  without  grub,  without  did  not  get  out  for  days.  It  jolted  my 
i'(^serves  of  either  aunnunition  or  men,  glass  and  my  nerves,  and  I  beat  a  mas- 
under  ti'o|)ical  conditions.  It  was  a  terly  retrc^tt.  era  wling  rapidly  backwards, 
storm  of  intrenched  heights,  held  by  vet-  for  a  reason  which  1  will  let  you  guess, 
eran  troops  armed  with  modern  g'lms,  The  small-arms  rattled;  now  and  then  a 
supported  by  ai'tillery,  and  n(^  other  wounded  man  canu^  back  and  stai-ted  for 
troops  on  the  earth  would  ha,v<^  ovou  the  rear,  some  of  tlieni  shot  in  the  face, 
thought  they  could  take  San  Juan  bh^eding  hideously, 
heights,  let  alone  doing  it.  "  How  goes  it:'"  I  asked  one. 

I    followed    on    and    up   the   hill.      Qui'  "Ammunition  I  ammunition  I"  said  the 

men    sat   about    in    little   bunches   in    the  man.  forgetful  of  his  wound, 
pea-green    guinea -grass,   exhausted.       A  I    helped   a,   man   to   the    field    hospital, 

young-  ollicer  of  the  Twenty-fourth,  who  and  got  my  horse.      Tiu'  lucky  mare  was 

was  V(  'y   much    e.x'cited,  thi'(^w    his  ai-ms  untouched.      Sln^   was   one    of    three  ani- 

about   me,  and    jjointing    to    twenty -hv*^  mals   not  hit  out   of  a    dozen   tied  or  left 

big'  neg'ro  infant j-ymen   silting-  ix'ar,  said,  at   th(^    hospital.       One    of    these    was   an 

''That's    all — that    is    all    that    is    left    of  enormous  mule,  loaded  down   with   what 

the    Twenty  -  fourth    Infantry,"    and    the  was  i)robably  oflicers' blanket  rolls,  which 

tears  ran  olf  his  mustache.  stood  sidewise  (piietly  as  only  a  mule  can 

Farther  on  another  ollicer  sat  with  his  all  day,  and  the  last  I  saw  of  him  he  was 

arms  around  his  knees.      I  knew  him  for  alive.      Two  fine  olhcers'  chargers  lay  at 

one  of  these  analytical  chaps — a  bit  of  a,  his  feet,  oncMlead  and  th(3  other  unable  to 

philosopher — too  highly  orgai»ized — so  as  rise,  and  sutfering- pathetically.    The  mule 

to  be  mor(.>se.      "I  don't  know  whether  I  was   in    such   an   expostnl    ])osition   that  I 

am  brave  or  not.    Now  there  is  S ;  he  did  not  care  to  uni)a('k  him,  and  Captain 

don't  mind  this  sort,  of  thing.      J  think — "  ]\1  iley  would  not  let  any  one  shoot  a  hoi'se, 

"Oh,  blow  your    philosophy!"  1  inter-  for  feai*  of  the  demoi-alizing- effect  of  fire 

rupted.       "If    you    were    not    bi'ave,  you  in  the  rear, 
would  not  1)(»  here."  A    trumpeter  brought  in  a  line  otlicer's 

The  Spanish  trenches  wei'(^  full  of  dead  hoi'se,  which  stagg'ered  around  in  a  circle, 

men   in  the  most  cui'ious  altitudes,  while  I  saw  an  Eng'lish  sabre  on  the  saddle,  and 

ai)out  on   the  ground  lay   others,  niostly  recog-nized  it  as  Lieutenant  Short's,  and 

on  their  backs,  and  nearly  all  shot  in  the  indeed   I  knew  the  hoi'se   too.       He  was 

head.     Their  set  teeth  shoiH^hrough  their  the  fine  Ihoi'oughbred   which  that  oflicer 

parted  lips,  and  they  w(M'e  horrible.      'I'he  i-ode  in   ]\Iadison   Square  military  toui'na- 

life  never  runs  so  high  in  a  man  as  it  does  ukmiI  last  winter,  when  drilling-  the  Sixth 

when  he  ischargingon  the  held  of  battle;  Cavalry.      The   trumpeter  got  the  saddle 

death  never  seems  so  still  and  positive.  off,  and  the  ])()()r  l)i'ute  stag-gered  around 

Tr()0))s  were  jnoving  <)v<'r  to  the  right,  with  a  l)ewildered  look  in   his  eag-er  eyes, 

where  there  Avas  liring.      A  battei'y  came  shot  in   the   stifh^ -joint,  I   thought;    and 

up  and  went  into  position,  but  was  driven  then  he  sat  down    in  the  creek  as  a  dog" 

back    by   rifle    lire.       Our    batteries    with  would    on    a   hot   day.      The   suffering"  of 

their  stnoky  powder  could  not  keej)  guns  animals  on   a    battle-field  is  most  impres- 

manned  in  the  face  of  the  ]\Iausei"s.    Then,  sive  to  one  who  cares  for  them, 
wnth  gestures  nnich  the  same  as  a  woman  I   auain   started   out   to  the   hill,  along 
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willi  a  pack- train  loaded  witli  amniu- 
nition.  A  mule  went  down,  and  bul- 
lets and  shell  were  coming-  over  the  liill 
aplenty.  The  wounded  going  to  the  rear 
cheered  the  ammunition,  and  when  it  w^as 
unpacked  at  the  front,  the  soldiers  seized 
it  like  gold.  Tiiey  lifted  a  box  in  the 
air  and  dropped  it  on  one  corner,  which 
smashed  it  open. 

"  Now  we  can  hold  San  Juan  hill 
against  them  garlics — hey,  son  !''  yelled  a 
hap])y  cavalryman  to  a  doughboy. 

''  You  bet — until  we  starve  to  death." 

"Starve  nothin' — we'll  eat  them  gun- 
teams." 

Well,  well,  I  said.  I  have  no  i'eceii)t  for 
licking  the  kind  of  troops  these  boys  rep- 
I'esent.  And  yet  some  of  the  genei-als 
wanted  to  retreat. 

Having  had  nothing  to  eat  this  day,  I 
thought  to  go  back  to  headquartei'S  cam[) 
and  rustle  something.  Besides,  I  was  sick. 
But  beyond  the  hill,  down  the  road,  it  was 
very  dangerous,  while  on  the  hill  we  were 
safe.  "Wait  for  a  lull;  one  will  come 
soon,"  advised  an  old  soldier.  It  is  a 
curious  thing  that  battle  firing  comes 
like  a  big  wind,  and  has  its  lulls.  Now  it 
was  getting  dark,  and  during  a  lull  I  went 
back.  I  gave  a  wounded  man  a  ride  to 
the  held  hospital,  but  I  found  I  was  too 
weak  myself  to  walk  far.  I  had  been  ill 
(luring  the  whole  campaign,  and  latterly 
had  fever,  which,  taken  together  with  the 
heat,  sleeping  in  the  nuid,  marching,  and 
insufficient  food,  had  done  for  un\ 

The  sight  of  that  road  as  I  wound  my 
way  down  it  was  something  I  cannot  de- 
scribe. The  rear  of  a  battle.  All  the 
broken  spirits,  bloody  bodies,  hopeless, 
helpless  sutfering  which  drags  its  weai-y 
length  to  the  i-eai",  arc  so  much  moi-e  ap 
])alling  than  anything  elsi^  in  th<^  world 
that  words  won't  mean  anything  to  one 
who  has  not  seen  it.  j\Ieii  half  naked,  nuMi 
sitting  down  on  the  I'oad-side  uttc^rly 
spent,  men  hopping  on  one  foot  with  a 
rille  for  a  crutch,  men  out  of  their  minds 
from  sunstroke,  men  dead,  and  men  dying. 
Officers  came  by  while  as  this  ])ai)er,  car- 
ried on  rude  litters  made  by  tlu'ir  devoted 
soldiers,  or  borne  on  their  backs.  1  got 
some  food  about  ten  o'clock  and  lay  down. 
I  was  in  the  riMir  at  head(iuart(U's.  and 
there  were  no  bullets  and  shells  crack- 
ing about  my  ears,  but  I  found  my  nerves 
very  unsetthnl.  Duiang  the  day  I  had 
discovered  no  ])arlicular  nei'vousness  in 
myself,   quite    contrary    to    my    expecta- 


tions, since  I  am  a  nervous  man,  but 
there  in  the  comparative  quiet  of  the 
woods  the  reaction  came.  Other  fel- 
lows felt  the  same,  and  we  compared 
notes.  Art  and  literature  under  Mauser 
fire  is  a  jerky  business;  it  cannot  he  prop- 
erly systematized.  I  declared  that  I 
would  in  the  futui'e  paint  "set  pieces  for 
dining-rooms."  Dining-rooms  are  so  much 
more  amusing  than  camps.  The  novelist 
allowed  that  he  would  Ix^  forced  to  go 
home  and  complete  "The  Romance  of  a 
Quart  Bottle."  The  explorer  declared  that 
his  treatise  on  the  "  Flora  of  Bai-  Harbor  " 
was  promised  to  his  ])ublishers. 

Soldiers  always  jolce  aftei-  a  battle. 
They  have  to  loosen  the  strings,  or  they 
will  simp.  There  was  a  di'o])ping  fire  in 
the  front,  and  we  undei'stood  our  fellows 
were  intrenching.  Though  I  had  gotten 
up  that  niorning  at  half  ])ast  three,  it  was 
nearly  that  tinje  again  befoi'e  I  went  to 
sleep.  The  fevei*  a.iul  the  strong  soldier- 
cotl'ee  banished  sle(>p;  then,  again,  I  could 
not  get  the  white  bodices  \vhich  lay  in  the 
moonlight,  with  the  dark  spots  on  them, 
out  of  my  mind.  Most  of  the  dead  on 
modern  battle-fields  are  half  naked,  be- 
cause of  the  ''  first-aid  bandage."  Tlu\y 
take  their  shirts  off.  or  their  pantaloons, 
put  on  the  dressing,  and  die  that  way. 

It  is  well  to  bear  in  mind  the  dilTerence 
in  the  ])oint  of  view  of  an  artist  or  a  cor- 
res})oiulent,  and  a  soldier.  One  has  his 
duties,  his  r(\s})()nsibilities,  or  his  gun,  and 
he  is  on  the  fii'ing  line  under  great  excite- 
ment, with  his  reputation  at  stake.  The 
other  stalks  through  the  middle  distance, 
seeing  the  fiuhtand  its  immediate  I'esults, 
the  wounded  ;  lying  down  by  a  dead  body, 
nuiyha]),  wluMi  the  bullets  come  quickly; 
he  will  share  no  glory:  he  has  only  the 
i-csponsibility  of  s(M>ing  clcai'ly  what  he 
must,  t(ll;  and  lu^  must  keep  his  nerve. 
I  think'  the  soldier  shn^ps  Ix'tter  nights. 

The  next  day  I  start(Hl  again  for  the 
front,  dismounted,  but  1  only  got  to  El 
I'oso  Hill.  1  lay  down  un(l(>r  a  bank  by 
the  creek.  I  had  the  i\'\ov.  I  (Uily  got 
U])  to  (li-ink  deei)ly  of  the  dirty  water.  The 
heat  was  intense.  The  i-e-en forcing  troops 
marched  slowly  u})  the  road.  The  shells 
ca.m(^  railroading  down  Ihi'ough  the  jun- 
gl(\  but  these  troops  wenton,  calm,  steady, 
like  true  Americans.  I  made  my  way 
bade  to  our  cam]),  and  lay  there  until 
nighlfall.  juaking  up  my  mind  and  un- 
making it  as  to  my  ])hysical  condition, 
until  1  concluded  that  I  had  "  finished."' 
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EISMAECK. 


BY    SIDNEY    WHITMAN. 


Es  kaiin  die  Spur  von  meincn  Erdetagen 
Nicht  in  Aeonen  untcrsrehn.* — Faust. 


SOME  years  ag-o  I  happened  to  call  on 
_  a  friend  at  the  Foreign  Office  in  the 
Wilhelmstrasse,  Berlin,  and  was  shown 
into  one  of  the  waiting-rooms  by  the 
functionary  in  attendance.  The  walls 
of  the  capacious  apartment  were  filled 
with  bookcases,  the  shelves  of  which 
seemed  to  groan  under  the  weight  of  the 
books  they  contained.  Glancing  around, 
I  noticed  that  they  were  almost  all  works 
of  a  political  character,  in  various  lan- 
guages, principally  concerning  events  of 
the  last  forty  years.  By  far  the  greater 
number  among  these  naturally  dealt  more 
or  less  with  the  political  career  of  Prince 
Bismarck.  Enough  material  was  here 
to  bid  the  most  omnivorous  reader  pause 
and  ask  himself,  how  is  it  possible  to  read 
or  write  anything  about  Bismarck  which 
is  not  already  fully  dealt  with  here?  To 
classify  these  innumerable  books  of  ref- 
erence which  treat  of  him  might  in  itself 
well  prove  a  task  beyond  the  capacity  of 
most  of  us.  And  yet  even  their  study  is 
not  sufficient;  for  the  stor}^  of  Bismarck's 
life  embraces  so  many  distinct  phases, 
as  that  of  statesman,  diplomatist,  political 
economist,  man  of  letters— orator,  if  you 
will  —  that  a  Avhole  flood  of  literature, 
hardly  yet  at  high-water  mark,  must  be 
mastered  before  it  be  possible  to  give  a 
full  account  of  his  career.  And  when 
this  is  done,  there  still  remains  the  task 
of  sympathizing  with  the  man  and  ap- 
preciating the  work  of  his  life.  Other- 
wise it  must  be  impossible  to  do  justice 
to  him. 

In  other  words,  only  one  who  is  fa- 
miliar with  the  history  of  Europe  since 
the  Reformation  grasps  the  fact,  and 
rejoices  over  it,  that  a  united  Germany 
in  the  centre  of  the  Continent  has 
given  poor  old  Europe  another  chance 
of  living  up  to  a  vigorous,  healthy 
standard  amid  so  many  signs  of  senile 
decay  —  only  such  can  be  fair  to  him 
who  worked  successfully  towards  so  de- 

*  The  imprint  of  niv  days  on  earth 
Shall  not  perish  in  irons  of  time. 
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vout  a  consummation.  It  is  as  the  part 
creator  of  a  new  ideal  world  in  Eu- 
rope, in  which  the  influence  of  money 
alone  is  not  yet  omnipotent,  in  which  the 
duty  of  the  unit  to  the  state,  authority, 
discipline,  and  subordination  in  the  in- 
terest of  the  community  are  still  living 
realities;  a  country  in  which  pauperism 
and  mob -law  have  not  yet  sapped  the 
foundations  of  its  virile  character  —  as 
such  it  is  that  Bismarck  will  be  known 
to  the  world.  And  upon  that  basis  he 
must  be  judged  and  appreciated.  As  he 
once  said  to  a  Frenchman  :  "Your  Caesars 
were  Ronjans  who  strove  for  the  mastery 
of  the  world.  We  are  only  Germans — 
we  are  satisfied  with  our  own  bounda- 
ries." This  is  truly  so,  and  forms  one  of 
Bismarck's  many  claims  to  the  recogni- 
tion of  the  world.  Yet  hardly  had  he 
closed  his  eyes  before  a  deluge  of  cut 
and  dried  biographical  summaries  floods 
the  world,  and  pass  supreme  judgment — 
where,  for  the  present  at  least,  this  must 
be  a  task  far  beyond  our  powers.  Hence 
the  opinions  expressed,  however  deftly 
they  may  be  put  together  in  faultless 
literary  style,  must  in  most  instances  be 
far  more  interesting  as  indications  of  the 
exiguous  limitations  of  those  expressing 
them  than  as  afl'ording  us  any  reliable 
instruction  whatever  on  the  character  of 
Germany's  greatest  son.  In  the  eyes  of 
one,  Bismarck  was  an  essentially  vain 
man ;  to  another,  his  was  a  cruel,  bru- 
tal nature;  to  a  third,  his  conduct  dur- 
ing the  last  years  of  his  life  had  best 
be  passed  over  and  allowed  to  drop  into 
oblivion.  Is  it  really  necessary  to  stop 
to  ask  ourselves  here  who  are  these  cen- 
sors—  who  are  these  pharisaic  pygmies 
who  intrude  their  opinions  upon  us  in 
the  pinchbeck  garb  of  obituary  cruics 
and  censors?  Unlike  the  passing  of  the 
mob-ilatterer — the  typical  demagogue — 
Bismarck's  death  does  not  bring  with  it 
the  obligation  to  sum  up  the  man  in  all 
haste  to-day  in  view  of  the  possibility  that 
he  may  be  forgotten,  aye,  perhaps  anath- 
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ematized,  to-mon-ow.  Bismarck's  mem- 
ory is  in  no  need  of  sncli  liaste,  and  we 
need  be  in  no  Imrry  to  render  insincere, 
trumpery  liomage  to  it.  He  will  live 
on  with  bis  work;  thus  there  is  no  ne- 
cessity to  be  in  a  hurry  to  sum  up  its 
record. 

Now,  above  all  other  times,  whilst 
still  under  the  overpowering  impression 
of  the  passing  of  this  colossal  figure, 
looming,  lingering  far  beyond  human 
proportions  in  the  imagination  of  a  hum- 
ble friend,  it  were  indeed  impossible  to 
do  more  than  present  a  few  stray  mem- 
ories of  one  I  was  privileged  to  know" 
somewhat  intimately  in  life.  Thus  my 
words  can  possess  no  better  value  than 
that  of  a  muffled  note  of  sympathy — of 
homage  to  the  memory  of  a  great  and 
good  man.  To  attempt  to  do  more  were 
to  endeavor  to  describe  the  salient  points 
of  some  huge  Alpine  landscape  whilst 
yet  standing  at  sunset  in  close  proximit3\ 
in  the  black  shadow  of  its  frowning  bowl- 
ders. 

The  dominant  impression  which  gov- 
erns thought  and  feeling  for  the  mo- 
ment must  be  that  with  Bismarck  the 
last  and  the  greatest  of  the  extraordinary 
men  who  created  the  German  Empire  of 
to-day  has  sunk  into  the  grave.  With 
Bismarck,  wliose  life  has  drawn  such 
deep  furrows  across  our  time,  the  great 
period  impressed  for  all  futui'ity  with  the 
hall-mark  of  his  master-mind  has  come  to 
an  end. 

Most  of  us  can  remember  the  grunt 
of  relief  which  weak-kneed  mortality  in- 
dulged in,  from  one  end  of  Europe  to  the 
other,  when  this  colossus  of  sturdy  will- 
power was  suddenly  removed  from  off 
the  fearsome  public  chest  in  the  month 
of  March,  1890.  To  the  English-speaking 
people  the  episode  is  rendered  unforgetta- 
ble by  the  memorable  cartoon  of  Punch 
entitled  "Dropping  the  Pilot.''  That 
event  furnishes  still  a  sad  comment  on 
the  innate  meanness  of  human  nature, 
as  such.  We  have  only  to  remember 
how^  even  in  his  own  northern  home — 
not  in  South  Germany  —  nearly  every 
organ  of  the  press  threw  Bismarck  over 
with  damning  faint  praise,  and  bent  in 
Byzantine  servility  to  greet  the  rising 
sun.  The  Hamburger  Nachrichfen  fur- 
nished a  glorious  exception  here,  and  ever 
since  has  passed  current  as  Bismarck's 
body-organ.      In  one  sense  this  designa- 


tion was  a  perfectly  true  one,  namely, 
that  the  Hamburger  Nadir icliten  re- 
mained Bismarck's  body -organ  in  the 
same  way  in  which  a  trusty  knight  forms 
a  body-guard  to  the  leader  he  is  pledged 
to  defend  at  the  risk  of  his  life  and  prop- 
erty. 

To  the  outward  world,  however — par- 
ticularly to  that  section  thereof  which, 
with  some  excuse,  has  long  ceased  in  its 
heart  of  hearts  to  believe  in  the  existence 
of  such  impedimenia  as  honor,  upright- 
ness, and  unselfish  devotion  to  an  ideal 
— the  championship  of  the  Hamburger 
Nadir ichten  meant  that  the  Hamburger 
Nadiriditen  Avas  paid  by  Bismarck  for  its 
services,  or,  at  the  verj^  least,  that  tlie  pa- 
per shrewdly  calculated  it  would  mean 
good  business  to  its  exchequer  to  pose  as 
the  solitary  oracle  of  the  dethroned  Titan. 
Fortunately  for  the  honor  of  German 
journalism,  neither  one  nor  the  other  ver- 
sion is  correct.  The  Hamburger  Nadi- 
riditen, although  a  wealthy  paper,  risked 
a  great  deal  at  the  time  in  taking  up  Bis- 
marck's cause.  But  it  fearlessly  took  the 
risk,  at  the  bidding,  not  of  its  proprietors, 
but  of  its  leading  spirit,  Dr.  Emil  Hart- 
meyer,  its  editor,  a  very  different  sort  of 
independent  editor  to  the  man  people  are 
accustomed  to  fancy  as  a  German  editor, 
when  they  foully  libel  the  German  press 
and  sneer  at  its  want  of  independence. 
With  Dr.  Hartmeyer  liis  championship 
was  a  matter  of  enthusiastic  convic- 
tion. 

On  one  occasion,  even,  things  were  so 
thi'catening — it  was  during  the  Caprivi 
period,  when,  to  the  weak-stomached,  it 
looked  as  if  state  prosecution  were  in 
store  for  the  hermit  of  Friedrichsruh — 
that  the  proprietors  and  those  in  charge 
of  the  paper  grew^  nervous,  and  tele- 
graphed to  Dr.  Hartmeyer,  who  was  at 
Ems  at  the  time,  whether  it  might  not 
be  advisable  to  haul  down  the  Bismarck 
standard.  ''  Nie  unci  nimmermelir^''^  was 
sturdy  Hartmeyer's  telegraphic  reply. 
''  Furditlos  unci  Treu\  is  the  motto  of 
Wiirtemberg.  It  shall  be  ours  too.  We 
stick  to  Bismarck." 

This  state  of  affairs — this  sturdy,  hon- 
orable championship  of  a  conviction  be- 
yond the  reach  of  bribery,  purchase,  or 
intimidation — was  well  known  to  the 
Bismarck  family,  and  was  always,  down 
to  the  last,  appreciated  by  them  as  only 
appreciation  can  exist  among  those  who, 
*  No  and  nevermore.  f  Fearless  and  faithful. 
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possessing-  honor  themselves,  rejoice  to 
welcome  its  existence  in  the  breast  of 
their  fellow -men.  The  idea  that  the 
Hamburger  Nachrichten,  much  less  a 
man  of  the  stamp  of  Dr.  Hartmeyer,  cal- 
culated the  cost  of  the  line  the  paper 
took,  was  one  that  would  always  have 
been  scouted  as  an  unworthy  aspersion 
at  Friedrichsruh.  It  was  not  in  the 
Prince's  nature,  neither  is  it  in  the  com- 
position of  Herbert  Bismarck,  to  harbor 
mean  suspicions  where  it  is  pleasurable 
to  rejoice  over  fearless  action.  Also,  I 
can  state  from  personal  knowledge,  which 
I  gained  on  the  spot  at  the  time,  that  it 
never  entered  Prince  Bismarck's  mind  to 
suppose  that  it  could  "  pay"  to  champion 
one  who  in  his  first  paroxysm  of  disap- 
pointment and  rage  he  firmly  believed  to 
have  been  deserted,  if  not  betrayed,  by  all. 
In  fact,  nobody  was  so  surprised  at  the 
cyclonic  turn  of  the  tide  in  1892  as  the 
Bismarck  family  themselves,  wliich  only 
proves  their  innate  modesty,  their  lack  of 
what  has  been  considered  a  pardonable 
degree  of  self-estimation. 

Another  idea  which  obtained  almost 
universal  currency  was  that  Prince  Bis- 
marck, or  at  least  Count  Herbert,  in- 
spired articles,  if  they  did  'not  actually 
write  them  from  day  to  day  for  the  col- 
umns of  their  faithful  Hamburg  organ. 
As  a  matter  of  fact,  it  was  only  at  rare 
intervals  that  direct  communication  took 
place  between  Friedrichsruh  and  the 
Hamburger  Nachrichten.  It  is  true  that 
on  all  festive  occasions  a  representative 
of  the  paper  was  admitted  in  preference 
and  before  the  representative  of  any  other 
paper — sometimes,  in  fact,  the  Hambur- 
ger Nachrichten  alone  was  admitted  to 
the  house.  But  I  have  been  at  Fried- 
richsruh repeatedly  for  several  days  in 
succession  without  seeing  any  represent- 
ative of  the  press.  Also,  on  the  occa- 
sion of  the  eightieth  birthday  of  Prince 
Bismarck,  when  the  Rectors  of  all  the 
German  universities  gathered  together 
and  were  received  privately  in  the  draw- 
ing-room in  the  forenoon,  I  did  not  even 
see  a  representative  of  the  Hamburger 
Nachrichten.  But  all  this  is  not  of  great 
importance,  for  Bismarck's  secretary  was 
always  there  to  send  any  special  connnu- 
nication  privately  in  the  Prince's  name 
to  the  paper;  and  besides,  Dr.  Hartmeyer 
was  always  so  thoroughly  in  touch  with 
Bismarck's  whole  political  creed  that  a 
hint  from  time  to  time,  or  a  few  minutes' 


conversation  at  rare  intervals,  was  all  that 
w^as  needed  in  order  to  enable  his  paper 
to  hurl  the  Bismarck  Philippika  most 
effectively  day  by  day  at  the  heads  of  the 
Prince's  antagonists. 

Bismarck's  keen  interest  in  everything 
appertaining  to  nature  is  well  known. 
Particularly  during  the  latter  years  of 
his  life,  this  sympathy  seemed  to  grow 
in  proportion  as  leisure  afforded  him  in- 
creased opportunities  for  looking  after 
his  estates  and  observing  the  thousand 
and  one  phenomena  associated  with  life 
in  the  country.  He  was  particularly  fond 
of  strolling  in  the  grounds  of  Friedrichs- 
ruh before  lunch-time  or  in  the  afternoon 
before  dinner.  If  a  visitor  happened  to 
be  staying  in  the  house  whose  compan- 
ionship was  congenial  to  him,  Bismarck 
would  send  his  man-servant  Pinnow  up 
to  his  room  to  inquire  whether  he  would 
like  to  accompany  his  Highness  for 
a  walk.  Of  such  an  occasion  a  friend 
relates  the  following  anecdote,  which  has 
not  hitherto  been  published: 

"  You  know"  how  fond  he  was  of  watch- 
ing the  deer,  the  water- fowl,  the  flight 
of  birds.  It  was  a  habit  of  his  at  cer- 
tain hours  of  the  day — b,y  preference  tow- 
ards sunset — to  stroll  into  the  grounds 
and  sit  upon  the  rough  wooden  bench 
in  the  corner  of  the  field  in  which,  on 
the  occasion  of  his  eightieth  birthdaj^ 
the  Emperor  had  gathered  together  quite 
a  military  force  to  do  honor  to  him.  Op- 
posite this  bench  you  may  have  noticed 
a  number  of  old  dead  trees.  They  are  a 
favorite  resort  of  starlings,  and  Bismarck 
used  to  sit  there  by  the  hour  and  watch 
them.  When  he  arrived  they  began  to 
twitter,  for  they  knew  him,  and  he  knew 
them  too.  He  would  point  out  to  me 
which  family  inhabited  such  and  such  a 
tree.  He  even  seemed  to  be  able  to  dis- 
tinguish each  individual  starling  belong- 
ing to  a  group.  It  was  in  the  afternoon 
of  the  31st  of  March,  1894.  He  was  vis- 
ibly pleased  with  the  chorus  of  welcome 
which  greeted  his  arrival  on  the  part  of 
the  bii'ds.  '  How  ha]){)y  they  are !'  he  said. 
'They  know  nothing  of  the  troubles  of  this 
world.  They  are  well  fed,  and  they  love 
those  who  are  kind  to  them,  and  in  their 
turn  are  grateful  for  kindness.'  Sudden- 
ly the  Pi'ince,  who  had  been  sitting  in  the 
middle  of  the  rough  wooden  seat,  rose  up 
and  said  to  me,  'Won't  you  sit  down?' 
I  replied:    'Thank  you.      I  am  afraid  the 
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seat  will  not  support  the  weight  of  two 
people.'  Bismarck  then  apologized  for 
sitting"  down  alone,  saying-  that  he  could 
not  walk  any  more  the  long-  distances  he 
used  to  walk  only  a  few  years  previously. 
Tlien  pointing-  to  the  starlings,  who  were 
twittering  in  the  sinking  sun  —  it  was 
about  two  hours  before  the  torch -light 
procession  of  8000  Hamburgers  took  place 
in  honor  of  his  birthday  on  the  morrow — 
he  said  to  me,  '  They  go  to  bed  and  rise 
up  without  these  pains  which  rack  me  so 
sorely.'  With  this  he  put  his  liandker- 
chief  to  his  right  cheek.  I  asked  if  no- 
thing could  be  done  to  alleviate  the  pain, 
whereupon  he  replied:  'Thirty  years  of 
responsibility,  such  as  I  have  had  on  my 
shoulders,  do  not  leave  a  man's  body  un- 
tried. I  have  had  many  and  many  a 
sleepless  night.  How  often  was  I  obliged 
to  decide  within  a  moment's  notice,  as  it 
were,  and  without  having  anybody  to  as- 
sist me,  on  matters  upon  which  war  or 
peace  in  Europe  depended!  So  that  I 
have  had  no  time  to  think  over  my  own 
aches  and  pains  until  they  became  irdsi 
curing.  Now  it  is  too  late.'  Then  he 
looked  up  at  the  dead  trees,  and  seeing 
that  they  were  deserted  l)y  the  starlings, 
he  said:  '  Sie  sind  weggeflogen.  Nun 
koennen  wir  audi  gehen.'  '"* 

Now  that  I  have  quoted  my  friend, 
I  will  continue  his  interesting  remin- 
iscences as  he  confided  them  to  me: 

"The  next  day  being  Bismarck's  birth- 
day, there  was  a  big  family  dinner  ])arty 
at  Friedrichsruh.  Covei's  were  laid  in 
two  sepai'ate  rooms,  in  the  further  one  of 
whicti  I  had  taken  my  seat  at  table.  Af- 
ter dinner  the  Prince,  who  was  in  excel- 
lent spirits,  called  me  in,  and,  in  his  kind, 
inimitable  way,  addressed  me. 

"  '  We  have  not  seen  each  other  for  a 
long  time.  I  think  we  might  drink  a 
pint  of  champagne  together.'  He  in- 
dicated an  excellent  French  brand. 

''  'Why  only  a  })int,  your  Highness?' 
I  replied. 

"'Very  well,'  Bismarck  said,  tin-ning 
to  his  man-servant.  '  Pinnow,  bi'ing  ns 
a  \vhole  bottle,' 

"Somebody  present  thereupon  men- 
tioned that  German  champagne  was  com- 
ing into  fashion,  and  tliat  some  of  it  was 
very  good. 

"'I  do  not  think  so,'  said  Bismarck. 
'  At  least  it  is  not  good  for  me.  since  my 
stomach  does  not  take  to  it.  I  remember, 
*  Tliev  have  liown  awav.      Now  we  can  ^ro  too. 


on  one  occasion,'  continued  the  Prince, 
'  I  was  dining  with  his  Gracious  Majesty.-^ 
I  had  some  champagne  in  n]y  glass,  the 
taste  of  which  nuide  me  suspicious.  When 
the  butler  again  passed  round  the  table  I 
tried  to  get  a  look  at  the  label  on  the  bot- 
tle, but  this  was  impossible,  for  a  napkin 
was  wrapped  round  it.  I  then  turned 
to  the  Emperor  to  inquire  the  name  of 
the  })articular  brand,  when  his  'Majesty 
blurted  out  that  it  was  indeed  German 
champagne  —  DeutscJier  ScJiaiimicein. 
"Yes,"  the  Emperor  said;  "I  drink  it 
from  motives  of  economy,  as  I  have  a 
large  faniil}',  and  I  have  strongly  recom- 
mended it  to  m}^  officei's  for  the  same  rea- 
son. Then  I  also  di'ink  it  from  patriotic 
motives."  Thereui)on  I  said  to  the  Em- 
peror, "  With  me,  your  Majesty,  patriot- 
isu]  stops  short  at  tiie  region  of  my  stom- 
ach," '  (meaning,  of  course,  that  patriotism 
has  its  seat  in  the  heart)." 

On  another  occasion — it  was  in  1803 — 
Eugen  Wolf,  the  well-known  ti-aveller 
and  writer,  came  on  a  visit  to  the  Prince, 
after  having  passed  through  Rome,  and 
having  had  an  audience  with  the  Pope. 
"The  Pope  asked  me  where  I  was  going 
to  on  leaving  Rome.  I  told  him  that  I 
was  going  back  home  to  Germany,  and 
that  my  tii-st  object  would  be  to  pay  my 
res})ects  to  Prince  Bismarck,  who  had 
hitherto  always  received  me.  The  Pope 
tiiereupon  said  :  '  II  Principe  di  Bismarck  ! 
Do  not  forget  to  greet  him  from  me.'  So, 
when  I  arrived  at  Friedrichsruh,  I  told 
the  Prince  that  I  had  greetings  from  Rome 
to  deliver  to  him.  'Oh!  indeed  I'  said 
Bismarck.  '  I  suppose  you  have  paid  a 
visit  to  the  Pope.  How  fares  the  health  of 
the  Holy  Father?  I  must  tell  you  that  I 
always  got  on  very  well  indeed  with  him. 
He  even  gave  me  his  highest  decoration, 
mounted  in  bi'illi.ants.  It  was  only  that 
confounded  \verfii,rte]  little  Excellency 
[WindthorstJ  whom  I  could  not  manage 
to  get  along  with.'  " 

No  man  could  have  liad  less  taste  for 
dogmatical  discussions  than  Bismarck, 
and  yet  his  was  essentially  a  religious 
nature.  A  deep  sense  of  reverence  and 
true  humility  in  face  of  the  enigmas  of 
nature  was  among  the  mainsprings  of  his 
religious  feeling.  On  one  occasion  he  ex- 
pressed himself  to  Herr  von  Poschinger 
with  regard  to  the  doctrine  of  metempsy- 

*  This  must  liave  been  between  1888  and  1890, 
as  the  present  Emperor  is  meant. — S.  W. 
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cliosis — a  doctrine  in  which  Count  Moltke 
was  also  deeply  interested.  With  Bis- 
marck it  may  have  been  only  a  fleeting", 
fanciful  thought — as  Herr  von  Posching-er 
assures  me  it  w^as— but  what  Bismarck 
said  on  the  subject  was  eminently  char- 
acteristic of  the  man.  "  If  I  had  to  choose 
the  form  in  which  I  should  prefer  to  live 
again,"  he  said,  "I  am  not  so  sure  that  I 
should  not  like  to  be  an  ant.  You  see," 
he  said,  "that  little  creature  lives  in  a 
state  of  perfect  political  organization; 
every  one  of  them  is  obliged  to  work — 
lead  a  useful  life — every  one  is  industri- 
ous. Tiiere  is  complete  subordination, 
discipline,  and  order  among  the  ants. 
They  are  happy,  for  they  work." 

Tliose  who  are  apt  to  judge  Bismarck's 
character  by  the  impression  conveyed  in 
reading  accounts  of  his  dealings  with  his 
opponents  would  naturally  suppose  him  to 
liave  been  a  man  of  very  strong  and  pas- 
sionate likes  and  dislikes.  If  so,  it  is  at 
least  beyond  doubt  that  in  pi'ivate  life 
never  a  word  passed  his  lips  of  a  nature 
to  lend  countenance  to  such  an  assump- 
tion. Whether  it  was  that  he  stood  above 
the  emotions  of  smaller  men  I  am  unable 
to  tell,  but  I  can  vouch  for  the  fact  that 
I  never  heard  him  express  a  single  opin- 
ion which  I  could  construe  as  conveying 
an  intense  feeling  or  dislike  for  either 
man,  beast,  or  doctrine.  I  mention  this 
because  in  some  parts  it  has  become  al- 
most natural  to  expect  an  occasional  out- 
burst of  indignation,  of  noble  scorn;  on 
the  part  of  tliose  who,  from  time  to  time, 
have  taken  upon  themselves  the  task  of 
pointing  to  a  higher  life  by  denouncing 
the  mean  motives  of  their  opponents  in 
the  e very-day  struggle  of  pushful  ambi- 
tion. Bismarck  liad  nothing  of  that  in  his 
composition.  Neither  did  he  bother  him- 
self much  about  the  spiritual  welfare  of 
other  people.  He  seemed  to  be  perfectly 
content  to  let  them  take  their  chance  witli 
him  in  the  realm  of  Frederick  the  Great, 
where  everybody  is  sup})osed  to  obtain 
salvation  in  his  own  way.  A  certain 
dispassionate — may  I  say  philosophic? — 
calm  was  also  noticeable  in  him  when- 
ever deceased  persons  were  mentioned  in 
his  presence,  even  when  they  were  such 
for  whom  he  had  entertained  a  feel- 
ing of  attachment  Avhen  alive.  The 
conventional  expressions  of  sympathy 
for  those  who  had  gone  before,  sorrow 
or  pity  for  the  dead  —  such  sentiments 
rarely   crossed    his   lips.      Although    im- 


bued with  true  piety,  he  would  speak  of 
the  dead  —  of  his  friend  Motley,  for  in- 
stance, to  whom  he  was  sincerely  attach- 
ed— by  recalling  some  quaint  incident  of 
their  joint  youth,  but  more  in  a  jocular, 
whole-hearted,  sympathetic  manner,  en- 
tirely free  fi-om  the  sad  thought  that  the 
old  friend  had  now  for  years  past  been 
dead.  Death  in  itself  seemed,  after  all, 
only  a  natural  incident  to  him,  in  which 
nearly  all  his  friends  had  preceded  him. 
Thus  to  waste  any  conventional  words 
about  so  natural  a  matter  was  repugnant 
to  him.  There  were,  indeed,  exceptions 
to  this  attitude,  and  these  were  when 
anything  concerning  the  death  of  the 
Emperor  William,  or  latterly  of  his  wife, 
was  mentioned.  These  were  indeed  ten- 
der memories  to  him.  On  the  other 
hand,  it  must  be  borne  in  mind  that  Bis- 
marck's life  was  singularly  free  from 
the  misfortune  common  to  so  many  of  us 
— that  of  losing  prematurely  those  near 
and  dear  to  us.  Bismarck  never  lost  a 
child,  and  his  favorite  sister.  Baroness 
von  Arnim,  survives  him. 

One  day  at  lunch,  some  years  ago.  Prince 
Bismarck  said  to  me:  "  I  have  just  been 
reading  one  of  my  old  speeches.  It  was  de- 
livered so  many  years  ago  that  the  whole 
matter  came  upon  me  with  a  certain  degree 
of  novelty.  In  fact,  I  was  quite  surprised 
to  find  that  I  had  ever  spoken  thus.  I  can't 
make  out  now  where  I  got  all  those  ideas 
from,  and  I  am  perfectly  sure  I  should 
not  be  equal  to  such  an  efl:ort  now."  His 
words  bore  the  impress  of  evident  sincer- 
ity— a  childlike  surprise  at  his  own  for- 
mer intellectual  powers,  which,  in  his  in- 
nate modesty,  he  really  fancied  had  left 
him  in  his  old  age,  whereas  down  to  his 
eightieth  birthday,  and  even  later,  he  was 
still  ca])able  of  delivering  speeches,  every 
word  or  which  went  home  with  pristine 
force  to  the  hearts  of  thousands  of  hearers. 

Much  has  been  wi'itten  about  Bismarck 
as  a  public  speaker — for  his  published 
speeches  fill  twelve  bulky  volumes— and  a 
deal  of  argument  has  been  spent  to  prove 
that  he  was  indeed  no  orator.  In  a  cer- 
tain sense  this  is  and  must  be  true.  For 
if  there  was  one  thing  he  loathed,  it  was 
the  art  of  the  rhetorician — the  born  mob- 
hypnotizer.  He  was  no  actor;  he  could 
be  none,  since  he  disliked  the  very  rudi- 
ments of  the  art — self-conscious  pose.  But 
this  does  not  mean  that  Bismarck  could 
not  speak  effectively.     This  does  not  mean 
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that  he  has  not  spoken  with  more  lasting 
effect  to  a  whole  nation  than  have  a  full 
g-eneratioii  of  gifted  orators,  intoxicated 
with  their  own  phraseology,  whose  elforts 
fade  from  human  memoi'V  ere  scarce  tlie 
eclio  of  their  voice  lias  died  away.  Bis- 
marck was  a  cliild  of  Goethe  herein — that 
he  believed  with  Goethe: 

Detni  ebcn  wo  BcgrilTe  felilen 

I);i  stcllt  ein   Wort  zur  rechten  Zcit  sich  ein."^ 

Tliis  is  to  say,  volubility  of  speech,  too 
fluent  I'eadiness  with  empty  phrases,  was 
I'epugnant  to  liim;  it  excited  his  suspi- 
cion. Thus  he  never  ])repared  himself 
for  a  speecli.  When  in  Parliament  he 
got  his  facts  together  beforehand  on  im- 
]K)rtant  occasions.  That  was  all.  Their 
enunciation  he  left  to  chance.  On  the 
various  occasions  1  have  heard  him  ad- 
dress large  audiences  at  Friedrichsruh — 
even  several  times  in  one  day — he  nev- 
er, so  far  as  I  could  tell  or  judge,  pre- 
pared himself  in  tlie  least  for  the  or- 
deal, or,  I  would  venture  to  assert,  even 
thought  what  he  was  going  to  say,  five 
minutes  beforehand.  What  he  had  to 
say  reemed  to  come  to  him  in  the 
course  of  each  sentence,  wliicli  he  always 
brought  out  slowly,  even  jerkily,  but 
witli  a  '' sometliing "  beliind  it  which 
made  the  listener  feel  confident  "  this 
man  is  not  going  to  lose  the  tliread  of 
what  he  is  about  to  say,  for  it  is  of  adii,- 
mant."  To  hear  him  speak  in  public 
was  to  receive  tlie  im])ression  tluit  he  was 
continuously  engagcnl  in  a  grim  wrestle 
with  his  inner  self  to  force  out  what  a 
rugged  nature  refused  to  yield  u))  without 
a  struggle,  the  clear  crystals  of  his  pellu- 
cid mind.  Also,  the  effect  on  his  audi- 
ence in  such  cases  w^as  electrical.  They 
seemed  to  partake  breathlessly  in  the 
])hysical  struggle  they  were  witnessing. 
I  have  seen  stout  men  w^eep  at  his  words. 
To  read  his  speeches  one  would  never 
think  that  their  delivery  had  been  a  la- 
bor, although  one  cheerfully  undertaken 
— an  ordeal,  though  he  got  through  free 
from  an}'  particle  of  nervousness,  at  least 
so  far  as  outward  evidence  could  enable 
one-  to  judge.      But  such  it  always  was. 

In  com])arison  with  the  })rodigious  effect 
Bismarck's  voice  produced  on  his  hearers 
it  was  one  of  limited  ])ower,  slightly  high 
in  pitch,  but  by  no  means  sharp  in  tone. 
There  was  always  something  distinguish- 

*  For  tlicre  just  whei'c  ideas  ai-e  lackiiifi: 
A  word  comes  liandv  in  the  nick  of  time. 


ed  and  agreeable  in  its  timbre.  Even 
when  speaking  before  thousands  it  still 
retained  the  subdued  character  of  a  gen- 
tleman's voice  holding  casual  converse  at 
his  own  dinner  table,  bare  of  every  trick 
of  affectation  or  of  the  knowledge  of  the 
effect  it  might  produce.  Thus  everything 
he  said  went  straight  to  the  hearer's  heart, 
as  only  a  voice  can  do  which  is  entirely 
free  from  the  suspicion  of  comedy  or  in- 
sincerity. 

According  to  the  testimony  of  every- 
body with  whom  I  have  spoken  who  had 
ever  known  Bismarck  personally,  it  would 
be  im])ossible  to  inuigine  a  man  in  pri- 
vate life  more  spontaneously  cordial, 
one  to  all  appearance  more  completely 
unconscious  of  his  transcendent  intel- 
lectual powers,  let  alone  of  his  dazzling 
worldly  i)osition.  But  here  the  testi- 
mony of  John  Lothrop  Motley,  the  his- 
torian, may  well  take  ])recedence  of  all 
others.  It  takes  precedeiice  not  only  on 
account  of  its  being  the  opinion  of  so  em- 
inent an  authority,  but  also  because  Mot- 
ley met  Bismarck  as  a  fellow-student, 
then  again  in  the  early  years  of  his  polit- 
ical career,  when  he  was  Pi'ussian  mem- 
ber of  the  Diet  in  Frankfort  on  the  Main, 
and,  lastly,  after  the  1870  war,  when  he 
was  at  the  very  height  of  his  greatness 
and  poi)ularity.  Thus  Motley's  op})ortu- 
nities  of  observing  him  may  be  said  to 
emin'ace  the  most  sti'iking  ])eriods  of  Bis- 
marck's life.  AVj'iting  to  his  wife  from 
Frankfort,  on  the  27th  of  July,  1855,  Mot- 
ley says : 

"  I  cannot  ex})ress  to  you  how  coi'dial- 
ly  he  received  me.*  If  I  had  been  his 
brother,  instead  of  an  old  friend,  he  could 
not  have  shown  more  warmth  and  affec- 
tionate delight  in  seeing  me.  I  find  I  like 
him  even  better  than  I  thought  I  did;  and 
you  know  how  high  an  opinion  I  always 
expressed  of  his  talents  and  disposition. 
He  is  a  man  of  very  noble  character,  and 
of  very  great  powei-s  of  mind.'' 

And  let  us  bear  in  mind  that  this  judg- 
ment w\as  given  a  fe\v  3' ears  before  Bis- 
nuirck  became  the  best-hated  man  through- 
out Germany. 

Again,  in  the  year  1872,  Motley  writes 
from  Varzin :  '^Tlie  intense  affection 
w^hich  he  has  for  his  wife  and  children  is 
delightful  to  contemplate,  and,  as  you 
may  imagine,  he  is  absolutely  worshipped 
by  them.     The  week  passed  here  is  some- 

"■  It  was  the  first  time  they  had  met  since  leaving 
the  universities  of  Guttinfron  and  Berlin. 
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thing  for  Lily  and  me  to  remember  for 
the  rest  of  our  lives.  The  parting-  was 
painful  to  me,  for  Heaven  knoics  ivhen  I 
shall  ever  see  him  again ....  I  never  can 
adequately  express  to  you  how  kind  and 
affectionate  they  have  all  been  to  tis. 
She*  is  kindness  and  cordiality  itself,  and 
we  have  felt  all  the  time  as  if  we  were 
})art  of  the  family.  As  for  Bismarck  him- 
self, my  impressions  of  his  bigness  have 
increased  rather  tlian  diminished  by  this 
renewed  intimacy." 

In  another  passage  of  Motley's  corre- 
spondencef  he  lays  particular  stress  upon 
the  total  absence  of  calculation  for  effect, 
or  of  a  sense  of  his  own  huge  proportions 
— which  was  so  striking  a  feature  of  Bis- 
marck in  private  life,  however  much  he 
may  have  impressed  the  weight  of  his  per- 
sonality upon  those  he  contended  with  in 
the  struggle  of  politics.  Indeed,  his  man- 
ner towards  the  humblest  ink-slinger  who 
was  ever  favored  with  an  invitation  to 
take  a  seat  at  his  hospitable  board  was  as 
simple  and  as  charming  as  ever  it  could 
he  towards  the  most  exalted  in  the  land. 
More  than  this,  no  worldly  position,  how- 
ever exalted,  was  a  safe  passport  to  his 
appreciation,  or  even  that  of  his  noble 
consort. 

One  morning  — it  was  in  the  spring  of 
1892— he  did  not  feel  at  all  well ;  he  had 
had  a  bad  night.  The  da}^  before,  a  num- 
))er  of  Hamburg  admirers  had  had  a  pic- 
nic in  the  forest,  and  had  prevailed  on 
Prince  Bismarck  to  drive  out  to  join 
them,  and  even  to  partake  of  a  draught 
of  some  infernal  champagne  or  Moselle 
cup  in  their  honor.  It  was  slirewdly 
suspected  in  the  family  that  this  gusta- 
tion was  the  cause  of  the  matutinal  ))ia- 
laise  about  which  Princess  Bismai-ck  had 
worried  herself  overnight  —  as  was  her 
wont,  devoted  soul.  He  sat  down  on  a 
garden  seat,  and  in  answer  to  the  query 
of  a  friend,  replied  that  he  did  not  feel  at 
all  well — he  feared  it  was  that  picnic. 

"Yes,  Durchlaucht,"  said  his  com})an- 
ion,  half  jestingly.  "The  Princess  says 
that  in  these  matters  you  will  not  let  any- 
body advise  you— that,  in  fact,  j^ou  are 
incorrigible." 

"Yes,  that  is   all    ver^^   well,''  he   re- 
*  Princess  Bismarck. 

f  "The  truth  is,  he  is  so  entirely  simple,  so  full 
of  laissez-aller,  that  one  is  oblisxed  to  be  saying  to 
one's  self  all  the  time:  This  is  the  great  Bismarck, 
itie  greatest  living  man,  and  one  of  tlie  greatest 
istorical  characters  that  have  ever  lived,''  etc. 
Vol.  ii.,  p.  340. 


plied,  good-humoredly,  almost  pathetical- 
ly. "What  would  you  have  me  do  in 
such  a  case?  I  cannot  be  discourteous." 
No,  indeed.  Strange  as  it  may  seem 
in  the  Man  of  Blood  and  Iron,  he  could 
not  be  discourteous  to  people  —  though 
others  were  not  alwaj's  as  considerate  to 
him.  Professor  Lenbach,  than  whom  per- 
haps nobody  except  Professor  Schwenin- 
ger knew  Bismarck  so  intimately,  once 
told  me:  "  In  all  the  years  I  have  known 
Prince  Bismarck  I  only  remember  him 
speaking  hastily  on  one  solitary  occasion. 
A  man-servant  had  shut  the  door  with  a 
bang.  Bismarck  rang  the  bell,  and  when 
he  appeared,  told  the  man  sharply  that 
he  was  to  leave  at  the  end  of  his  month. 
About  a  quarter  of  an  hour  afterwards 
he  rang  the  bell  again,  and  said,  in  a 
mollified  voice,  'You 'may  stay.'  That 
was  all." 

Some  of  Prince  Bismarck's  fervent  ad- 
mirers would  have  us  believe  that  he 
was  a  man  essentially  cast  in  a  certain 
mould  which  admitted  of  no  after-varia- 
tion in  form,  texture,  or  comjwsition.  As 
a  matter  of  fact,  no  man  could  have  been 
more  than  he  was  the  product  of  long- 
continuous  felicitous  development.  '  No- 
thing about  that  man  of  the  perky  Ro- 
man patrician,  strutting  the  Forum  ere 
manhood  scarce  attained,  spouting  the 
stale  wisdom  of  middle  age — glibly  caught 
up  and  assimilated  long  before  the  expe- 
ilence  of  life  had  lent  sincerity  and  back- 
bone to  his  thoughts.  The  following  let- 
ter, written  in  Bismarck's  university  days 
to  a  friend,  is  interesting  both  as  an  ex- 
ample of  young  Bismarck's  English  and 
as  bringing  before  us  at  a  glance  the  con- 
trast between  the  boisterous  rollicking 
student  and  the  great  Gliancellor  of  mid- 
dle age: 

]\Iy  DKAli  AsTLEV, — Voii  have  been  so  kind 
as  to  allow  me  to  ask  you  for  some  English 
l)ooks  —  a  kindness  Avhich  I  shall  bo  glad  to 
take  ])roiit  of.  I  am  sure  that  old  Shake- 
speare's works  make  part  of  your  li))rary,  and 
1  would  bo  greatly  obliged  to  you  if  you  would 
send  me  the  volumes  containing  lllchavd  III. 
and  Hamlet.  We  aro  here  just  in  the  same 
state  as  you  Lave  left  us;  our  friend  Nor- 
oott  is  just  as  tipsy  after  dinner  as  he  ever 
has  been  ;  Savigny  is  as  ooi)ious  in  words  as 
over  lie  was;  and  Montebello  is  as  good-look- 
ing as  you  have  seen  him  and  nothing  else. 
As  for  ine,I  am  a  little  lialf-seas-over  too;  but 
I  am  as  much  yom-  friend  as  I  learned  to  be  it 
so  in  the  few  days  I  had  the  pleasure  of  see- 
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iii<>-  yoii.  You  V  ill  pardon  me  that  I  write  to 
YOU  in  so  bad  English  as  I  do;  I  liope  that  I 
shall  learn  it.  better.  If  you  will  not  come 
here  before  the  time,  yon  may  be  sure  tliat  I 
shall  make  you  a  visit  in  the  month  of  Au- 
gust, and  ''that  then  we  sliall  meet  again  in 
tliunder,  lightning,  or  in  rain."  Till  there 
wishes  you  good-bye,  your  most  sincere 

BiSMAKCK. 

The  love  of  Shakespeare,  wliicli  filled 
liini  tliroiig-li  life,  is  already  evident  here; 
but  in  his  niaster\^  of  the  English  lan- 
guage, as  in  everything  else,  he  made 
steady  progress  in  the  course  of  his  life. 
When  I  was  privileged  to  know  him 
Prince  Bismarck  spoke  English  nearly 
faultlessly,  and  scarcely  with  any  foreign 
accent  at  all.  He  disposed  of  an  aston- 
ishing vocabulary  of  English  words,  and 
fairly  surpi-ised  me  one  day  during  a 
drive  in  the  country  by  calling  a  num- 
ber of  agricultural  implements  and  other 
tilings  connected  with  country  life  b\'^ 
their  English  names. 

During  the  last  months  of  iiis  life  Bis- 
marck saw  very  few  visitors,  and  spent 
a  deal  of  his  time  in  reading.  He  always 
had  a  great  ])artialit\^  for  everything  ap- 
])ertaining  to  the  history  of  the  first  Na- 
poleon, and  read  with  avidity  any  books 
dealing  however  indirectly  with  the  great 
Corsican's  marvellous  career.  One  of 
the  last  books  he  read  was  General  Mar- 
bot's  Memoires,  \vhich  intei-ested  him 
greatly.  Also  Emile  Zola's  w^orks  at- 
tracted his  attention  of  late;  he  read  the 
Dchdcle,  Rome,  Loiirdes,  and  Paris,  one 
after  the  other.  He  was  somewhat  dis- 
ap})ointed  with  the  last  three,  and  ex- 
pressed himself  with  regard  to  Rome 
that  it  reminded  liim  of  a  traveller's 
guide-book  in  its  labored  compilation. 
The  Debacle  was  more  to  his  liking.  But 
Avhat  particularly  struck  him  was  the 
fearless  manner  in  wliich  Zola  therein 
told  hard  truths  of  his  countrymen.  Bis- 
marck even  expressed  himself  oiienly  to 
the  effect  that,  after  reading  the  Debacle, 
he  was  not  at  all  surprised  that  the 
French  were  making  such  a  dead  set  at 
Zola.  For  he  had  committed  the  unpar- 
donable crime  of  telling  them  the  truth. 
Almost  down  to  his  very  last  hour  Bis- 
marck retained  that  keen  sense  of  humor 
for  which  he  was  famous  all  through  life 
— though  latterly,  with  declining  health, 
a  pathetically  sad  note  mingled  with 
it  now   and   then   to   reniind   the  hearer 


that  although  his  mind  was  as  clear  as 
ever,  yet  the  blade  w^as  rapidly  using  up 
the  sorely  tried  scabbard.  During  the 
last  week  of  his  life  the  Gj^mnastic  Union 
of  German}^,  which  had  assembled  at 
Hamburg,  wanted  to  pay  him  a  visit. 
He  still  found  a  joke  for  the  occasion,  for 
in  sending  them  w^ord  that  he  regretted 
he  could  not  receive  them,  Bismarck  add- 
ed, "I  regret  my  inability  all  the  more 
since  I  have  been  a  gymnast  myself  dui-- 
ing  the  last  few  days,  for  I  have  been 
staiuling  on  my  head"  (a  German  ex- 
pression conveying  the  meaning  of,  ''I 
liave  been  at  sixes  and  sevens  "^-in  dis- 
order— ill). 

To  Professor  Lenbach,  who,  parting 
from  him  after  his  eightieth  birthday, 
said  he  trusted  Bismarck  might  yet  havt' 
many  hapi),y  years  in  store  for  him,  he  re- 
plied :  "  My  dear  Lenbach,  the  fii-st  eighty 
years  of  a  man's  life  are  always  the  hap- 
piest," 

Even  more  recently — last  year — in  say- 
ing good-by,  Lenbach  again  expressed  the 
hope  that  his  friend  should  see  still  some 
happy  days.  To  this  Bismarck  replied: 
''There  is  onl}^  one  happy  day  left  for 
me.  It  will  be  the  one  on  which  I  shall 
not  wake  up  again."  Bismarck  lived  ex- 
actly within  a  day  to  see  one  thousand 
months. 

The  day  after  his  death  I  was  sitting 
with  Pi'ofessor  Schweninger  on  the  hill 
Avhere  Bismarck  is  to  find  his  last  resting- 
place.  Schweninger  was  bemoaning  his 
death — which  had  left  him  without  any 
ambition  to  live  for.  "For  nobody  will 
ever  be  like  him,  either  in  personal  dis- 
tinction, in  refinement  of  feeling,  or  in 
the  truly  regal  proportions  which  w^ere 
those  of  this  unique  man.  You  knew 
him  too,  so  you  will  understand  me  \vhen 
I  say  that  in  his  composition  there  was 
something  of  the  tenderness  of  a  woman, 
very  much  of  the  naivete  of  a  child,  and 
all  the  qualities  of  a  man."  And  then 
Schweninger  proceeded  to  tell  me  of  the 
peculiarly  })athetic  fact  that  all  Bismarck's 
favorite  dogs  had  died  before  him.  "  Not 
a  single  one  w\as  left  to  w'liine  its  sorrow 
o'er  his  funeral  bier." 

The  circumstances  attending  Bismarck's 
death  —  the  almost  austere  privacy  en- 
forced by  the  Bismarck  family,  which 
marked  so  strong  a  conti-ast  to  the  pomp 
which  attended  Count  Moltke's  funeral, 
and  the  fact  that  the  Emperor  did  not  sec 


BISMARCK. 


977 


lim  ag-ain  in  death,  and,  lastly,  the  fact 
hat  his  offer  of  a  public  funeral  was  ac- 
('pted  by  the  family — all  tliisgave  rise  to 
uucli  comment.  Some  people  went  so 
;ir  as  to  hint  that  tlie  word  had  gone 
orth  from  the  dead  man's  funeral  bier — 
'  You  cast  himoff  in  life;  you  shall  not 
>ee  his  features  in  death."  I  do  not 
lliink  there  is  any  reliable  evidence  to 
bear  out  the  contention  that  such  were 
the  motives  which  swayed  the  Bismarck 
family  at  that  supreme  moment  of  an- 
uuish  and  sorrow. .  On  the  contrary,  I 
am  almost  sure  that  the  two  causes  which 
dictated  the  course  things  took  were,  in 
the  first  place,  the  exiguous,  almost  im- 
])ossible  conditions  of  the  house  at  Fried- 
I'ichsruh,  and  then,  above  all,  the  deter- 
mination of  Herbert  Bismarck  to  carry 
out  to  the  letter  what  were  known  to 
liave  been  the  last  wishes  of  his  great  fa- 
ther himself.  Moltke  was  a  soldier  with- 
out a  family  af  his  own,  and  he  died  in 
the  capital,  in  the  huge  building  whicli 
serves  as  the  headquarters  of  the  German 
General  Staff.  Thus  all  the  conditions  for 
funeral  pomp  and  display  were  ready  at 
iiand,  whereas  these  were  all  absent  at 
Friedrichsruh.  Besides  —  and  this  may 
have  been  the  most  potent  factor — it  was 
well  known  at  Friedrichsruh  that  Bis- 
marck hated  and  detested  those  "first- 
class  state  funerals  "  which,  as  show  in- 
stitutions, take  rank  immediately  after  a 
gala  performance  at  the  opera,  and  in 
which  the  living  pageant  —  particularly 
tlie  principal  mourners — are  die  Haiipt- 
persone7ij  the  centre-pieces,  and  not  the 
(lead  whom  it  is  intended  to  honor.  As 
Professor  Schweninger  said  to  me  on  the 
morrow  of  Bismarck's  death : 

"You  must  know  that  Bismarck  had  a 
])eculiar  horror  of  what  he  used  to  call 
liumorously  a  first-class  funeral — 'eiu 
Leichenbegiingniss  erster  Giite,'  as  the 
Berliners  term  it.  He  was  oven  apt  to 
dub  the  ceremonies  attending  his  depart- 
ure from  Berlin  as  a  first-class  funeral. 
Hence  his  determination  to  fix  during  his 
lifetime  where  he  would  like  to  rest  was 
doubtlessl}^  dictated  by  his  strong  aver- 
sion to  a  formal  public  funeral.  Yes, 
here  he  will  have  a  cathedral  all  to  him- 
self, arched  over  by  the  oaks  and  beeches 
he  loved  so  well.  And  although  I  must 
needs  leave  him  here  in  solitude,  I  shall 
always  make  a  pilgrimage  to  his  resting- 
place  on  April  1,  his  hallowed  birthday." 
That  the  determination  of  the  famil}' — 
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or  rather  of  its  jjresent  chief,  Prince  Her- 
bert Bismarck  —  to  carry  out  faithfully 
the  evident  wishes  of  his  father  should 
have  excited  adverse  comment,  particu- 
larly^ in  otlier  countries,  was  only  to  be 
expected,  and  might  well  have  been  passed 
over  in  silence.  That,  however,  a  Ger- 
man paper  could  have  been  found  which 
did  not  scruple  to  tell  its  readers  that 
"even  English  papers  have  drawn  atten- 
tion to  the  impropriety  of  Prince  Herbert 
Bismarck's  behavior  in  this  matter  "  is, 
to  say  the  least  of  it,  almost  scandalous. 
I  am  sure  there  can  be  no  English  jour- 
nalist between  Land's  End  and  John  o' 
Groat's  who,  if  asked  privately  his  candid 
opinion,  would  be  prepared  to  assert  that 
he  Avould  be  competent  to  judge  what  a 
man  such  as  Herbert  Bismarck  should  do 
or  leave  undone  at  the  bier  of  his  idol- 
ized father.  There  are  certain  things 
which  are  too  monstrous  for  words,  and 
this  presumption  and  its  citatioii  by  a 
German  newspaper  seems  to  me  to  be  one 
of  them. 

Yet,  monstrous  as  it  is,  I  fear  it  will 
admit  of  a  very  natural  explanation. 
There  is  still  something  of  the  Hotspur 
blood  in  the  Bismarck  family,  something 
of  those  Plantagenet  days  yet  lingering 
in  their  veins,  which  makes  them  un- 
willing to  regulate  the  dictates  of  the 
heart  bj-  the  staid  methods  many  are 
forced  to  learn  and  adopt  nowadays. 
When  these  are  obliged  to  narrow  down 
their  conduct  to  the  grim  necessity  of 
supplying  the  world  with  their  best  at 
the  price  of  thii'teen  to  a  dozen  and  two 
and  a  half  discount  for  cash,  the  Bis- 
marcks  are  under  no  such  direful  obli- 
gation. Rather  do  such  as  they  at  times 
incline  to 

dive   into  t'tie  Ijottoni  of  the  deeji, 
Where  falnoni-line  coulil  never  touoli   the  ground, 
And  phiek  up  (h'owned   Honor  by  the  locks  ; 
So  he  that  doth  redeem  lier  tlienee  miglit  wear 
AVithout  corrival  all   hei"  dignities : 
But  out  upon   this   half-faced  fellowship! 

There  is  too  nnich  of  tlie  clank  of 
chain  armor  and  spurs  about  all  this  for 
it  to  be  brought  comfortably^  down  to 
the  every-day  level  of  a  latter-day  cadi 
basis,  and  thus  to  avoid  jarring  on  our 
critical  instincts,  our  sense  of  propriety. 

I  was  one  of  the  yevy  few — I  do  not 
think  they  Avere  a  dozen  in  all  outside 
the  family  household  — who  were  allowed 
to  see  the  great  German  Chancellor  on 
his  death-bed. 
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He  lay  in  death  exactly  in  the  same 
])ositioii  wliich  was  habitual  to  him  when 
asleep.  His  head  was  turned  towards 
the  left  and  slightly  bent  down  on  the 
chest.  Each  arm  was  stretched  out  at 
full  leno'th  somew^hat  irregularly  over 
tlie  bedclothes.  Thus  even  his  position 
in  death  might  be  termed  a  mute  protest 
against  the  meaningless  conventionality 
lie  liated  so  cordially  when  alive.  In  his 
left  hand  he  held  a  white  rose,  placed 
there  by  Professor  Schweninger,  and  three 
dark  red  roses  from  an  Austrian  lady 
fri'Mul  and  admirer.  His  features  wore  a 
calm  expression  of  proud  imposing  dig- 
nity— sometliing  of  the  majestic  repose 
typical  of  some  of  those  Teuton  busts  to 
be  seen  in  the  Roman  Gallery  of  the  Brit- 
isii  Museum.  But  the  impression  of  the 
whole  gaunt  rugged  figure  as  it  lay  there, 
with  extended  arms,  like  branches  of 
trees,  was  more  that  of  some  monarch 
of  the  woods  who,  after  laying  low  in- 
numerable enemies,  has  been  felled  at 
last  in  his  turn  by  the  grim  scytheman 
Thanatos. 

Professor  Lenbach,  who  was  with  me 
at  th  time  at  Friedrichsruh,  subsequent- 
ly gave  nie  his  impression  of  Bismai'ck  as 
lie  lay  dead,  as  follows: 

'"Bismarck  looks  simple  and  dignified, 
very  much  in  death  as  in  life,  though  of 
course  paler.  The  hands,  always  beauti- 
ful, have  become  more  delicate  still;  bu.t 
death  has  not  clianged  him  as  it  did 
Dollinger,  who  in  life  had  a  soniewhat 
reddish  face,  which  in  death  was  idealized 
almost  to  marble,  lilce  a  cameo,  Bismarck 
looked  hiniseir,  noble  and  dignified  in 
death.'" 

Now  that  he  is  gone,  it  onlv  remains 


to  be  said  that  in  an  ideal  sense  Bismarck 
is  still  to-day  as  much  alive  as  ever  Goethe 
has  been  since  his  death.  Some  of  his 
pregnant  sayings  have  already  become 
part  and  parcel  of  the  German  language. 
Many  passages  of  his  speeches  reveal  the 
imagination  of  a  poet,  whose  utterances 
latterly  claim  a  place  among  the  classics 
of  his  country.  His  political  teachings 
are  there  for  the  guidance  of  those  in- 
trusted with  the  destinies  of  the  German 
Em]nre,  and  those  who  may  presume  to 
act  in  opposition  to  his  precepts  will  find 
unwelcome  monition  rise  up  over  his 
grave  to  warn  them  of  the  consequences. 
I  firmly  believe  that  this  living  on  of  his, 
this  true  immortality,  will  gain  in  strength 
as  the  years  roll  on — more  particularly 
in  the  democratic  and  yet  more  truly 
hero-worshipping  south  of  Germany, 
where,  whilst  still  living,  he  was  revered 
almost  as  a  demigod. 

He  was,  in  truth — to  apply  words  writ- 
ten by  one  who  admired  him  and  was  in 
return  appreciated  (Thomas  Carlyle)  — 
"A  lynx-eyed,  fiery  man,  with  the  spirit 
of  an  old  knight  in  him.  More  of  a 
hero  than  any  modern  I  have  seen  for  a 
long  time;  a  singular  veracity  one  finds 
in  him,  not  in  his  words  alone,  but  in  his 
actions,  judgments,  aims,  in  all  that  he 
thinks,  and  does,  and  says,  which  indeed  I 
have  observed  is  the  root  of  all  greatness 
or  real  worth  in  human  creatures,  and 
})roperly  the  first,  as  also  the  earliest,  at- 
tribiitc  of  what  we  call  genius  among 
men."  And  then  again  the  following: 
"The  man  does  leave  his  mark  behind 
him.  inefTaceable,  beneficial  to  all,  malef- 
icent to  none.  Anarchic  stupidity  is  wide 
as  the  night;  victorious  wisdom  is  but  as 
a  lamp  in  it,  shining  here  and  there." 


HER    ANSWER. 


BY   :\rAIlTIIA    GILBERT   DICKINSON. 


TT7HAT   would   it  be   to  shine  as   one  small  star- 

T  T      Where  da.y  ebbs  last  across  the  bar 
Of  gold   horizon   i*ini  ? 

One  small   star  seen 
Through  ap[)le  blooms  of   white  and  green? 
AYith   the  IMay   crescent  moon   to  li(3  awake 
Decking  the  sky   for  love's  own   sake, 
Lest  the  short  night  fall  dark  o'er  one  dear  head? 
That   would  be  heaven, --the  maiden  said! 


Yjsf^-yri^'M'.^r'^^^^-^s^ 
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THE    LADY    OF    LIONS. 


BY    WILMOT    PRICE. 


ONE  May  morning  Elisha  Jenkins  stood  at 
his  accustomed  post  behind  the  soda- 
fountain  in  the  corner  drug -shop.  An  un- 
usual atmosphere  of  excitement  and  expec- 
tancy pervaded  the  premises,  for  the  circus 
procession  was  about  to  pass  by,  and  eager 
chihlren  with  their  calmer  parents  crowded 
around  the  doors  and  windows. 

Elisha,  although  twenty-one  years  old,  was 
a  timid,  unsophisticated  youth  of  singularly 
limited  experience.  He  took  a  childlike  in- 
terest in  seeing  the  first  outriders  appear,  and 
when  the  elephants  and  camels  went  by,  his 
jaw  dropped,  his  eyes  dilated  with  delight, 
and  his  heart  beat  fast  to  keep  time  with  the 
band.  Viewed  from  the  outside,  his  narrow, 
pinched  little  face,  flattened  to  the  window- 
pane  and  set  in  a  framework  of  malt  bottles, 
looked  like  an  advertisement  of  "  Before  Tak- 
ing," but  he  was  too  completely  absorbed  in 
the  proceedings  outside  to  have  any  thought 
for  himself. 

Some  obstruction  in  the  street  caused  the 
procession  to  pause  for  a  moment,  and  fate  or- 
dained that  directly  in  front  of  Saunders  and 
Russell's  drug -shop  the  lions'  cage  should 
come  to  a  dead  stop.  Sitting  inside,  with  two 
splendid  creatures  at  her  feet,  was  a  tall,  mas- 
sive woman,  clad  in  flowing  garments  which 
had  once  been  white.  A  gilded  crown  rested 
on  her  golden  hair,  and  one  hand  grasped  a 
sceptre,  while  an  incongruous  pistol  hanging 
from  her  girdle  implied  that  the  more  regal 
symbol  of  law  and  order  was  for  ornament 
.iloue.  The  two  lions  seemed  sleepy  and 
I'Ored.  They  saw  the  humor  of  their  position, 
l)ut  were  too  good-natured  to  interfere  with 
their  queen's  success  by  devouring  her,  so  they 
smiled  lazily,  and  exchanged  winks  with  those 
of  the  onlookers  who  were  capable  of  appre- 
ciating the  situation. 

Elisha  Jenkins  was  not  one  of  these.  His 
attention  was  riveted  on  the  wonderful  lady 
who  had  the  courage  thus  to  endanger  her 
life.  It  seemed  to  him  that  he  was  at  last 
gazing  upon  the  ideal  woman.  She  was  on 
so  heroic  a  scale  as  to  be  almost  masculine  ; 
but  her  yellow  hair  fell  over  her  shoulders  in 
profuse  masses,  and  gave  her  the  touch  of 
femininity  that,  in  Elisha's  eyes,  converted  her 
into  a  goddess. 

It  was  only  since  his  twenty-first  birthday 
that  Elisha's  interest  in  the  opposite  sex  had 
become  at  all  personal;  but  with  a  slight 
increase  of  salary  this  young  man's  fancy 
had  lightly  turned  to  thoughts  of  marriage. 


Only  once  had  he  progressed  so  far  in  a  flirta- 
tion as  to  present  ten  cents'  worth  of  gumdrops 
(which  he  bought  of  himself)  to  a  buxom 
blond  beauty  whose  task  it  was  to  clean  the 
steps  and  vestibule  of  a  house  on  the  opposite 
side  of  the  street. 

A  woman's  garb  that  phantom  wore, 
And  fiercely  swept  the  marble  floor. 

But  this  fair  Rosaline  had  only  lightly 
touched  possibilities  of  aftectiou  in  Elisha, 
which  did  not  awake  into  love  until  he  first 
looked  upon  his  Juliet  in  the  den  of  lions,  and 
his  heart  recognized  in  her  its  sovereign  lady. 
Her  name — not  Capulet,but  Montague — stared 
at  him  from  the  top  of  the  cage  ;  and  no  name, 
he  thought,  could  better  have  suited  her: 

MISS    MINERVA   MONTAGUE, 
QUEEN   OF   THE   LIONS. 

Elisha's  heart  leaped  up  as  he  saw  that  his 
divinity  was  still  nn wedded,  for  in  its  own 
homely  language  his  soul  had  echoed  Juliet's 
exclamation  when  she  first  looked  upon  her 
Romeo.  In  his  excitement  he  rushed  out  of 
the  shop  and  stood  as  near  to  the  curbstone 
as  he  could  push  himself.  All  shyness  left 
him  under  the  influence  of  the  strongest  emo- 
tion he  had  ever  felt.  With  a  magnificent 
gesture  he  thing  a  quarter  of  a  dollar  to  a  di- 
minutive flower-girl  at  his  side,  snatched  a  red 
rose  from  her  basket,  and  running  after  the 
lions'  cage,  threw  his  trophy  between  the  bars. 

Miss  Minerva  Montague  stooped,  i)icked  up 
the  llower,  and  fastening  it  in  her  girdle, 
bowed  and  smiled  her  acknowledgments  to  her 
blushing  admirer. 

He  had  made  her  look  at  him!  She  had 
known  who  it  was  that  had  flung  the  rose  at 
her  feet!  From  that  moment  he  was  in  a  de- 
lirious dream.  All  day  his  thoughts  were  with 
his  heart,  and  that  was  in  the  second  tent, 
with  the  fair  lion  -  tamer,  whom  he  was  de- 
termined to  see  agaiii  as  soon  as  his  duties  at 
the  soda-fountain  should  be  over. 

Evening  came  at  last,  and  the  little  apothe- 
cary was  almost  the  first  at  the  tent  door. 
He  hurried  inside,  inhaling  the  scents  of  saw- 
dust and  fur  as  if  they  had  been  the  perfumes 
of  Arabia.  The  lions  were  there,  among  their 
lesser  brothers,  but  their  (lueen  hud  not  yet 
assumed  her  evening  sway. 

Elisha  did  not  enjoy  being  so  near  animals 
that  seemed  to  him  dangerous,  even  when  be- 
hind iron  bars,  and  soon  went  into  the  larger 
tent,  where  ho  waited  breathlessly  for  the  mo- 
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meut  \Yben  Minerva,  should  illumine  the  ring 
with  her  presence. 

He  had  not  to  wait  long.  To  the  strains 
of  ''See,  the  conquering  hero  comes!"  the 
lions'  cage  entered,  drawn  by  milk  -  white 
horses.  Once  more  Minerva  was  between  the 
lions;  but  this  time  one  bappy  beast  was  rest- 
ing his  head  on  her  knees,  and  her  mus- 
cular but  shapely  arm  encircled  his  ta\vny 
neck. 

She  that  perforce  rol)S  lions  of  their  hearts 
May  easily  win  a  (h-uagist's. 

PZlisha  could  not  conceal  his  agitation. 
"  Oh,  do  be  careful  !  Do  take  care  !"  he  heard 
himself  saying,  loud  enough  to  cause  amuse- 
ment to  his  neighl)ors — but  he  was  unconscions 
of  himself. 

The  cavalcade  went  slowly  around  the  ring 
and  passed  out,  amid  the  applause  of  the  ]>eo- 
})le,  the  rustling  accompaniment  of  breaking- 
peanut  shells,  and  the  appreciative  munching 
of  pop-corn.  Elisha  slipped  from  his  seat  and 
followed  at  a  respectful  distance.  With  trem- 
bling lingers  he  pressed  a  piece  of  silver  into 
the  willing  hand  of  some  functionary  in  uni- 
form, and  took  a  modest  position  at  the  door 
of  the  tent  into  which  the  lions'  cage  had  dis- 
appeared. 

"I — I  wish  to  si)eak  to — to  ]Miss  Minerva 
]\Ionta,.;ue,"  he  said  in  a  nervous  whisper, 
trying  to  assume  tlie  manner  of  a  habitual 
haunter  of  greenrooms. 

"Yes,  sir;  slie'll  be  out  directly.  Fll  tell 
her  you're  waitin',"  replied  the  oflicial,  de))art- 
ing  with  an  alacrity  wljich  only  bribery  could 
have  induced.  In  a  few  moments  he  returned. 
"Miss  liiggins  says  she  don't  know  who  y(m 
be,"  he  announced;  "but  she  says  slie'll  be 
goin'  outer  that  side  entrance  in  iive  min- 
utes, an' if  you've  any  business  with  hei-,  you 
can  wait  there." 

"  Thank  you  very  much,"  said  Elisha,  jxdite- 
ly,  "  but  I  (ion't  know  Miss  Iliggins.  It's  IVIiss 
]\Iontague  I  want^  to  see — Miss  Minerva  Mon- 
tague.''' 

"Same  ])erson,"  re])lied  the  nuin  of  many 
buttons.  "  Stage  mime,  Minerva  Montague, 
lieal  name,  Matilda  Iliggins." 

This  was  a  trifle  disillusionizing,  but  Elisha 
reflected  that  lu^r  character  and  her  physiijue 
certainly  belonged  to  a  Minerva,  not  a  jSIatil- 
da.  He  waited  at  the  appointed  tryst  for  a 
long  iive  minutes,  until  the  Ihip  of  the  tent 
door  was  pushed  aside  and  a  large  woman 
stepped  out,  (uiveloped  in  a  Idack  "gossamer" 
water-proof  (the  kiiul  that  rolls  np  small),  and 
wearing  a  hat  covered  with  bedraggled  r(;d 
plumes. 

"Well,  if  you  ain't  the  little  feller  that 
threw  me  the  rose!"  cried  a  good-natured 
voice.  "I  thought  it  was  awful  cute  of  you 
to  think  of  doin'  it." 

"Are — are  yon  Miss  INIinerva  Montague?" 
asked  Elisha,  timidly  a))])roacliing  her  and 
raising  his  hat. 


"  Yes;  I'm  Matilda  Higgins.  I  look  kind  o' 
different  in  this  rig,  don't  I  ?" 

The  electric  light  shone  relentlessly  on  her 
painted  cheeks  and  the  few  wisps  of  black 
hair  showing  beueatli  her  hat. 

"Yes,  yon  do — at  least  —  that  is  —  well,  I 
thought  you  had  yellow  hair,"  stammered  poor 
Elisha.  "  But  I  wanted  to  see  you  to  tell  you 
how  mnch  I  admire  you  for  riding  in  the  lions' 
cage.  It  —  it's  splendid  of  you,  I  think.  I 
should  never  dare  to — " 

"  Oh,  that  ain't  anything,"  cried  the  ama- 
zon,  in  tones  scornful  of  her  owji  prowess. 
"  Why,  the  lions  are  as  quiet  as  lambs,  and  I 
only  get  into  the  cage  after  tliey've  had  a 
good  square  meal.  Besides,  if  they  did  get 
mad,  I'd  shoot  'em.  But  they  know  me,  an' 
they  know  I  ain't  afraid.  I  don't  know  what 
'tis  to  bo  afraid  of  anything." 

"  Oh  dear,  just  think  of  that !"  exclaimed 
Elisha,  feebly. 

"  You  can  walk  along  with  me  to  the  place 
where  I'm  stoppin',"  the  damsel  went  on.  "  I 
hate  sleepin'in  the  tent.  It's  more  genteel  to 
Iiave  a  ])lace  outside,  an'  I've  always  been  used 
to  genteel  surroundin's.  The  Female  Contor- 
tionist and  the  Mysterious  Lady  don't  seem  to 
mind,  but  it's  the  one  thing  I'm  kind  o'  set 
about.      I  do  like  to  sleep  in  a  house." 

Elisha  huiried  along  by  her  side  with  short, 
nei'vous  steps.  Tiie  toj)  of  his  liead  was  on  a 
level  with  lier  chin,  and  he  was  quite  over- 
powt;red  by  hei"  physical  and  moral  superi- 
ority. 

"Why  did  you  want  to  see  me,  anyway  ?" 
Minerva  demanded,  after  a  sileuce,  during 
which  ]%lisha  had  been  trying  to  think  of 
some  appro])riate  remark. 

"Why — wliy — 1  admired  you  awfully  this 
njorning,"  lie  said,  so  incoherently  that  she 
had  to  incline  her  ear  to  catch  his  words. 
"  I've  been  thinking  about  you  all  day.  1 
just  couldn't  keep  away  from  yon.  That's 
why  I'm  lu^re." 

"  Well,  well,  to  think  of  that!"  said  Minerva, 
evidently  much  flattered.  "An'  what's  your 
nanu!  f 

"My  name's  I'Jisha  Jenkins,  and  I  work  in 
a  drug-shop.  1  have  my  evenings  free,"  he 
added,  with  some  pride. 

"Then  come  and  see  me  evenin's,  after  the 
performance.  I  get  through  before  half  past 
eight,  an'  I'd  be  real  glad  to  see  you.  You 
ain't  married,  I  s'pose  ?  You're  real  young- 
lookiii'." 

"  Xo,  I  ain't  married,'' Elisha  confessed,  after 
a  second's  ])ause,  during  which  the  idea  flashed 
into  his  mind  that  he  might  plead  guilty  to  a 
wife  and  seven  children,  and  then  disappear 
forever.  But  when,  after  the  acknowledg- 
ment of  his  unattached  condition,  he  left  Miss 
Iliggins  at  the  door  of  her  shabby  little  board- 
ing-house, it  was  with  the  understanding  that 
he  was  to  call  at  half  past  eight  the  next 
evening,  and  take  her — or  be  taken  by  her — 
for  a  walk. 
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After  this  things  progressed  rapidly.  Every 
<'veijiug  the  ill-in;itclied  couple  started  forth 
to  some  phice  of  nimiseiiieiit,  or  spent  :in  hour 
nil  some  secluded  hencli  in  n  pnltlic  i);nl<. 
Matilda  Higgius,  or  Minerva,  as  Elisiia  pre- 
ferred to  call  her,  carried  on  most  of  the  con- 
versation, and  sometimes  iier  startling  and 
jiictiiresqne  revelations  c(Hicerning  life,  at  the 
circus  caused  the  modest  hairs  of  her  escort  to 
stand  on  end  with  surprise  and  horror.  JMany 
of  his  childlike  illusiiuis  were  cruelly  disptilled 
Ity  the  wisdom  of  Minerva. 

He  had  not  yet  dared  to  s})eak  to  her  of  love, 
hut  neither  did  he  dare  to  ])()stpone  the  sub- 
ject much  longer.  If  courting  must  be  done, 
lie  hoped  that  she  Avonld  do  it.  She  was  to 
be  in  town  but  one  week  more,  and  he  thought, 
with  mingled  dr«!ad  ;»nd  hoi)e,  that  tlunr  pres- 
ent indefinite  relations  must  soon  end.  The 
decisive  moment  cauie  one  evening  when  they 
were  sitting  on  a.  dam[)  bench  by  the  shores 
of  an  artificial  i)()nd. 

'•'Lisha,"  the  lady  said,  "you  know^  I  can 
never  leave  the  circus.  I  just  love  my  life 
there,  an' the  manag(^r  promises  me  more  work 
an*  a  raise  of  salary  later  on.  He  thinks  I  can 
do  some  snake-charmin'  tor  htm  next  season, 
besides  the  lion-tamin' — " 

Klisha  murmured  his  congratulations. 

"Look    here,  'Lisha,"  Minerva   said,  facing 


him  suddenly.  "Here  you've  been  keepin' 
stea<ly  company  with  me  for  over  a  week,  an' 
you  'ain't  never  said  a  word  about  our  gcttin' 
married.  You  don't  seem  lik<'  om;  o'  those 
sneakin',  decei\  in'  kind  o'  men  that-  think  ev- 
ery woman's  as  disresiiectable  as  they  ho  them- 
selves. An'  1  think  it's  tiiiu',  I  knew  your  in- 
tentions." 

Elisha  took  a  long  breath.  II is  iiour  had 
come.    He  must  prove  himself  a  man  of  honor. 

"No,  xMinerva,  I  atn't  one  of  thos(;  kind  of 
men,"  he  said,  grandly,  "  an'  I'd  like  to  see  one 
of 'em  come  near  you.  They  wouldn't  dare  to, 
not  when  I'm  here."  The  heroism  of  his  own 
words  inspired  him.  "Of  c(Mirse  I  want  to 
marry  you,  just  whemner you're  willing.  I  sup- 
posed yon  understood  tiiat  without  m\  saying 
so." 

"Well,  I  guess  I  did,"  Minerva  confessed 
coyl\,  taking  her  lo\'er's  hand  fondly  in  hers. 
"  An'  I've  thought  up  such  a  beantil'iil  plan  for 
onr  weddin'!  You  see,  I  never  ftuget  my  pro- 
fession, <;y(Mi  when  I'm  with  yon.  I'm  always 
tr>in'  t<»  think  up  some  novelty  that  will  take 
with  the  public,  an'  I've  got  an  elegant  idea 
this  time,  an'  you're  to  be  in  it  too.  I  won't, 
tell  you  a  word  about  it  till  I've  spoken  to  the 
manager,  but  you're  sure  to  be  real  pleased." 
She  chuckled  to  heiscdf,  and  Klisha  felt  his 
knees  trembling  with  apprehension. 
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i'  Will — will  I  have   to  join    the  circus  f  he  The  Happy  Pair  will  hold  a  Reception 

j      I    f  iiiijjly  immediately  after  the  Ceremony. 

'•Well,  I  guess  you'd   better  get  free   tVom  

sellin'    ii/.zes    right     away,"    his    Jiancev    an-  Come  aud  see 

iioniieed.  decidedly.      "I'm  sure  I  can  g<'t  you  LOVE  AMONG  THE  LIONS! 

soinetliiu"  to  do,  even    if  it's  only  goiii'   round  Briti};  the  little  ones  to  see 

with    ))(.]. -corn     and    h'Uionade  at   lirsi.     IN-r-  BEAUTY   AND    THE    BEAST: 

iiai>s    later    on    you    can     Indp     nie    with    the  

''^"='''^''^-  Admission,  only 10  Cents. 

A  low  groan  esca])ed  from  ]k>oi- Elisha. 

'•  Von  don't  think  you'd  likt;  to  give  u[)  llu>  Elisha  collapsed    utterly.      '"Oh,  Minerva  I" 

circus  and  settle  down  here  (juietly  with  nie  f '  ]i«^  groaned,"!  suppose  I'm  an   awful  coward, 

he  asked,  tentatively.      "Some  time  I  shall  he  but  1  don't  fe(d  as  if  I  could  go  through  with 

a  real  apothecary's  clerk,  putting  up  )»rescrip-  Ibis.      'l'ii<5   lions   don't   know  me — they'll  see 

ti,,,is  — and    then    -then     we     should    be    vei-y  t  hat  I'm  afraid —and  t  liey'll  eat  me,"  he  ended, 

happy."  he  ended,  ianndy.  feiddy. 

"J/c,  the  wife  of  an  ajK)!  JK^cary  ?  AVtdl,  I  "U'iiey'd  lie  ashamed  to  eat  sucli  a  (diicken- 
gness  n(»t  :"'  crird  tlie  (,)iieen  of  the  Lions,  livered  thing  as  yon!"  the  scornful  lady  re- 
laughing  aloud.  '-'Eisha  .leukins,  you  do  beat  plied.  "Ibit-  t heic,  "Eisha,  I  don't  want  to  be 
alk  No.  YoiTre  to  travid  round  with  us,  and  hard  on  you.  I  s'pose  you  can't  help  bein' a 
do  any  odd  Jolts  that  turn  u)*  ;  then  later  we'll  coward;  it's  becans«;  you're  so  weak  an'  little, 
see.  Ell  get  hold  .»'  .M  r.  Williams  t  o-morrow,  Nevermind;  I'll  i>r()tecl  you."  Slie  gave  lum  a 
an'  talk  to  him.  We'll  l»e  married  Saturday  loving  slap  on  t  he  ba.dv  which  almost  knocked 
night. so  you  can  be  seein'  about  the  license,  him  off  the  sofa.  "I  l(dl  you  1  know  tlu)se 
an'  Ell  '(('nd  to  tlie  rest  o'  tlie  business.  I'll  lions,  an'  lhe\'re  «:entlenu'n,  that's  what  they 
tell  you  all  al»out  il  to-morrow  night."  are.  They  wouldn't.  tak(;  advantage  of  your 
The  next  evening,  when  Elisiia  rang  the  bein'  in  t  heir  house  on  a  mat  ler  of  business.  I 
boarding-house  b.dl,  Minerva  iusIhmI  Ibrward,  thought  you'd  be  real  ]. leased  to  se(^  your  name 
ami  after  greet  in'4  hei-  lover  with  a  resounding  in  sncli  big  letters,  and  as  a  society-leader  too." 
salute,  dragged  him  into  the  untidy  little  sit-  "()ii,l  am  jtleased  at-  I  ha  t ,"  replied  Elisha, 
ting-r  )om,  and  in  a  tone  of  great  ex«'itement  with  an  effort,  feeding  Unit  he  had  been  un- 
commamled  him  to  sit  beside  her.  gracious.     "  Ibit  \<)U  /r/// see  that  t  he  lions  have 

"Mr.  Williams  isjtisi  wild  over  my  plan,"  had  a  good  dinner  t  hat  night,  won't  you  f 
sIm'  excdaimcd.  '•  I  le  sa  \  s  it.  "11  hv  the  biggest  "Of  course  1  will,"slu;  responded,  heartily, 
diawin'card  w c,  v<'  had  for  years;  an'  what's  "an'  Eli  lake  yon  to  see  tlie  lions  to-morrow, 
more,  he's  goin'  to  give  me  a  goo<l  siiare  o'  the  an'  they'll  be  real  pleasant  if  I  tell  'em  who 
prolits — an'  me's  you,  you  know,  or  will  l)e,  you  Ix'.  An'  Eve  thought  of  somethin'  tliat 
then— so  chirk  up,  old  boy,  an'  (hui't  seem  so  ain't  goi n'  to  l)e  put  on  the  bills.  You  see,  the 
anxious.  Look  at  this!  'J'<»-morrow  there'll  i»nidic  likes  to  have  things  doiu>  on  a  hand- 
be  tliree  thousand  of  "em  to  distribute  all  over  some  scale,  an'  I  don't  waul  to  have  anything 
the  city."  Minerva  put  a  green  poster  into  mean  about  my  weddin',  any  way.  So  Em  goin' 
Elisha's  Iremlding  hands.  "Tiiat  l(dls  the  to  oive  people  niore'n  I  heir  money'.s  worth,  an' 
w  hole  thing,  and  in  elegant  langmig<'.  loo."  throw  in  the  I'a  t  Lady  an'  the  Livin'  Skcdeton." 
Elisha's  dazed  eyes  read  tin;  following  an-  ••Throw  them  in  the  lions' cage  ?"  asked  the 
nouncement  :  bewildered  In  idegroom,  now  proofagainsl  sur- 

pris.-s. 

I^NIQIJK  KVENT!  "No,   you    stupid!       Throw    'em     in     for    ten 

cents.      1   Ihonuht  'twould    be   kind   o'  idee    to 

have   the   I'a  I    Lady  for  my  bridemaid — wo'x'e 

always   iteen    great    friends,   anyhow — an'  she 

an'  I  will  walk  in  together,     lint  I  guess  she'd 

better  not  ^et  into  the  cage.      She'd  be  ])retty 

temptin'  to  th(i  lions  even  after  a   big  dinner." 

Minerva   laughed,  and   Idisha  tried   to  echo 

In  the  Smaller  Tt-nt.  her  mirth,  but  failed  dismally. 

MISS  MINKRVA  MONTAGUK,  "And  what   is  liui  Living  Skeleton   to  do?" 

Tlie   Celel. rated    Lion-Tamer.  he  aske<l,  m.Mdv  ly. 

hasathi.st  yielded  to  the  siudis  of  ("lipid,  "  Well,  1    th(Might    it   would    be   n   kind   ot   a 

and  consented  to  wed  comfort   for  you    to   ha\('  some  one  to  come  in 

MR    KLISIIA  JENKINS,  with,  an'   lie's    a    real    nice    man,  though    there 

one  <,f  ,l,e   well  -known  ='i"'^  ""•<'•'  <'»'  •''"'•      ^'>"^    ^  "'^"'^  '"''^^  ''*'  ='  ^''''^• 

Society-Leaders  of  this  City.  <>"  support  t<u-  you.      ()t  course  you  could  iiave 

. one  o'  your  friends  for  your  best  man,  but  the 

A  pioraiuent  clergyman  has  kindly  v..lunteeied  1"»1'1'^  wouhln't  like  that  near  as  well.    They'll 
his  services.  be  awful  jdeased  to  see  the  two  Ireaks  without 
payin'  extra." 


MARIilACiE  IN  THK  LIONS'  DKN  !  ! 
On  Saturday  Evtuiin^.  May  X!7ih, 
Directly  utter  the  Ite^iular  I'ertormaiic 

A   WEl)IJIN(f 

will  l)e  c(debrated  in  tlie 
LIONS'  CAGE 
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Elisha  was  beginning  to  enter  into  the  si)irir 
of  the  occasion.  "We  niigiit  have  the  Wihl 
Men  of  Borneo  for  nsl)Oivs,"  he  answered;  bnt 
his  more  modest  bride  thought  that  that  wouhl 
be  sensational. 

''No.  I  want  to  keep  (he  whohi  tiling  real 
simple,"  she  said,  iirnily.  "  Of  coui\se  we  could 
turn  in  the  whole  side-show,  bnt  I  think  that 
would  be  sort  o'  vulgar  an'  cheaj).  1  woniUn- 
you  don't  feel  the  way  I  do,  'Lisha." 

"Oh,  I  do,  Minerva,"  he  said,  fervently  «lis- 
claiming  a  desire  for  a  melodramatic  union. 
"I  think  it  will  be  beautiful,  if  only  the  lions 
won't  mind  being  disturbed  at  night." 

"Oh,  they'll  be  all  right  if  I  take  you  to  see 
'em  first,"  replied  his  lady;  "and  now, 'Lisha 
Jenkins,  you  just  sto])  worryin'!" 

On  Friday  afternoon  Minerva  took  her  lover 
into  the  side-show  and  introduced  him  to  the 
Living  Skeleton.  "I  thought  'twould  be  })lea- 
santer  for  you  to  meet  before  to-morrow,"  she 
said,  graciously,  as  she  presente<l  the  two  men. 

A  skinny  hand  was  extended  from  the  ])lat- 
form  where  Mr.  Adams,  the  thin  man,  was 
exhibiting  himself.  Elisha  muiniured  a  few 
words  of  awkward  thanks  for  the  favor  Mr. 
Adams  \vas  to  do  for  him  the  next  day,  but 
that  gentleman  seemed  to  feel  so  strongly  t  hat 
the  favor  was  mutual  that  Elisha  wondered 
whether  side-show  etiijuette  demanded  that 
the  best  man  should  receive  a  fee. 

A  group  of  visitors  came  up  to  examine  the 
thin  man's  anatomy,  while  Minerva  and  her 
^rt;?c^  stood  in  rather  awkward  silence  befoK^ 
him.  The  young  j)eople  made  such  outspoken 
comments  on  Mr.  A<lains's  subeutaneous  dis- 
play that  Elisha  feared  his  feelings  wouhl  be 
hurt.  But  the  Skeleton  proved  liimself  fully 
able  to  protect  his  bones  from  insult.  He  held 
out  a  mysterions  <)bj(M;t  in  a  frame,' for  the 
inspection  of  a  rosy  -cheeked  damsel,  saving, 
confidently,  "  There's  a  picture^  of  llie  giil  I'm 
going  to  marry."  The  nusus]H'cI  iiig  maiden 
looked  at  it  and  saw  In-r  own  face  retlfctcd  in 
a  small  hand-mirror.  'I'lie  niixtnic  of  dignity 
and  anger  with  which  she  handed  it  liack  to 
the  Skeleton  at  once  tni-ned  tli(>  general  laiigli 
against  herself,  and  ]-'disha  saw  with  ))leasnr(> 
and  admiration  that  Mr.  Adams  was  tMinal  to 
the  emergency. 

The  lions  looked  at  their  (iui\-ering  visitor 
with  eyes  that  wei(^  curious  but  liy  no  means 
hostile,  and  the  dignified  uent  leinanliness  of 
their  manner  said  jdainly  that  any  friend  of 
Miss  Minerva  Montagiu-'s  was  their  friend. 

Elisha  and  Miner\a  had  agiced  not  to  meet 
on  their  wedding-day  until  excning.  so  it  \\  as 
already  eight  o'clock  wlu'ii  he  went  to  the  eii- 
ciis-gronnds  and  oiic«'  moic  stood  watching  her 
lead  the  procession  aroiiml  the  ring,  lie  no- 
ticed with  a.  sigh  of  relief  that  the  lions  were 
more  lethargic  than  usual.  Decidedly  his 
lady  had  not  forgotten  to  order  that  heiheasts 
should  be  given  <'xtra  rations.  A  glow  of  ])iide 
and  tenderness  for  Minerva's  )>erfectious  drove 
out  fear  from  Elisha's  heart  for  the  moment, 


as  he  heard  the  populace,  mindful  of  coming 
events,  cheer  her  loudly.  She  wore  a  new 
white  silk  dress,  mad(>  in  honor  of  the  occa- 
sion, and  her  cheeks  sliow<'d  tin;  l)i-ush  of  an 
artist,  instead  of  the  customary  daubs  of  the 
amateur. 

Before  the  circus  performance  closed,  Elisha 
was  admitted  into  the  smaller  tent.  'JMie  i)lace 
was  festively  trimmed  with  green  shrubs  and 
branches,  and  the  lions  might  well  imagine 
tluMUselves  at  home  in  their  naliv<'  jungle. 
Elisha,  thankfully  observed  (hat  they  were 
both  sound  asleep  in  a  coiner  of  their  cage. 
He  was  timidly  ins])ecting  them  when  the  Liv- 
ing Skeleton  stepped  torth  frotu  behind  a  sap- 
ling which  had  entirely  concealed  him,  and 
the  bridegroom's  nerves  were  in  so  tense  a 
condition  that  he  almost  screamed  aloud  at 
finding  his  best  man  so  nnexi)ectedly  near 
him. 

(ireetings  having  been  exclianged,  the  two 
retired  to  a  leafy  alcove,  where  they  were  con- 
cealed from  view  bnt  could  obtain  glimpses 
of  what  went  on.  Mr.  Adams  ])rove(l  to  be  a 
complete  man  of  the  world.  He  tried  to  amuse 
and  encourage  the  trembling  bridegroom  by 
various  matrimonial  anecdotes,  in  the  telling 
of  which  the  rec^ounter  himself  became  so  con- 
vulsed with  mirth  as  to  suggest  that  the  even- 
ing's en(<'rtainmeut  might  include  the  death 
of  the  Only  Living  Skeletcm. 

At  last  the  circus  ended.  Hundreds  of  ])eo- 
])le  ci'owded  in  and  groujjed  about  the  lions' 
cage.  A  tlo\M'ry  aisle  was  left  fice  for  the 
bridal  i>ar(y  (extia  broad,  ^Ii.  Adams  said,  for 
th(!  bridemaid),  and  (he  band  struck  up  the 
Wedding  March.  The  Living  Skeleton  ad- 
vanced, towing  (he  ])oor  li(tlc  bridegroom 
after  him.  I'disha's  kn(>es  bumped  together, 
aiul  his  staring  eyes  wrvc  lixed  on  the  lions, 
who,  ibr  the  lirst  time,  seemed  to  he  taking 
notice  of  their  surroundings.  Out  of  (he  tail 
of  his  eye  he  saw  Mr.  l\ussell,  his  tbrmer  cm- 
]iloyei-.  ami  a  group  of  old  associates  fr(»iu  the 
(liiig-shop.  1  lysteiical  laughs,  eager  whispers, 
and   tentative  applause   broke  from  (he  multi- 

'•Take  a  cough-lozenge,  Elisha."  "Driidc 
Tonickine  for  your  ner\ cs,""  his  iormer  comjian- 
ions  called  after  him. 

••It's  the  most  sacrilegious  ( hing  1  evei'  saw. 
Say,  h'l's  go  out,"'  said  another. 

'■•  ro(U-  little  chap!  lie  hioks  frightened  to 
death,  an'  1  don't  wonder."  spoke  out  a  good- 
natured  ma(ron.  Elislia  looked  at  her  wilh 
gialeful  cNCs. 

They  reached  the  cage  and  i)nnse(l.  facing 
the  audiein-e.  The  minister  seemed  to  liav<^ 
arisen  mysteriously  out  of  the  saw(lnst,and 
stotnl  waiting,  book  in  hand.  Slowly  up  (he 
aisle  came  the  (,)Meeii  of  the  Lions,  her  crown 
replaced  by  a  long  while  \ cil,  her  yelhtw  wig 
fallint;  in  Inxuiiaiit  curls  «low  ii  her  broad 
shoulders.  Behind  her  waddled  the  Eat  l>ady, 
carrying  an  enormous  bunch  of  i)eonics.  A 
fresh  wave  of  mirth  hroke  over  the  assembly, 
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but  it  was  linslied  in  an  instaut  when  Minerva,  sational.      Her  quick  professional  eye  saw  tliat 

taking  lit-r  (quaking  lover's  hand  in  hers,  deft-  he  had  sc()re<I  a  success. 

ly  ()[)tMi(Ml  the  iron  orating  and  entered,  drag-  '*  I  —  I'm    awfully    sorry,  Minerva,"    Elislia 

giiig  the  wretched  bridegroom  after  her.     The  murmured,  somewhat  refreshed  by  a  glass  uf 

door  closed  btdiind  them  with  a  click.     Elislia  wine,  though  still  ashen-white  from  his  recent 

was  actually  in  the  lions'  den.  alarm.      ''That  roar  just  finished  me." 

The   two  beasts  looked  cnrionsly  at  the  in-  "Oh,  that's  all  right,"  replied  his   amiable 

traders,  and  one  of  them  opened  his  mouth  in  bride.      "You  won't  mind  it  the  uext  time." 

a  yawn  so  immense  that  poor  Elislia  grasped  She    held    out    her   hand   to   greet  the  fir-r 

the  stalwart  arm  l>y  his  side  in  a  frenzy  of  ter-  unknown   fiiend    who   had  stepped  up  to  coii- 

ror.      But    Miiu'rva  w  his[)ere(l  to  him,  encour-  giatnlate  t  hem. 

agingiv:  "What    do    you    mean    by    the    next    time, 

••They  won't  touch  yon.  Turn  yonr  back  Minerva.  ?"  Elislia  asked,  anxiously,  before  an- 
on'cm,  and  show  the   people  you  ain't  afraid,  other  well-wisher  arrived. 

There's  a  pitciifork  in  the  corner,  an'  I've  got  "Well,  of  course  this  is  the  real  weddiu'  to 

a  pistol,  if  anything  goes  wrong."  us,"  Minerva,  explained,  cheerfully,  "but   the 

Elisha  tVlt  that  he  was  being  married  at  the  pnl>lic  won't  know  that.      We'll  get  up  some 

point  of  the  pitchfork.      Clinging  to  his  bride,  new  features  each  time,      P'raps  next  year  we 

he   turned  and  faced   the  ministe)-,  who  stood  can  work  in  some  snakes — that  would  be  nice, 

outside  the  cage.     Subdued  comments  from  tlu^  wouldn't  it  f 

crowd  continued.  He  put  his  little  hand  in  hers  and  tried  to 

'•  I  guess  she   thought  he'd  run   away   if  he  nod  a  brave  assent, 

^vani't:  locked  in,"  whis[)ered  one.  "  Von  see,  'Eisha  dear,"  she  went  on,  gently, 

"He   nctMln't   l)c  so  awful  scared,"  said   an-  "  this  has  been  a  giand  success,  an' we  mustn't; 

other.      "I  re(d<on   they'<l  tak(^  her  tirst.      He  miss   a    chance   of  rakin'  in  the  dollars.     You 

ain't  nothing  but  a  wish-bone."  won't    l)e  frightened  after  yon   get  used  to  it. 

The  clergyman  waite<l    in    dignitied  silence  Eve    about   made    n]>   my  mind   that  in  every 

for  the   criticisms  to  cease;    then    lie  optuied  new  ])lace   we  go  to  we   must  have  a  weddiu' 

his    book'.      The    service    began,   but     Elisha's  in  t  Ik;  lions'  cage." 
thoughts  were  on   the   beasts  of  i»rey    behind 

him.       Between  the  bars  he  caught    the  eye  of  MISSING    VACAN'CIES. 

his  best  man,  who  encourag<Ml  him  \\  ith  a  fur-  A  snoirr  time  s\\\^^^^  (juite  a  discussion  arose 

tive  wink,  and  the   bridemaid  sniilt;d  fatly  at  among  the    oflicials    of  one   of  our  prominent 

the  world   in  general.      With  (juavering   voice  Sontlicrn    lailroads    as    to    the-    reason    of  the 

he  madi;  his  resi)onses,  but  just  as  t  he  binding  many   \e.\atious   delays    and   troubles    in    the 

words  had  been  pronouuced,  a  i)rotesting  roar  transmission  of  local  freight.      It  was  claimed 

sounded  ill  his  cai, and  lOlisha  i»i()mptly  fainted.  l»y  some   of  the  parties  interested  that  it  was 

llewoiilil   have   f.illeii    forward    in   an    igno-  caused  almost    en  t  irely  by  the  stupidity  or  in- 

niinious    heap    but    for    Miner\a's    su]))»oit  ing  efliciency  of  t  he  local  agents,  and  as  there  was 

ann.      She  spoke  a  soothing  word  to  tlu,'  lion,  sonu;    dilfei-enc(;    of  opinion    on    this   i)oint,  it 

who   was   eNi)ressihg   siii  |>rise,  but   no    resent-  was  decided  t  hat  t  he  mat  ter  should  be  tested, 

meiit.  and    the  good-natured  crenture  subiuis-  To    this  end  a    tiacei-  was  ]»repared   in  due 

sively  turned  oNcr  and  went  to  sleep.  and  I'oinial  slia pe,  calling  for  the  whereabouts 

For  a  few  l)lessed  moments  fJislia  remained  of  "One  I'xix  I'ost-holes,"*  which  it  alleged  was 
uiu'onscious,  and  when  lie  recoxcred  himself  luissing  I Voni  a  pri(U- sliipiiieut.  This  was  sent 
he  was  l)eiiig  support  ed  out  ofthecagt;  l)y  his  out  in  the  regular  order  of  l)usiiiess,  with  no- 
better —  and  sironger  -  half.  The  best  man  thing  except  its  '•  i ii t<'nial  nothingness"  to 
and  the  bridemaid,  arm  in  :iiiii,  follow  ed  the  dra  w  at  tent  ion  to  its  nniiMial  character,  and 
bridal  couple  down  the  aisle,  their  aspect  do-  passed  agent  al'ler  agent  wit  bout  elicit  ing  com- 
ing much  to  relieve  t  he  tension  of  I  he  occasion.  nieiit   or  intbrmation  sa\-e   the  stereotyped  en- 

A  burst  of  applause  broke  fioni  the  crowd.  doisemeiit ,  "  Not  here." 
Tlie  fainting  of  the  bridegroom  was  a  touch  Some  lifteeii  or  eighteen  local  agents  were 
of  nature  which  made  t  heniariiage  somet  liiiig  actually  passed  in  this  way,  uiilil  the  tracer 
more  than  a  chcip  advertising  show.  Jbit  fell  into  the  hands  of  a  bright  >()niig  fellow 
poor  Elisha  felt  that  he  was  disgraced,  brand-  who  was  acciist oined  to  looking  into  the  busi- 
ed fore\('r  as  a  cow  aid.  St  ill,  he  did  not  nincli  ness  jiassing  through  his  hands,  and  who 
care,  ill  his  ovcrw  helming  thankfulness  that  sjiecdily  came  to  the  conclusion  t  hat  the  tracer 
the  <lreade«l  ceremony   was  over.  had  gone  far    enough.      At    any  rate  the  docu- 

Mr.   and    Mrs.  .Jenkins    to(dv    up    their    posi-  nientwcnt  s]»eedily  back  to    t  he  general  oflice 

tioii     under    an    arbor    of   green.    pre])ared    to  with    the    following    endorsement:     "Box    of 

receive     congratulations,    and     the     bridemaid  rost-holes.  as  jier  enclosed,  held  at  this  station 

and   best  man   formed  a  rival   attractitui  close  Ibr  local    charges    to   amount    of  S2   50.      Will 

at    hand.       The   bride    was    radiant    with    the  be  forwarded  on  receipt  of  same."      Under  this 

success   of  everything.      f'.ven    Elisha's    lit  of  endorsement  was  written:    "  N.  Ji. — 'J'he  price 

unconsciousness   had   not  been  an  undesirable  of  beer  at  this  station   is  S'i  .")()  ])er  keg."      It  is 

feature,  though  bordering  on  the  dreaded  sen-  said  that  the  charges  went  forward. 
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A    CONSIDERATE    MAIDEN. 

"  Frank,"  said  the  iiiffenuous  maiden,  "  how  far  was  mamma  behind  V 

"  About  a  mile." 

"  Poor  mamma  !    She  must  be  tired.     I  hope  she  doesn't  hurry." 


THE     Si:CRET    OF     GOLF. 

A     Sril.MISE. 
BY    CAHLYLE    SMITH. 

Hic  could  loft  a  bnll    fioiii    tlic    top  of   his    watcli  lint  he  never    could   win    in    the    tournaTnents,  no 

straight  into  his   Ijcavcr  hat.  matter  how   well   he   played. 

He  could  tee  a  ball  on   the   window-sill   and   pink  HcM  never  a  cup  on   liis  mantel-piece;  in   medals 

the  vagrom   cat.  was  lUMcr  ariayed 

He  could   putt  from   the  to|i  of  the  oaken  stair   to  For  though  his  uaini-  was  the  finest  golf  that  ever 

a  hole  on  the  floor  below,  was   witnessed  yet, 

And    niblick    the    splu-re    from    a    bal)y's    rar    and  He   never  c-oukl  seem  to  comprehend  a  bit  of  golf 

the  baby  wouldn't   know.  etiquette. 

He    could   brassie  some    fifteen    hundrinl    f(>(>t    and  IleM   er<  .-s   the   putt   of   ilie   other   man;   he'd   play 

clip  off  a  daisy's   top.  when   nearer  the   hole. 

He  could  jigger  the  l)all  o'er  a  steeple  tall  as  most  fie   eouldiri   grasp   the   simidest    rules   to  save   his 

men  would  jiguer  a  cop.  golfing  soul. 

He  could  stand   on  his  head,  to   his  caddie's  dread,  .And   that   is    whv  this   golfer   keen    is   never  "up," 

and   dismay   of  all    hard   l)y,  but   "down"; 

And    then    with     the    ease     with     whieh     I    would  .\nd    that   is   why  this   King    of  the   (ireen   doesn't 

sneeze   lift   the   ball   from   a    euppy  lie.  wear   the   golfers'   erou  ii. 

He  could  drive  a   ball    for    two    hundred    yards   to  The     moral    is    clear,    oh    golfer    bold,    oh     gelfer 

the  blade  of  a  carver  keen,  .-trong  and   true: 

And   cut   it   in    two   as    easy   as  you   could    >liei'    'ip  You    inav    i)e    al>le    to   wliaek    the    ball,  and   make 

sod    from    the   green.  youi-  opponent    bliu'; 

The  bird  that   flies   high  up  in  the  skies   he'd  wing  You  "  may   l)e    ahle    to    do    freak    things,  and    play 

with   his   driving  cleek,  past    all   eompait'; 

And    I've    seen    him    graze    as    soft    as    haze    the  Hut   unless  you    learn    the    etiquette,  you'd    better 

down   on   a   damsel's  cheek.  play   soiitaiie. 
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HE,    SHE,    AND    THEY.  ns  he  btM-niiK' i>rofaiie  about  it, liis  wife  consent- 

.    .      J  nv\r['   I  KK  *'•'  ^''■''^  ^'*'  ■'^l'*»"l<^  resign,  battered  and  bruised, 

from  tlic  various  trades  tlirnst   iiiioii   him  by 
matrimony;  and  Benton  iortliwith  Aowed   lie 

TiiKY  always  dine  ))romi)tly  at  seven  at  tlie  would  nexcr  auain.  even    secretly,  otifend  tiie 

Heutons' — or,  rather,  as  Benton  ])uts   it,  tiiey  Pole-hangers'   I'nion,  or    the    Biotherliood    of 

are  i)retty  e<'rtain  to  dine  promptly  according  Carpet-Layers,  or  the  Piano-movers'  Associa- 

to  at  least  one  of  the  (iv<;  clocks  that  tick  in  tion,  by  performing  the  \vork  specifically  con- 

1h<^   imnuMliate  neighborhood   of    the    dining-  ceded  to  their   respective   trades.     And    since 

ro(»m,   because   there  is  a  (litiference   of  about  then,  Sunday  has  been  for  him  a  day  of  rest, 

half  an  liour  between  the  time  shown  by  the  in  fact  as  well  as  in  fiction. 

fastest  and  that  marked  by  the  slowest  one.  But  this  is  digressing.      It  is  seven  o'clock. 

80  it  is  nu'rely  a  question  of  knowing  which  Two  of  the  time  -  pieces  have  annonnced  the 

clock  to  look  at  when  wondering  why  dinner  fleeting  liour,  and  the  others  will  surely  fleet 

is  not  aniKMinced.     This  is  an  excellent  plan,  along  with  the  sonj). 

and    should    be    recommended    to    one's    ene-  "I   Inive  a  surprise   for  you    this  evening," 

nii(^s,    for    there    certainly    is    some    satisfac-  says  I^thel,  as  she  squeezes  a  section  of  lemon 


tion  in  having  at 
least  on(^  time- 
piece in  the  house 
that  will  strike 
seven  as  you  un- 
fold yotir  napkin. 
TluMi,  if  Jientou 
lias  been  grum- 
bling, his  wife 
looks  up  arch- 
ly as  she  hears 
the  hour  strike ; 
or,  if  he  has  been 
obtrusive  in  his 
remarl  s,  she  says, 
sweetly, 

"Your        watch 
nnist    be    a,    little 


HAVK  A   SUIIPHISE. 


over  an  oyster,  and  shoots  the  juice  into  her 
hnsband's  eye.  But  Benton's  eye  is  quite  ac- 
customed to  this,  Ethel  is  his  wife,  and  she  is 
a  very  sni)erior  ])eison.  At  the  dinner  table 
the  two  discuss  the  affairs  of  state,  likewise 
those  of  the  honsehohl,  ireqnently  those  of 
their  neighbois,  and  if  Jienton  allowed  such  a 
small  matter  as  a  drop  of  lemon  juice  to  inter- 
fere with  the  i3ow  of  con veisa tion,  he  would 
justly  deserve  censure.  'J'herefore,  w  lien  Ethel 
announces  that  she  has  a  surprise,  he  says, 
''Indeed  T'  and  blinks  rapidly. 

"And  a  surjirise  that  I  think  you  will  en- 
joy." continues  Eihel,  complacently. 

"  I  hope  you  have  not  invited  any  idiots  to 
come  in  alYer  dinner?"  Benton  says. 

"No,"  snules  his  wife  ;  "  it  is  not  that  kind 
of  a.  surprise.    It's  something  for  you — " 

"  You  have  not  gone  and  l)ought  me  some 
stu))i(lly  expensi\-e  jtresent  f     'J'here  is  a  tone 


fast   this  evening,  Arthur  dear;    the  clock   is 
just  striking  s(>ven." 

The  clock,  indeed!      Benton  says  he  hasn't  of  genuine   concern  in    his    voice,   for   Benton 

discovered  yet  which  |»articular  on«'  oi'  the  five  hat<'s  ]»r<^sents. 

is  entitled  to  that  distinction  ;  he  thinks  that  "Oh  no,"  ret  urns  Ethel,    "  Don't  alarm  your- 

l)erhai)s  this  honor  varies,  but  he  has  long  since  self:   this  is  only  a  gastronomic  surprise." 

given  up  all  attemi)ts  to  kee|)  them   running  "  Ah,"  says  Benton,  with  the  sigh  of  relief 

along  at  the  same  pace.      He  has  come  to  the  which  escapes  every  nuin  after  he  has  learned 

conclusion  that  he  cannot   be  a  cl()ck-unik(M-,  a  w  hat  kind  of  a  •'  surprise  "'  his  w  ife  has  in  store 

])icture-hanger,   a   Inrniture-mover,   a    carpet-  for  him  :   "  ah,  yes,  that  nice  fat  partridge!" 

layer,    a    brass  -  polishei-,  and     various    other  "How  did  you   know   there  was  to  be  ])ar- 

things,  and   i»roi)erly  attend   to    tin;   many  re-  tridge   for   dinner /"  exclaims  his  wife,  with  a 

(luirementsof  his  own  jirofession  besides.    This  tone  of  disappointment, 

is  trite.     Benton  admits  that,      l^ut  ho  enjoys  "•  I  saw  it  in  the  kitchen." 

the  satisfaction  of  saying  It  hims(df.      p'is  a  '•  Yon  saw  it   in  the  kitclxMi!     AVell,  Ed  like 

very  simple  matt.T.  apparently,  to  ].nt  up  cur-  to  know  what  yon  were  doing  in  the  kitchen  f 

tain-poles;   but  if  you  smash  your  linger  wit  h  '■  I    had    business    there."    answers    Benton, 

ahamuier,  so  as  to  iiicajjaciiate  it  from  holding  meekly. 

a   pen   for  several   days  thereafter,  and   if  vou  -1   'ean't   conceive   of   any   emergency    that 

nnike  your  living  l.y  your  i)en— as  Benton  tries  would  reipiire  your  presenci-   in   the  kit"^chen," 

to  (h) — it  is  (-heaper  in   the  end  t(»  pay  an   e\-  replies  lOtlnd,  with    dignity,  "  exccj.t   perhai)S 

orbitaiit  jirict^    to  a  rough   tVllow    with    soiled  in  the  case  of  a  recalcitrant  iceman  or  an  ob- 

boots  to  come  into  your  i)arlor  and  i.Mt  up  the  streperons    grocery  -  boy.     How     many    times 

poles.       Everybody    knows    this:     l)ut    ev(My-  lunst   I   tell    you,  ArtliuV.  to   ke*'))   out    of  the 

body's  wife  do. 's  not.     Benton's  witV  did  not    -  kitchen?     The  servants  doi.'t    like   you   to  go 

until  one  day  she   begged   hiui.  with   tears  in  there:     and    besides,    yoti    have    no'   business 

her  eyes,  to  come  down  off  t  he  stei)ladder  and  there." 

cease  blaspheming.      That  was  the  end  of  J',en-  "  W(dl.  I  had  business  there  to-day,"  he  as- 

ton's  career  as  .Ta(d<-of-all-trades.     Previous  to  serts. 

this,  he  used  to  be  sent  np  on  a  stejiladder  e\-ery  "  ^Vhat  was  it  ?" 

Sunday,  and  on  all  legal  holidays.    But  as  soo'u  ••  I  was  lookin<r  for  mv  hat." 


THE    DRAWER. 


A    CHOICE   OF   HATS. 


"Lo()kin<?  for  your  lial  !"  cries  Ethel.      '^  In  Avonld    be    the    last 

the  kitclieii  f  ,,l:,c,>  I  sliould  v\cv 

"l^xactly."  o„   t.)  ill  search   of 

*'Now,  Arthur"  (pleadingly), '>  what  f//(/ you  it.       I      really     Iiad 

go  into  the  kitchen  for  ?"  hope.s      of     lindini;- 

"That     is    exactly  uhat    I    went    into    the  it    in    the    lulchen, 

kitchen       for        my  especially     wiieu     I 

hat.''  saw        the       basket 

"Did     yon       lind  there." 

your  hat  ?"  ••  What       experi- 

•'No;      at     least,  ence  have  yon   had 

not     in     the     kitch-  bclbre  ?     Yon  never 

en.       ]^nt    I     found  told    nie     anything 

something            else  about  it." 

_                                                     there."  "  Terluips    1    for- 

Jk     /    -:J:~/\  .       Wi:              "What?"  got  to  tell  von,  but 

C^  /  I  {          /            V'              "My  waste-paper  I      will      tell      you 

T  I /^  I         I              V           basket.         It      was  now,       I     was     in     a     '^reat     hurry    to    get 

J   A   ' '-==^fl^",_^^-»           **"   ^''*'  l<'t<"l>*''>    ';>-  down    to  the   oftice  one  morning  al)out  three 

r  I  v^         -L_---'^n^          ble.     Mary's  i(U'a  of  weeks  ago.    1  couhl  not  find  my  liat  anywhere, 

humor  seems  to  be  I  looked  all  over,  and  said  all  sorts  of  things 

to   take  my    waste-  in  every  known  langiuige.    I  even  looked  nnd<  r 

paper  basket  out  of  the  sofa  in  tin;  i)arl()r,  and  had  a  rush  of  blood 

my  study  and  keep  to   the   head.     Then  Mary  came  along,  and  I 

it  away  from  me  for  three  days.    Kesult:  being  aske<l  her  where  she    had  juit   my  hat.     And 

afraid  to  scatter  paper  on  the  lloor,  I  stuff  the  wlu're  do  yon  supi)Ose  it  wasf 

waste  into  my  pockets  until  they  fairly  bulge.  "I'm  sure  I  can't  guess. '* 

Then,  when   I   go  out,  I  extract  the   wads  in  "In  the  only  place  I  had  not  looked — " 

small  quantities,  and  dro[)  them  surre{)titious-  "Of  course!"  triumphantly, 

ly  into  ash-barrtds  on  my  way  to  the  elevated  "  In  your  music-stand." 

station.     Then  our  neighbors  get  into  trouble,  (Now  tliis  nuisic-staud  is  a  suuiU  nuihogany 

no    doubt,  for   having    their   ashes  and  their  cupboard  that  rests  on  four  Colonial  legs,  and 

waste  paper  mixed."  it  is  tilled  witli  horizontal  slielves  each  about 

"Men  arc  such   fools!"  cries  Ethel,  in  exas-  four  inches  al)ove  the  other.) 

peration.     "If  Mary   takes  your  waste-jtaper  "I    never   had    any    idea    before,"    explains 

basket  away  and  forgets  to  bring  it  l)ack,  \\  liy  ik'ntou,  "how  low  a  Derby  hat  is,  until  I  saw^ 

don't  you  ring  and  ask  for  it  ?"  mine    comfortably    resting    on    one    of    those 

"Well,"    stammers    Benton,  "I    suppose    I  sludves." 

might  do  that."  "The  best  thing  for  you  to  do,"  comments 

"I   should    think    you    might.       Now    why  Ethel,  "  is   to    buy  another   hat.     Then   there 

did     you     go      into      the      kitchen    for    your  will  prol)ably  be  at  least  one  t  hat  you  can  find 

hat?"  when  yon  want  to  go  ou.t." 

"  Because  I  could  not  tind  it  any  where  else.  ''Oh     yes,  1    might     buy    any    number    of 

I  looked  every  where,  even  in  the  ice-box  ;  tlu;  hats.       But    it    would    be   cheaitcr    to    hire    a 
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kitchen  was  the  only  place  left." 

"Did  you  lind  it  there?" 

"No."' 

"  Did  you  find  your  hat  at  all  f" 

"No;  I  had  to  get  out.  my  silker." 

"I'll  ask  Mary  if  she  knows  where  your  hat 
is — your  brow^n  Derby,  you  mean  f ' 

"Oh,  y(ui  need  not  ;;sk  her,"  laughs  Ben- 
ton. "  I  asked  lier  wiien  1  canui  home;.  I  know 
where  it  is  now." 

"Where  is  it?" 

"On  the  hat-rack." 

"Where  was  it  while  you  were  looking  for 
it?" 

"On  the  hat-rack,  I  suppose." 

"  And  did  not  y(Hi  look  for  it  there  ?" 

"  Yes;  but  I  could  not  see  it.  Mary  had  care- 
fully hung  my  covert-coat  over  the  hat." 

"It  seems  to  nie  you  must  have  been  very 
stupid." 

"Well,  I'd  had  one  experience  with  Maiy 
and   that  hat   before    this,  and   the    hat -rack 


valet." 

"  To  wear  your  hats  for  you,  I  suppose  ?" 
"  W(dl,  })ossibly  ;   but  if  I  knew    where  my 

valet  was,  I  could  at  least  be  sure  of  a  hat." 

Ileieupon  there  is 
a  lull  in  the  conver- 
sation, a  lull  w  hicli 
might  have  been 
(juickly  followed  up 
by  more  plaints  from 
B.enfon    if    the    iiar- 

tri(lg( which   had 

started  the  whoh; 
discussion — had  not 
apiicared,  and  by 
means  of  this  .  ame 
partridge,  Ethel, 

knowing  the  weak- 
ness of  man,  skil- 
fully turns  the  con- 
versation into  other 
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(llerr  I  use  ;ist('i-isks.  thoiiL'li  Ji.>t   fi-Min  clinicH 

r.iil  type  liiis  limits,  niul  must  i^l^iy  ilie  (hinre;  NfXt  dny  i   f-iind  Tlie  pnjre  in  finilliinois, 

WhtMi  two  yontiff  ladies  tioth  coiiveist'  ;it  ime.'.)  And  I  reflected.  •'  It  is  vei-y  sad 

«•„:       ^,^.^,*,,,,,,**.,*,,,,,.,  ., 'Y\y,^X  two  iiic-e  trifls  sliould  jref  so  awfully  mad 

—  :•*••»*****:: : : ***  About   a  tliimr  for  which,  liad  they  l)Ut   known, 

***—::::: !—:  —  :::::::::::!  Two  artists  were  responsible  alone.*' 

1  left  them  to  their  scenes.  Oi.iveu  IIi:iifokd. 
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